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“THE BLOCKS TELL THE STORY” 


Drawn by Otto Schneider for Cream of Wheat Co. Copyright by Cream of Wheat O 
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The one instrument that plays 
Victor Records perfectly 


That instrument is the Victrola. It is specially made to 
play Victor Records, and similarly Victor Records are made 
to be played on the Victrola. No combination of substitutes 
will enable you to hear the great artists of the world as they 
themselves have chosen to be heard. 

Victrolas $25 to $1500. New Victor Records demon- 


strated at all dealers on the Ist of each month. 


Victrola 


REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. “HIS MASTER’S VOICE” 
REG. U. S&S, PAT, OFF. 
¢ Ps e This trademark and the trademarked word 
Victor Talking Machine Company ee ars cc emia toe 


Camden, New Jersey VICTOR TALKING MACHINE co. 
amden, N. j. 
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Make Your Set Complete 


[VORY PYRALIN Toilet Sets include every 

conceivable article to make the dressing-table The Du Barry pattern, 
or chiffonier more useful and attractive. Is your exclusive in Ivory Pyralin 
set complete? 


Have you pin tray, perfume stand, jewel-box? 
Does your manicure set include every single 
accessory? Have you graceful vases for your 
flowers, with a dainty clock for a center piece? 
You can easily obtain all of these and many other 
exquisite things to match the articles you now 
have. The patterns are exclusive and standard. 


Ivory Pyralin will not tarnish, chip or break, is 
easily cleaned and will last a lifetime. Look for 
the words “Ivory Pyralin” on every piece. Made 
for men and children as well. At the leading stores. 





E. lL DU PONT DE NEMOURS & COMPANY, INC. SALES DEPT., PYRALIN DIVISION, WILMINGTON, DEL 
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Pre-War Price $100 
Now $36 Less 


In these days when the 
cost of many things is 
higher than before the war, 
it is a distinct contribution 
to business economy to be 
able through more direct 
selling methods to offer 
-such: @ great and decided 
saving on so popular @ 
typenriter as the Oliver. 


\ 


A Finer 
Typewriter 
At a Fair Price 


; . « 
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Save $36 on $100 Oliver 


New Olivers direct to you at 36% saving 


Free trial—No money in advance 


Let us send you the Oliver for 
free trial. The coupon brings it. 


If you agree that it is the finest 
typewriter, regardless of price, pay 
for it at the rate of $4 a month. We 
ask no payment in advance. You 
have Over a year to pay. <And 
you'll have the Oliver all that time. 

here is no need to wait until you 
have the full amount. 


The free trial does not cost you 
a penny. For, if after trying the 
Oliver you wish to return it, we 
tven refund the transportation 
charges. 

Our new plan has been a tre- 
mendous success. We are selling 
ese Olivers this way than ever 
ae sald? Dee Olivers have 

sold! Oliver in- 
oveasing daily. popularity is in 


You save $36 


Pat yk na you now obtain the iden- 
liver formerly priced at $100. 


We are able to save you over a 
third because of our radically new 
and economical method of distri- 
bution. 


During the war we learned many 
lessons. We found that it was un- 
necessary to have such a vast 
number of traveling salesmen and 
sO many expensive branch houses 
throughout the country. We were 
able to discontinue many other su- 
perfluous sales methods. The re- 
sult—we can afford to sell at $64 
the very same Oliver formerly 
priced at $100. 


Mail the coupon now 


Remember you need not send 
any money with the coupon. Send 
the coupon only to get the Oliver 
for five days free trial in your own 
home. 

If you wish to have further in- 
formation before ordering, fill in 


the coupon for our free catalog and 
our astonishing book: explaining 
why typewriters have been expen- 
sive heretofore. Check the coupon 
for free trial Oliver or the catalog 
just as you wish. Clipthe coupon now 
and mail at once. 
Canadian Price, $82 


™ OLIVER 


Vpewritér Gmpany 


4157 Oliver Typewriter Bidg., Chicago, Il. 














8 THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER CO.. 
1187 Oliver Typewriter Bidg.. Chicago, Mi. 
oO Ship me_a new Oliver Nine for five days free inspection. If 1 
keep it, I will at the rate of $4 per month. The title to 
remain in you until fully paid for. 


int is 
Place me under any obligation to buy. If 1c! 
liver, I will ship it back at your expense at the of 


nd a machine until I order it. Mail me your book— 
h Cost of Typewriters—The Reason and the Remedy,’’ 
catalog ‘and further information. 
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Are men like me enrolling with 
the Alexander Hamilton Institute’ 


HEN a man dike Hiram F. 

Harris, former President and 
General Manager of the Bethlehem 
Motors Corporation, says this you are 
impressed : 


“To my mind. there’ is no other 
coursé of business training which puts 
into the hands of the ambitious man 
the tools which so’ thoroly fit him, for 
greater and bettér business.” 


When Stephen B.-Mambert,’Vice- 
President of the Thomas A. Edison 
Industries, speaks of the “great bene- 
fit that I have personally derived from 
following the Course,” that also 
appeals to you. 


But there may be still a question 
. . “ce 
in your mind. You may say: © My 
position is wholly different. Are 
men /ike me enrolling in the Alexander 
Hamilton Institute ?”’ 


A man like you has 
investigated 


HE answer to that question can 

be given with absolute certainty. 
A man just like you—in. your line 
of business, about your age, and 
receiving almost the same income — 
has at some time investigated the 
Modern Business Course and Serv- 
ice and decided that it represents 
for him the surest path of business 
progress. 


Does that seem like an extreme 
statement? Run down the list at 
the top of this page. It represents 
just a few enrolments, just as they were 
received at the office of the Institute. 


Note that all these men are of 
different ages, in different businesses 
and receiving different incomes. In 
the records of the Institute are 
thousands of such names, represent- 
ing the men who have enrolled dur- 
ing the past ten years. 


Every age from 23 to 60 is repre- 
sented among those names; every 
degree of income, from $1,200 a year 
to more than $100,000 a year; every 
important industry, from the Stand- 
ard Oil Company, .which has 801, 
and the U. S. Steel Corporation, 
which has 545 of its men enrolled, 
to local concerns of small personnel 
with only 2 or 3 men enrolled. 


Somewhere among these names 
you would find one that would cause 








Some Typical Enrolments 
Received In One Day 





| 
| (Note the diversity of salary, age, position.) 


F.W.K. Manager, Sash, Blind and Door 
Works; age 40; salary, $6000: 


S.G. B., Salesman, with a large drug com- 
pany; age 28; salary, $1500. 


Office Manager, Rubber Company; 
age 30; salary, $2500. 


Asst. Production Masager, Candy 
Co.; age 27; salary, $4000. 


Advertising Manager, Stee! Com- 
pany; age 24; salary, $3000. 


Engineer, age 37; salary, $4200. 





Vice-President, Food Product Mfg.; 
age 32; salary, $12,000. 

















. ce . 
you to exclaim: Here is a man 
whose business and age and income 
were precisely like mine.’’ 


And that discovery would impress 
you more than all the indorsements of 
leading business men, for you would 
know surely that what the Alexander 
Hamilton Instituie’straining had done 
for that other man, whose problem 
was precisely like yours, it could do 
also for you. 


How can one training fit 
so many businesses ? 


OU would ask one question asyou 

ran thruthoserecords: ‘‘Howis 

it that one Course of training can help 
men in so many different businesses ?”’ 


How is it that 133 men in the 
National City Bank of New York have 
enrolled, and 412 in the Westinghouse 
Co.? If it is designed for the needs 
of 346 men in the Goodyear Tire 
Co., howcan it serve equally well 
173 ambitious men in the Pennsyl- 
vania Railroad? 


And the answer is that every busi- 
ness in its fundamentals is like every 
other, and the Modern Business 
Course and Service deals with those 
fundamentals. 


Every business must be financed; it 
must have a factory and an office or- 
ganization; it must have sales and ad- 
vertising; it must know its costs and 
have a. proper system of accounting. 


Business is full of men who know 
one of these fundamentals—who 
know all about finance and nothing 
about sales;who know costs or credits, 


but nothing of production or 
advertising. 


The Modern Business Course anj 
Service is designed to take such men 
and round them out; to add to th 
knowledge of the one department 
business which they have,a knowledg 
of ‘all the other departments, 


To help them lift themselves, 
other words, out of the class of rout 
men,of which there are too many, int 
the class of executives, of which the 
always have been, and always will 
too few. 


The Advisory Council 


NLY a training vitally sound ani 

practical could have the indom 
ment of such men as form the Advisoy 
Council of the Alexander Hamito 
Institute. That Advisory Cound 
consists of: 


Frank A Vanderlip, the financier 
General Coleman du Pont, the wel: 
known business executive; John Hays 
Hammond, the eminent engineer 
Jeremiah W. Jenks, the statisticianand 
economist, and Joseph French Johns, 
Dean of the New York Universit 
School of Commerce. 


“* Forging Ahead in 
Business”’ 


N a single evening you may mait 
your investigation. The facts you 
want to know are contained ina lib 
page book published by the Institute 
entitled ‘Forging Ahead in Business. 


It contains a full statement of jus 
what the Modern BusinessCourseand 
Service is and does; it contains score 
of letters from men who are enjoying 
larger incomes and better position 
today because of that training. For 
ing Ahead in Business” is sent without 
obligation. Send for your copy tod 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 
599 Astor Place, New York City 


Send me “Forging Ahead in 
Business,” which I may keep 
without obligation. 


Business me 
AGATESS..ccccccscccceveccccccevccse cocoons 


peinee coocnceosee™ 
POsitiOn.....cccceeseseseneeseereener® 
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Vol. XXXV, No. 6 3D) COXO} aA 1920 if 

MAGAZINE " 

Cover Design, painted by Haskell Coffin. Art Section, Beautiful Women @ 

s 

The Best Serial Novels of the Year " 

The Immediate Jewel By Ben Ames Williams Z 

Illustrated by E. F. Ward % 

Beauty By Rupert Hughes 8 

Illustrated by W. T. Benda wy 

The Yellow Horde By Hal G. Evarts - 

Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull - 

A Daughter of Discontent By Clarence Budington Kelland " 

| Illustrated by Frank Street a 
ndors: ul 

a The Best Short Stories of the Month " 
- Doom River Red By Samuel Hopkins Adams : 
Illustrated by J. E. Allen . 

ani Green Glass By Mrs. Wilson Woodrow (2 
hn Has Illustrated by Robert W. Stewart ' ! i 
neue: Sheared Ears By Maxwell Smith f) 
Johnson, Illustrated by H. Weston Taylor { \( 


— Sparks That Flash in the Night By O. F. Lewis 
Illustrated by Will Foster 

Two Hours to Train Time By Royal Brown 
Illustrated by W. B. King 

an | The Voice of the Old Home Town By Lucian Cary 

y make / 

cts you Illustrated by James H. Crank 

alle | Communism in Shadow Valley By Wilbur Hall 

stitute, / Illustrated by Quin Hall 

ines Mrs. Cord By William MacHarg 

ofjut | Illustrated by Henry Raleigh ; 

sew | Hip! Hip! By Frank E. Evans 

§ Scores Illustrated by William C. McNulty 


sm —And— 


Bruce Barton’s Common:sense Editorial 25 


—_———. 





TERMS: $3.00 a year in advance; 25 centsa number. Foreign postage $1.00 additional except on subscriptions fur soldiers overseas on which there is no extra 
postage charge, the price for the subscription being the same as domestic subscriptions, viz. : $3.00 per year. Canadian postage 50c. Subscriptions are received by all news- 
dealers and booksellers, or may be sent direct to the Publisher. Remittances must be made by Post-office or Express Money Order, by Registered Letter or by Postage 
Stamps of 2-cent denomination, and not by check or draft, because of exchange charges against the iatter. 


ADVERTISING FORMS close the 15th of the second preceding month (Dec. form closes October 15th). Advertising rates on application. 


THE RED BOOK CORPORATION, Publisher, 36 S. State St., Chicago, Ill. 


Louis Eckstein 
IMPORTANT NOTICE: PRESIDENT THE RED BOOK MAGA- 
aus not gubscribe to THE Charles M. Richter = Ralph K. Strassman ZINE is issued on the twenty- 
ee K MAGAZINE Vice-President and General Manager Vice-President and Advertising Director third of the month preceding its 
mine po ba date, and is for sale by all news- 
yourself defrauded. Many Beene Office of the Advertising Director, 33 West 42nd Street, New York. dealers after that time. In the 
ints are received from people R. M. PURVES, New England Representative, 80 Boylston St., Boston. event of failure to obtain copies 
who have paid cash to some LONDON OFFICRS, 6 Henrietta St., Covent Garden, London, W. C. at news-stands, or on railway 
ler, in which event, of Entered as second-class matter April 25, 1905, at the post office at Chicago, Illinois, under the Act a 
course, the subscription never Congress of March 3, 1879. trains, a notification to the Pub- 
| Feaches this office. Copyrighted, 1920, by THE RED BOOK CORPORATION. lisher will be appreciated. 
Copyrighted, 1920, by THE RED BOOK CORPORATION in Great Britain and the Colonies. & 
Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London, England. c 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES FOR BOYS 





N iadveatees Military and Naval Academy 


Avirile American preparatory school that will interest discriminating 














(~ = ry 70 miles parents and that wil 
=) from Chicago (%,0ut 
A N> ideals. 
x @ schools of America. 
as COLOM its many 


ife, Co a and other sports. Students of good character only 
- School operated on self-government principles and honor 
Recognized by colleges, the War Department and the public as one of the great 
Exceptional location and buildings with every known improvement 
in heating, lighting, sanitation, fire-proofing, etc. Attendance limited to 200. Catalogue 
istinctive advantages on request. 


OLONEL R. P. DAVIDSON, Supt. 


appeal to the boy who loves athletics, outdoor 


Address 
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin 











r—-MILFORD- 


A College Preparatory School 


Formerly 


THE ROSENBAUM SCHOOL 
MILFORD, CONN. 
9 miles from New Haven on the main line to New York 

The needs of each boy are analyzed and 
met. Thoro training for college examina- 
tions. Small classes and individual instruction. 
Country life, supervised athletics. 

Our plan limits the number of boys we can 
accept each year. Tell us your needs and we 
will send you an outline plan of work, giving 
time required, cost, etc., for fitting for college. 

Booklet on Request 


SAMUEL SB, Rosenman, Principal 


ilford, Conn. 

















COLLEGES OF PHOTOGRAPHY 








Learn Photography 


Good-paying positions in the er — y the 
country ewait men and women who prepare them. 
selves vow. For 26 yeare we have successfully Paes 


Photography, Photo-Engraving 
and Three-Color Work 

Our graduates carn $35 to $100 a x eek. We assist them 

to secure these positions. Now is the time to fit 

ourself for un advanced position at better pay. 

erms easy; living inexpensive. Largest and best 
school of its kind. Write for catalog ‘oday. 


ILLINOIS COLLEGE OF PHOTOGRAPHY 
Box RB, 777 Wabash Ave., Effingham, Illinois 

















rn ‘35%100aWée 


BECOME A PROFESSIONAL 
PHOTOGRAPHER 


Big opportunities NOW. | 
Qualify for this fascina- 
ting profession. Three 
months’ course covers all 
branches: 












“ 
Motion 
Cameras and Materials furnished free 
Practical Sastrustion 3 modern equipment. or coins 
classes: easy terms. The School of Recon Superiority. 
Call ‘ NS } complete catalog No. 
N. ¥. I ; 
141 W. 36th St., N. Y. 







icture—Commercial—Portraiture 


NSTITUTE of PHOTOGRAPHY 
505 State St., Bklyn. 








Learn Photography 


p 





>t:on cture-Portrait-Commer iv. 
from a successful progres” 
sive photographer operat” 


ing studios in lazge cities 


Earn $35 to $100 Weekly 
Easy and Pleasant Occupation. fe- 
sitions open for graduates. 


E.BRUNEL - COLLEGE 


of PHOTOGRAPAY 
9 Broadway, New York 
29" fz Srssienn St., Chicago, tit_ 
8 months’ comple:e course all 
branches Day an onan ight classes, Ex- 
pertinetrecters. Installments taken. 
or Write for Booklet Y 













| every 20 boys. 





Bordentown Military Institute 


Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient 
faculty,small classes, individual attention. Boystaught hew 
tostudy. Military Paiaine Beoern ne ics. 36th year. 
For catalogue, address Drawer O-28,C .D. LANDON, 
Bordentown. N. J. Bxtncioal ¢ ma Commandant. 


The Columbia Military Academy 


Built by the U. 8S. Government. Half-million dollar 





plant. 67-acre campus, athletic fields, splendid equip- 
ment. ©. =, 1 under direction rmy officer. 
Junior r small boys. Catalog. 


THE COLUMBIA MILITARY ACADEMY, Box 500, Columbia, Tennessee 
Gulf Coast Military and Naval Academy 


—America’s great open air school on the Gulf. Study, 
Athletics, Water Sports. Boys sleep on screened 
porches. Strong College bred faculty. Zensher to 
Separate Department for boys 0 15. 
You'll enjoy our catalogue. THE ACADEMY, at. Wohin Miss. 

highest 


RIVERSIDE efiiee vicner 


north of Ationte, Pay preparation for West Point 
and Annapolis. R. unit. Individual instruction; 
all athletics. For catalogue address 


RIVERSIDE, Box R, Gainesville, Georgia 








A patiptecs: academy 








SCHOOL FOR NURSES 
















SCHOOL OF COSTUME DESIGNING 
a 


Design Costumes| 





Costume Design and 
Fashion Iliustratiog 
taught by practical de. 
signers and illustrat. 
ors. Oldest and largest 
school of Costume De. 
sign. Individual in. 
struction. Students 
may enter at any time, 











Write for Free 
Booklet 2810, 


Fashion Academy, Inc. 
103 East 57th Street, New York Qy 
Scottish Rite Temple, San Francises 





SCHOOLS OF DOMESTIC SCIENCE 














School of Domestic 
Arts and Science 


Offers one year intensive courses 
in HOME-MAKING, also INSTITU- 
TIONAL MANAGEMENT. Subjects in- 
clude: Cookery, Menu Planning and 
Preparation, Marketing, Household Man- 
agement, TableService, Food Values, Sew- 
ing, Millinery, Etc. Desirable dormitory 
accommodations. For catalog address: 

Lillian A. Kemp, Director, Box 11, 6 N. Michigan Av, 

Chicago, Illinois 











The Grace Hospital 


SCHOOL FOR NURSES, Detroit 


2% years’ course. Registered by the State of 
Michigan. Theoretical and practical class work 
thruout. Modern nurses’ home, includes summer 
vacation home for nurses. Minimum entrance 
requirement, two years High School nee eh oi beng 
equivalent. For free catalog, address 

Box R, THE GRACE HOSPITAL, John R. St. & Willis Ave., Dera Mich. 


CO-EDUCATIONAL SCHOOL 











j i A co-educational school 
Wyoming Seminary where boys and girls get 
a vision. College preparation, Business, Music, Art, Ora- 
tory and Domestic Arts and Science. Military training, 
Gymnasium andAthletic field. 76th year. Endowed. Catalog 


L. L. SPRAGUE, D. D., President, Kingston, Pa. 








Citizens of Tomorrow 


Such are the children of today. 
Just what sort of citizens they 
are to be depends upon the 
education with which you pro- 
vide them. To assist parents 
in the wisest and happiest 
selection of the school best 
suited to their child’s needs is 
the purpose and function of 
The Educational Bureau of 
THe Rep Book Macazine. 
Write today. 


33 West 42nd Street, New York City 

















NEW ROCHELLE SCHOOL OF HOUSEHOLD ART 
MRS. MARY E. NICHOLS, Director, 246-248 Centre Ave.. New Rochelle, Rew 

SUBJECTS: Art of Fine Cookery: neem 
Cookery; Laundering; Sewing and Dreesmaking; Millin 
ery; Household Management. The purpose of the Sehool 
is to bring Home Life tothe highest point of perfection. 











SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS AND COLLEGES FOR 
YOUNG WOMEN 









BY-THE-SEA 
Suburban to New York City 
(Fifty Minutes from Fifth Avenue. 


For High School Girls and Graduates 


Magnificent granite buildings; spacious estalt 
immense gymnasium ; cosey theatre; allsqet 
riding, sea-bathing, boating, in seaso® All 
studies, no examinations. Music, aft, apr 
sion, domesticscience, secretarial. Socialtri 
ing. New York City attractions. = 
national attendance. Membership, $2 
Eleventh year. 

and views, address 


For booklet 
en Eden, Elmwood Part. 
Dr.F.M. Townsend, stamtord, Connecter 





Brenau College Consens 


Noted f Select patronage 30 states, pleasant social life 
foothills lve Ridge. Mts = North of Atlanta. Standort t 
vantages in m 





cal gp 32 buildings ic Sn ~~ ted 
tee a ie F ae ae 
Mount Ida School 

equipped. Bs 


Preparatory, finishing school. Full 
ce stoma opportunities, with a delightfalb home - 
ASSACHUSETTS, Newton, 1680 Summit 5 





bailé- 
r Women. New Thos bath 
Sullins College ‘:.. every rom cater 
attached. Gymnasium, Swimming! Pool, Outde 
Standard High oF dene®. Sacra 
Finale, Art, Ex ression and Domestico ne 
Courses. Btudents from 35 states. 
W. E. Martin, Ph. D. Pres., Box 
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BUSINESS COLLEGES COLLEGE OF CHIROPRACTIC 
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PEIRCE 


"The Peirce graduates of today are 
the successful business men of 
tomorrow. 

Men ‘and women with a thorough 
‘knowledge of business essentials are 
‘in‘demand everywhere. Peirce 
School teaches business. Courses for 
young men:. Business Administra- 
tion; Two Year Commercial Training; 
Salesmanship. Courses for young f é 
women ; Secretarial : Shorthand and a 
Typewriting.. Send for 56 year book. ' Success Awaits You 

Address THE DIRECTOR ray a ep Dept: 4 

; your iropractic ucation in San Antonio where semi-tropica 
— Po Patindelehin. _— beauty and historic romance abound. 

The Texas Chiropractic College, located a block and a half from beautiful 
Alamo Plaza, teaches a Standard Residence Course of Straight Palmer 

Clark School of Method Chiropractic using Palmer Text Books. 
Business Administration Men and women from every walk of life are taking up the study of Chiro- 
The School of Results practic. If you have a desire to be of service to mankind, aside from 


Best foll Qui increasing your income probably many times over, you should investigate 
tag Fone, oF Bldg. » Mites, what the ‘‘Texas’’ has to offer. Chiropractic is the ideal study for man 
SCHOOLS FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION and wife to adopt. 


| Ask about the Night Classes which permit you to earn while you learn. 
ee cation ey ye ty be 
or ee 
we ® ‘Texas Chiropractic Colleg 


>t 


Two YearNormalCourse Stig Located in Historic arid Romantic San Antonio.Texas. 


for Directors of Phys- ‘pe a «=I EAST COMMERCE ST. 
ical Education, Play- a tereeceetermemenneennnceneninmieneieetiatiiinimaniiaal 


Pao FPA PSs & We fi 






































ground Supervisors, 
Dancing Teachers } 
and Swimming In- 
structors. Thorough 


Se ma ney in all 
ranches under 
strong faculty of ex- 
perienced men and 


women, 2 a 
Ge eon lecting the Right School 
fe inte Selecting the Ri choo 
sitions in the country. P * - 
MB) from accredited schoots is, we realize, a matter of no small importance 
— admitted without exami- | 
Setar reesstel'2 fornow-residentetodems, | | If you are having difficulty in making a decision, the 
17th Session opens Sept. 23, 1920 | intimate and comprehensive information supplied by our 
Educational Bureau is at your service. 
Chicago Normal School of Physical Education | | 
Fer catalog address ie Mussel In order that we may most satisfactorily assist you in 
Principal, Bex 28 430 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, IIL. making an intelligent and happy selection, it will be nec- 
~~ you, when writing, to give complete data on 
COLUMBIA Normal ical ao} the following points :— 
PR, 8858 g, rmal Sc hol of Phys Two Education 1. Type of school you wish—preparatory, college, 
Complete courses in all branches of the contention. finishing, business, technical, art, music, dra- 
al. hes tos | community needs, Pageantry and matic, or summer camp. 
tat end fo FREE eye, als, ‘Demand er 2, Location (City or State). 
% Approximate amount you wish to pay per year. 
SCHOOL OF AVIATION 4. Exact age, and year you will enter school. 
PENSTLYANIA, PHILADELPHIA, 636 Real Estate Trust Bldg. 5. Religion and previous education. 
School THE Foremost School of In order that information sent you may be reliable, all 
MettGilled lastractore = tae oie ke tne | data supplied by this Bureau is gathered through a per- 
 Peeney can buy. Write for descriptive sonal visit to the school. 


D AERO-SERVICE CORPORATION. Educational Bureau 
e———— . 
COLLEGE OF CHIROPRACTIC 


Carer Chiropractic College The Red Book Magazine 


Chiropractic College 33 West 42nd Street, New York City 
college of chiropractic in the world. 
WRITE FOR CATALOG 


SARVER CulRoPRactic 
NWA tiversige Drives new VOR Carr eee 
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ART SCHOOL 


J 


SCHOOLS FOR STAMMERERS 





TECHNICAL SCHOOLS 
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ART “SCH OOL 
THE -ART-INSTITUTE 
OF-CHICAGO 


COURSES in Drawing, Painting, 
Illustration, Modeling, Designing, 
Pottery and Normal Art. Thisincludes 
classes in Interior Decoration, Com- 
mercial Art, Costume Design, Cartoon- 
ing and Poster Design. 

Richest facilities for Art Study in 
Museum Collections, Lecture Course 
and Ryerson Art Library all under 
same roof as the School, 

Our graduates are holding the most 
successful positions. Big demand for 
women and men as Designers, Illus- 
trators and Teachers, 


Write Registrar for particulars. 


Art School, Art Institute of Chi 
Dept. 3 orey ae atAdamsSt. 
nica so, 








CONSERVATORIES OF MUSIC AND 
SCHOOLS OF DRAMATIC ARTS 











American Academy 
of Dramatic Arts 


Founded in 1884 
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President 


The leading institution for Dramatic 
and Expressional Training in Amer- 
ica. Connected with Charles Froh- 
man’s Empire Theatre and Companies. 
For information apply to 


THE SECRETARY 
177 Carnegie Hall NEW YORK, N. Y. 


ALVIENE ‘etsesuct msn 


Each department a large school in 
itself. Academic, Technical and | SRAMATIC 
Practical Training. Seadenss’ School STAGE 




















York Appearances. Write for cata- 
logue, mentioning study desired. AND 


R. C. IRWIN, Secretary BANSSs ANTS 
43 W. 72nd St., betwoen B‘way and Central Park West, New York 


i 
COLUMBIA COLLEGE of EXPRESSION 


ivd., 
Snue 1890. Coeducational. “fonedial by Ills. State Board. 
Two and three year courses. Degrees conferred. High School 
graduates can complete regular two year course, and junior col- 
lege work, in three years. Residence Halls, College building. 
Send for FREE catalog. Term opens September 21, 1920. 




















COMBS CONSERVATORY of MUSIC 
S4th year. Individual instr Ali branches, theoretical 
and applied, including Public Performance. Degrees conferred. 


Reciprocal Relations with University of Pennsylvania. Dormi- 
tories for women. WRITE FOR BOOK. 


GILBERT REYNOLDS COMBS, Director, Broad & Reed Sts., Philadelphia 
Ithaca Conservatory of Music 


Special advantages for those who look Seward to Concert 
or Educational work. All Instrumental, Vocal, Dra- 
matic Art, etc. Graduates filing bigheet Dlaces available 
in America. Oatalog. Distinguished faculty. 

The Registrar. 15 De Witt Park, Ithaca, %. York 














Theatre and Stock Afford New | PHOTO-PLAY 








Learn Electricity 


¢ ra iN is inthe Great Shops of 


p ak f 
fl % 


No an ‘of taking from one. 
to four yours to become a 

master electrician. You get ° 
intensive, individual and 









count eee eee | ‘Oine of these Boys 
Br : | Wall Fail-IF | 


vo Ee on when. you enter. FREE, Coyne Both possess equal health and intelligence, both | 
x Opportunity. ° have qualities for success byt. one stammens. 
e you into the 
You'll thers 





Where the one will sueceed the-stammerer will fail, 
Fig . Rate dread to meet pec ple, he will ok Soe 
which trade you want to tion of his disability’ will impair ite nervy aa P tem 
when you write for book—TODAY. —a condition often the beginning. of ill health, 
Benjamin Nathaniel Bogue, whestammeredhin- 
self for twenty years so badly he could hardly talk, 
originator of ‘The Bogue Unit Method for Restoring 
Perfect Speech and Founder of The Bogue Institute 
for Stammerers and Stutterers (founded 1901), an 

















SCHOOL OF MECHANICAL DENTISTRY Institution with national patronage, strongly en- 
dorsed by the medical profession, has written a2® 
| page book, telling how he cured himself. Contains 
- | de! Enite and authoritative information. Sent any- 
where to readers of the Red Book for 25 cents com 
or stamps to cover postage and mailing. Address 
Your met 4 BENJAMIN N. BOGUE; President 


: WONDE! 
A pleasant, pa-arpoard profession. | B osu e I ns t 1 t ute for elated as 


Taught by actual practice. Mod- would kr 
ern laboratories. Three months’ | SPAM hnancial wot 
course — day or evening. No oe : 
previous knowledge or experi- 4071 Bogue Bldg. " Indianapolis, Ind. Ind. | Hiyiew. I wa 
ence required. No charge for tools or equipment. bi his great 


The men we train are in demand. Established place if you 


28 years. Country-wide recognition. ER before this 1 
Write today for free catalag No. 31 im about hi 
CHOOLS od his mete: 
BODEE ‘iccramcat DENTISTRY Jf | Fate booe excites cided, “STAMMERING, Ii i Oreo i: He was.th 


Advanced Natural Method of C 
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AS become so vital a matter that the ice T wot 
United States Government is conducting a | re 

farm to 
‘nation-wide movement to keep its youth in | Pees in 
school. Not all youth, however, can enjoy the fps 
we. 
advantage of a private school where greater | Bp>-peration 
opportunity is allowed for studying the individual needs } ether men. 
of each pupil than can be had in schools where classes | mae 
are large and crowded and a child is under the superwr | There is 
sion of a teacher only a few hours each day. | Bre success 


But not every private school is suitable for your boy 
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or girl. The Educational Manager of Tue Rep Book nay 
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MacazinE knows the particular advantages offered by each ‘aged 
of the better private schools. Perhaps she can help you ore I real 
to find just the right school for your son or daughter.  convincin 

Let her try. Address tes “on 
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or WONDER if you would have felt as 

dated as I did. A man whose name you 
S would know instantly—a power in the 

mancial world—had granted me an inter- 
ew. I wanted him to tell me the secret 
bf his great success. Put yourself in my 
pace if you can, and imagine yourself seated 
ore this multi-millionaire, chatting with 
im about his boyhood, his start in business 
nd his meteoric rise. 
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2 Knack of | 
Talking Convincingly 


In nearly every group of men there is one good talker. 
vincing talkers are the dominating leaders of every business. 
learn the principle of convincing speech in one evening and rise quickly to leadership. 


his thoughts and ideas in strong, convincing 
speech. Many of us deserve a greater sal- 
ary than we are getting. You may have a 
wonderful ability—a genius for your work 
—which is not being rewarded because you 
can’t put your ideas into speech that con- 
vinces. Do not let this handicap hold you 
back another day from the success that is 
rightfully yours. When the time comes— 
and opportunity is always at hand—you can 
be ready to get up and put your thoughts 
into speech, the sheer force and conviction 
which will mark you as a*leader. 





al tabla He was. the biggest man I had yet inter- 
tow, qpewed in the hope of getting a real “half- 
alin ph on the illusive “secret 

success.” I had half expected 
| fP bear the same old story about Can You 


honesty, hard work and stick- 
im My surprise when he said 


ly to one thing. To use his own | want it? 
ords: 


dvice I would give every young 
man in business, I would say, 


success in business is built upon 


yu wish—in getting the willing 
yen. And the only way —, 
Scan be had is through be- 
oming a convincing talker.” 
There is no ability which will 
# success to a man so quick- talk, any 


Ousness? 





‘a the more men I see who 


Can you talk as well , : 
-itiveness.” So you can imag- | in public as at home? | afraid to express their thoughts; 


: . Can you get finan- 
hat his success was due primar- | cial backing when you 


Can you give humor- 
0-0D ration and loyal support of ous, extemporaneous 


Can you address any 
size audience from one 
to thousands? 


Can you get up and 


° This knack of talking convinc- 
Do This? ingly will do wonders for any 
man or woman. Most people are 


they know the humiliation of 
talking to people and obtaining 
in answer a casual nod, or a curt 


a Can you win confi- | “yes” or “no.” But when you 
If you should ask me what | dence, friendship, love, 
through your speech? 


can talk convincingly, it’s differ- 
ent. When you talk, people 


Can you make people | listen to you. 
ean to talk convincingly.’ All listen when you talk? 
Can you hold your 
miting others to think and do as | hearers spell bound? 


When you have acquired the 
knack of talking convincingly, 
it’s easy to get people to do any- 
thing you want them to do. 
You can get special attention 
from anyone from a hotel clerk 
up to a millionaire. You can 
make others see your point of 
view, think as you do, and carry 
time, any | Out your slightest wish. 


as the ability to talk convinc- | place, without nerv- Interesting Talk—The 





Basis of Social Success 





sn ies their marks in the world, the 
yore ize that he was right. They are 
vents talkers. With their mastery 

nd wit + oa ability to talk convincingly, 
€ dominating influence of their 


pect have swept away all barri 
: ers 
have attained success, 


‘Your Way to Success 


Ti 
he of speech, but fact, to say 
great men have talked them- 


success, 
ay an who deserves success is be- 


use he can not express 




















And again it helps in social life. Interesting 
and convincing talk is the basis of social success. 
At social affairs you will always find that a con- 
vincing talker is the center of attraction and 
that people go out of their way to “make up’ 
to him. Talk convincingly and no man—no 

matter who he is—will ever treat you with cold, 
un iresponsive indifference. Instead, you will in- 
stantly “get under his skin.” 

There’s no getting away from it, to get 
ahéad—to get what your ability entitles you to, 
you've got to know how to talk convincingly. 


Five Days’ Free Trial 


UT here at last is a wonderful new method 
of teaching the principles of convincing 
speech. It is not instruction in oratory or the 
use of high-sounding words. But it shows you 


He is always the leader. Con- 


Here’s how you can 


in one evening the principles of talking your 
way to a better position, more salary =n suc- 
cess. And the price—not twenty, thirty or 
forty dollars—but FIVE. 

Not one cent in advance, You examine it 
free for five days. Then if you want to keep it, 
send five dollars. If you do not want it, send 
it back and you are not out a penny. We take 
all the risk. Send no money. Merely mail the 
coupon and the complete course goes to you at 
once. 

This course was written by Dr. F. H. Law, 
for thirty years a lecturer and an authority on 
speech. When you receive Dr. Law’s course, it 
will be just the same as if you were in personal 
contact with Dr. Law, getting the benefit of his 
advice and instruction. 


Learn To Talk Convincingly 
In One Evening 


In one evening you will get the secret of talk- 
ing convincingly. You will learn exactly how to 
secure complete attention to whatever you are 
saying; how to make your words forceful and 
convincing, and make other people do for you 
the things you want done. 

Many men have risen to leadership through 
the use of Dr. Law’s w onderful course, “Mastery 
of Speech.” It may be your “open sesame” to 
a big success. If you do not want it you can- 
not lose a cent. Don’t send any money in 
advance. Just mail the coupon. The whole 
course goes to you at once, Remember what 
the multi- millionaire sai 

“There is no ability which will bring success 
to a man so quickly as the ability to talk con- 
vincingly.” 

Strike out now with a strong determination 
for your success. Mail the coupon today. 


Independent Corporation 
Dept. L-3610, 319 Sixth Ave., New York 


FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 





Independent Corporation 

Dept. L-3610, 319 Sixth Ave., New York 
You may send me the Course or Courses checked below. 
Within five days after receipt I will either remail them 
or send you $5 for each in full payment, except as noted. 
oO Mastery of Speech (85). oO Prac tic al Course in Per- 

By Frederick H Law sonal Efficiency ($5). 

oO Roth MemoryOourse\ $5) By Edward E, Purinton. 
y David M. Roth Money-Making Soo ount 


t System ($3.50). 
oO How to Read | paawes er By Wesley W. Ferrin. 


Bight (Ss 
By Dr. ‘© ‘Blackford. oO Drawing, Art, Cartoon- 


Super-Salesmanship’$5) ing Course ($5). 
O By Arthur Newcomb. By Charles Lederer. 


C] Bara on Shorthand (85). 
Os Alexander Lichtentag. 


WEGGOG cc cncccncrsccccnccecccsccesescocsogssscocccocsccsesonsauep 





Address... ccc ccccccoccesccc cecnccesosccnsccescenesssegesese 
coccccceses Red Book 10-20 











The AccountancyTrained Man Win 


Every ambitious man strives for three 
things: First, promotion; second, in- 
creased salary; third, larger business 
success. 


In the race for these things the man 
thoroly trained in Higher Accountancy 
by the LaSalle Problem Method has a 
tremendous advantage overthe untrained 
man. It has enabled thousands of ambi- 
tious men te step from ordinary jobs into 
important positions with high salaries. 


The Accountancy expert is capable of im- 
proving his employer’s system of bookkeep- 
ingandcost accounting. Heisabletowarnhis 
firm of approaching dangers from increased 
costs and decreased profit. He knows every 
minute just where each department stands 
in relation to production cost and profit. 


Such training in Higher Accountancy as is 
offered by the LaSalle Problem Method of 
home-training can easily be completed in 
your spare time without interference with 
your present position. Why should it not 

roduce the same results for you as it has 
or the men whose letters appear below? 


“As a result of LaSalle’s training in Higher 
Accountancy I increased my salary per 
cent within eleven months from date of en- 
rollment.” W.R. 

“I am now auditor of this company. While 
I have not yet fully completed the course my 
salary has been increased 600 per cent, all as 
a result of your training.” G. W. A. 

“Before I decided to take up this course I 
was receiving an ordinary bookkeeper’s sal- 
ary; I am now a director and = of the 
company.” .M, 

“Tam nowa Certified Pubfic Accountant and 
have been connected with an Atlanta firm of 
accountants for the past year. My Savings 
have increased over 200 percent.” W.W.D. 


Today business does not pick men for ad- 
vancement for any other reason than that 








they have acquired specialized knowledge 
and training which fits them for important 
duties. Specialized accountancy knowledge 
and training are now availableto every am- 
bitious man _ through the home-training 
course of LaSalle Extension University. 


If you are ambitious—if you want to pro- 
gress—stop hoping that promotion and in- 
creased salary will be thrown your way. 
Open your ears to the crying need in all 
lines of business today for highly trained 
Expert Accountants! It is a fact that such 
men command salaries of from $3,000 to 
$10,000 a year and more! 


If this is the kind of position you hope to 
fill some day—now is the time for you to 
begin to train yourself for that ee 
yourself the man who can best fill the posi- 
tion of an Expert Accountant—make such 
a high-salaried executive position yours! 


You can train in Higher saga by 
mail under the direct supervision of William 
B. Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., former 
Comptroller and Instructor, University of 
Illinois, assisted by a large staff of Certified 
Public Accountants, including members of 
the American Institute of Accountants. You 
will be thoroly trained in the same methods 
which these men use in their work, 


LaSalle does not train you in Higher Ac- 
countancy by requiring you to memorize a 
multitude of ee and then casting you 
adrift to apply them as best you can. On 
the contrary, you are trained by the famous 
LaSalle ‘Problem Method’’ by which you 
actually work for yourself every kind of 
problem entering into the duties of an Ex- 
ae Accountant. In effect, you are taken 

hind the scenes of big business and into 
every department. Yourtraining in this con- 
nection is under conditions which app 


La Salle 

Extension 

University 
Ch 


icago, U . 
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as nearly as possible those which 
exist were you actually at the desk ad 
the high-salasied Expert Accountants 
you are training to fill. 


LaSalle training will give you a mat 
of the underlying principles of Me 
Business Analysis, Organization, Ad 
ing, Auditing, Cost Accounting, @ 
Law, and Financial Management 
accountancy training will enable jm 
pass C. P. A. examinations, to holdal 
salaried executive position withad 
organization, or to enter business 
self as an Expert Consulting Accom 


Investigate this attractive and 
field for specialized ability. Fillin 
the coupon today. We will send 

articulars explaining the LaSalle 
em Method’’ of home-training i Oi 
Accountancy. We will also send aq 
the famous book, ‘“Ten Years’ Promo 
One’’—a book which tells how men wit 
aid of LaSalle training have gained in 
year promotion which men without thistt 
ing have not realized in ten. 


Send for your copy now! 


LaSalle Extension University 
The Largest Business Training 
Institution én the World 
Dept. 1066-HF* 


Without cost or obligation y 
on my part, please send me i 
iculars regarding your i 
oblem Method of home 
training in Higher Ac- 
countancy and your val- 
uable book for ambitious men, 
motion in One.” 
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Chicago, Hlinois , rt 
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mie Most Profitable Evening 
3 i Ever Spent 


—The Evening in Which I Acquired David M. Roth’s 


Secret of An Infallible Memory 


DPLE say my memory is 
manny—that it must have 
ken years of patient effort 
Pon my part to have trained 
nd to retain and recall all the 
Sfpures and facts I have stored 
; But nothing could be further 
nthe truth. It seems almost in- 
Mile, yet I learned the secret of 
infallible memory in a single eve- 
dit was the most profitable 

ming I ever spent. 
Before I discovered my perfectly 
dmemory, hundreds of important 
and figures used to slip away 
mme. I was a slave to the memo 


and other artificial 


aids to 


ory. My inability to remember 
es and faces was embarrassing— 
costly. I had to apologize almost 
ry time I met someone I had met 
ore. I couldn’t remember what I 


Amamas Memory Feats 
Dard ML. Roth 
The Seattle Post In- 
said: 


t 4 formerly, 
» Steatest asset. 
ris that after my 


had read in let- 
(ters or books. 
My mind was 
like a sieve. Yet 
today my mem- 
ory is absolutely 
under my con- 
trol. I can meet 
fifty people 
within ten min- 
utes and call 
them by name 
an hour later or 
at any time, 
anywhere. I can 
recall long lists 
of bank clear- 
ings, telephone 
numbers, facts, 
names, rates, in 
fact anything I 
care to remem- 
ber. I can re- 
peat entire pas- 
sages out of a 
letter or a book 
after reading it 
once. My mind 
is like a well or- 
dered filing cab- 
inet—I just 
reach into it and 
draw forth 
whatever I have 
stored away. 
Instead of be- 





ing a handicap, 
my memory is 
The cold 
memory began 


By VICTOR JONES 
to improve I got a new grip on my 
business, and in six short months I 
increased my sales by $100,000, and 
that in war time, mind you, with 
anything but a war “bride.” 

But my reader is doubtless anxious to 
know how I improved my memory in one 
evening. It all came about through meeting 
David M. Roth, the famous memory expert, 
at a luncheon of the Rotary Club in New 
York, where he gave one of his remarkable 
memory demonstrations. I can best describe 
it by quoting the Seattle Post Intelligencer’s 
account of a similar exhibition. 

When I met Mr. Roth again—which you 
may be sure I did the first chance I got—he 
rather bowled me over by saying in his quiet, 
modest way: 

“There is nothing miraculous about my 
remembering anything I want to remember, 
whether it be names, faces, figures, facts or 
something I have read in a magazine. 

“You can do this as easily as I do. Any- 
one with an average mind can learn quickly 
to do exactly the same things which seem so 
miraculous when I do them. 

“My own memory,” continued Mr. Roth, 
“was originally very faulty. Yes it was—a 
really poor memory. On meeting a man I 
would lose his name ir thirty seconds, while 
now there are probably 10,000 men and 
women in the United States, many of whom 
I have met but once, whose names I can call 
instantly on meeting them.” 

“That is all right for you, Mr. Roth,” I 
interrupted; “you have given years to it. 
But how about me?” 

“Mr. Jones,” he replied, “I can teach you 
the secret of a good memory in one evening. 
This is not a guess, because I have done it 
with thousands of pupils. In the first of 
seven simple lessons which I have prepared 
for home study, I show you the basic prin- 
ciple of my whole system and you will find 
it—not hard work as you might fear—but 
just like playing a fascinating game. I will 
prove it to you.” 

He didn’t have to prove it. His Course 
did: I got it the very next day from his 
publishers, the Independent Corporation. 

When I tackled the first lesson, I suppose 
I was the most surprised man in the forty- 
eight States to find that I had learned—in 
about one hour—how to remember a list of 
one hundred words so that I could call them 
off forward and back without a single mis- 
take. 

That first lesson stuck. 
other six. 

The result was—and my cashier will vouch 
for this—I increased my sales by $100,000 in 
six months! 

The reason stands out as brightly as a star 
shell. Mr. Roth has given me a firmer men- 
tal grasp of business tendencies and a better 
balanced judgment, a keener foresight and 
the ability to act swiftly and surely that I 
never possessed before. 

His lessons have taught me to see clearly 
ahead; and how to visualize conditions in 
more exact perspective; and how to rememher 
the things I need to remember at the instant 
I need them most in business transactions. 

In consequence, I have been able to seize 
many golden opportunities that before would 


And so did the 


have slipped by and been out of reach by the 
time I woke up. 

You see the Roth Course had done vastly 
more for me than teaching me to remember 
names and faces and telephone numbers. It 
has done more than make me a more inter- 
esting talker. It has done more than give 
me confidence on my feet. 

It has given me greater power in all the 
conduct of my business. 

Mr. Roth’s course has endowed me with a 
new business perspective. It has made me a 
keener observer. It~has given me a new 
sense of proportion and values. It has given 
me visualization—which after all is the true 
basis of business success. 

So confident are the publishers, the Inde- 
pendent Corporation, of the remarkable value 
of the Roth Memory Course to every reader 
of this magazine that they want you to test 
out this remarkable system in your own 
house before you decide to buy. The Course 
must sell itself to you by actually increasing 
your memory before you obligate yourself 
to spend a penny. 

Don’t send a single penny. Merely fill 
out and mail the coupon. By return post, all 
charges prepaid, the complete Roth Memory 
Course will be sent to your home. 

Study it one evening—more if you like— 
then if you feel that you can afford not to 
keep this great aid to more dollars—to bigger 
responsibilities—to fullest success in life, mail 
it back to the publishers within five days and 
you will owe nothing. 

Good judgment is largely a matter of 
memory. It is easy to make the right de- 
cisions if you have all the related facts out- 
lined in your mind—clearly and exactly. 

Wrong decisions in business are made be- 
cause the man who makes them forgets some 
vital fact or figure, which, had he been able 
to summon clearly to mind, would have 
changed his viewpoint. 

A man’s experience in business is only as old 
as his memory. The measure of his ability is 
largely his power to remember at.the right time. 
If you can remember—clearly and accurately— 
the solution of every important problem since 
you first took hold of your work, you can make 
all of your experience count. 

If, however, you have not a good memory and 
cannot recall instantly facts and figures that 
you learned years ago, you cannot make your 
experience count. 

If a better memory means only one-tenth as 
much to you as it has to me and to thousands 
of other business men and women, mail the 
coupon today—NOW—but don’t put it off and 
forget—as those who need the Course the very 
worst are apt to do. Send the coupon in or 
write a letter now before the low introductory 
price is withdrawn. 


Independent Corporation 
Dept. R-3610, 319 Sixth Ave., New York 


seaseseae 
The Independent Corporation 
Dept. R-3610, 319 Sixth Ave., New York City 
You may send me the Course or Courses checked below. With- 
in five days after receipt I will either remail them or send you §5 
for each in full payment, except as noted. 
Roth Memory Course ($5) Purinton Course in Personal 
by David M. Roth Efficiency ( 
By Edward Ear! Purinton 
Ee How to Read Character at Sight oO Money-Making Account 
($5) System ($3.50) 
AT B, Bisekford poy, osley | . Ferrin , 
° C wing, Art, Cartoc 
CO “By Frederick Houk Law Course (5) as 
By Charles Led 


arles Lederer 
S -Salesmanship ($5) Paragon Shorthand ($5) 
Cc: ‘By Arthur Newcomb O By Alexander Lichtentag 
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The Man Who 
Positively 


Knows Wins 


It’s the fellow who “knows” that gets 
ahead. The man who knows “how” and “why” gets 
the worth-while jobs—and the big salaries that go 
with them. Let the master minds of industry show 
you the short cut to real success. The very methods 
and ideas that made eighty men the biggest men in 
_ their fields will be sent to you for a week’s free trial. 


Accountancy and 
Business Management 


This great Business Library is a complete business 
training for the beginner and a handy reference work for the 
executive. It covers every line of business—shows new and 
better ways of doing things—explains methods by which 
other men have made money 
—and best of all shows how 
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The Drama of L 


| en today is more filled with drama than 
before in the whole history of on oa 
is faring forth, the world around, on great a 
tures, and it is with the fictional record of 
adventures that THe BLE Boox Maca 
October, now on sale everywhere, concerns j 
No better issue has thus far been published ofthe 
one magazine that more and more busy meng 
women are turning to each month in their ham 


of relaxation. q 
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Thus in the October Issue: 
THE MAN WHO KNEW 


By CHARLES K. VAN RIPER 
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A novelette of a new sort of the amazing power possess oan 
by a man to read the minds of others. 4 = 
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By WILLIAM MACLEOD RAINE hi 
The first generous installment of a great new serial bya ; 
man who knows the old West. tell ’ 
ticula 
Zatior 
THE BRAZEN PEACOCK . 

By H. BEDFORD-JONES 

The conclusion of this splendid story of two Americans hy 
wildest Asia. under 
indust 
Twelve Unusual Short Stories Including: 7 
THE PUFF-ADDER By MARSHALS 24 
’SURANCE MONEY By ALEXANDER HU) feng 
COIN OF THE DEAD By LEMUEL L DEBI) about 
THE GRAY BROTHERHOOD By HENRY LEVEE) 1 
MAN TO MAN By FREDERICK TIERN! power 
ems, 
TALES OF AN HONEST GRAFTER “he 
By WILLIAM O. but he 
FREE LANCES IN DIPLOMACY — 
By CLARENCE HERBERTNAY i) 

kne 
All in the current October number of na 9 
recogr 
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John Brewster Carson — Vice 
President in charge of Production 
—was ‘up against it.”’ He needed 
a General Manager to replace 
Ridley, who had resigned because 
of illness. 

Ridley had been the main cog 
inthe smooth running machinery of 
this great industrial corporation. 
His value lay in his ability to detect 
and eliminate waste. He could 
tell at a glance whether any par- 
ticular department of the organi- 
zation was functioning efficiently. 


Wanted the ‘All Depart- 
ment Man” 


Ridley could do this because he 
was an “‘all-around man.’’ He 
understood the basic principles of 
industrial management and could 
apply them to practical conditions. 

Carson wanted to pick Ridley’s 
successor from the men who were 


alteady inside the company. He * 


thought of Mallory, but Mallory 
didn’t know “‘costs’’ or anything 
about distributing ““overhead”’ 
expenses. Simpson might do, 
ifonly he understood more about 
power-plant and equipment prob- 
lems. Then there was Bartlett 
—he was an expert on accounting, 
but he didn’t know the first thing 
about executive statistical control, 
including the methods of present- 
ing facts graphically. Edwards 
Knew about purchasing and stor- 
ing of materials, but wouldn’t 
tecognize a “‘floor-layout’”’ if he 
Saw one, 

Name after name came to 
mind, but always it was the same 
sory — capable, promising men, 
Yes, but each of them knew only 





“Must I Look Outside for a New Managerr”’ 


his own particular department. 
Not one possessed that broad 
grasp of all departments required 
of a General Manager. 

Carson’s dilemma is a common 
one. Industry is insistently calling 
for industrial managers—men who 
know the principles which govern 
factory organization and adminis- 
tration, the selection and layout 
of buildings and equipment, the 
planning and routing of work, 
wage systems and bonus plans, 
cost accounting, the generation 
and use of power, the valuation 
of property and statistical control. 


Let These Experts Teach You 


A few years ago you couldn’t 
have obtained this kind of knowl- 
edge except through years of 
grinding experience in some in- 
dustrial plant. 

But today there is a shorter, 
surer way. Sixty of the nation’s 
leading industrial specialists have 
co-operated to produce the “‘Fac- 
tory Management Course and 
Service’’ of the Industrial Exten- 
sion Institute. Big business gladly 
pays these experts enormous fees 
for professional advice. But 
through the “‘Course and Service’’ 
the combined experience of men 
like Babson, Gantt, Knoeppel, 
Ficker, Steinmetz, Farnham, 
Bloomfield, Myers, etc., has been 
systematically arranged so that 
you can acquire at slight expense 
the training you need in order to 
qualify for the bigger jobs ahead. 

The ‘Factory Management 
Course and Service”’ offers you 
the opportunity to prepare your- 
self for the new profession of 











Industrial Engineering and Man- 
agement. It does this through a 
Home Study Course based on the 
University plan, and consisting of 
text books, lectures, talks, reading 
assignments, problems and model 
solutions to these problems. The 
Consulting Service, which is part 
of the Course, is designed to help 
you solve the questions which 
arise in your daily work. 


A Course of Proven Worth 


Right now, hundreds of men in 
great industrial organizations, 
such as the Du Pont Co., the 
Winchester Repeating Arms Co., 
the Hyatt Roller Bearing Co., the 
Edison Phonograph Co., the Ford 
Motor Car Co., the General 
Electric Co., etc., etc., are en- 
rolled in the “‘Factory Manage- 


ment Course and Service.’ 

They have chosen the shortest, sur- 
est road to obtain the knowledge of 
fundamentals required of a managing 
executive. Follow their example. Start 
preparing today for the $20,000 job 
ahead. Tear off the coupon below and 
send for: 


“Thinking Beyond Your Job”’ 


—the interesting free booklet that tells 
you everything you want to know about 
the “Factory Management Course and 
Service.” 


Sndustrial Extension Institute ~~ 
Nine East 45th Street 
New York City SF. 


Send me “Thinking Beyond Your 
Job,”’ without obligation. 


Ce ME nas svc nda deusenepocinnsene 


Rs seticiick sv caceuncivessaxbasswcmeeatee 
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The Sort of Man You Would Like Most to Know 


HE IS MR. CRAY of 
AMERICA, SIR 


The adventures that befell him in 

Europe after he was mustered out of 

Y. M. C. A. service were the sort that 

not only thrilled him, but will thrill 

you in. the telling.. They couldn’t do 

otherwise indeed for they are told by 
that master story-teller 


E. Phillips Oppenheim 


You have read his books and you know 
him to be the one writing man in 
Europe with an American “‘go’’ to him 
and an American sense of humor. In 
the whole gallery of his creations he 
has never wrought better than in his 
creation of MR. CRAY, who is as 
charming as he is adventuresome and 
as reckless of his life as he is of his 
money. With a splendid war record 
he “carries on” in these peace times 
to the end of solving numerous mys- 
teries and saving numerous lives and 
reputations among his acquaintances 
in society and the underworld alike. 


The stories of his adventures will 
begin in the November issue of 


THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE 
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Miss Evelyn Gosnell 
in ‘Up in Mabel’s Room” 






HE greatest asset any man can possi- 
bly have is the faculty for making 
people like him. It is even more 
portant than ability. 
The secret of making people like you 
sin your ability to understand the emo- 
al and mental characteristics of the peo- 
you meet. 
Did you know that a blonde has an en- 
Nmmirly different temperament than a brun- 
Wmette?—that to get along with a blonde type 
Hao must act entirely different than you 
ld to get along with a brunette? 
Hime When you really know the difference be- 
mewn blondes and brunettes, the difference 
ie their characters, temperaments, abilities 
Maeod peculiar traits, you will save yourself 
my a mistake—and you will incidentally 
parm - you never knew before about 
) “#R RRR KR KR OK OK Ox 
WMAUL GRAHAM was a blonde, and not 
until he learned that there was all the 
mpuerence in the world between the char- 
Hmpctritics of a blonde and those of a 
mette did he discover the secret of mak- 
g people like him. 
Paul had been keeping books for years 
4 large corporation which had branches 
me over the country. It was generally 
fpeeht by his associates that he would 
ett tise above that job. He had a tre- 
Wmeetdous ability with figures—could wind 
im around his little finger—but he did not 
ave the ability to mix with big men; did 
know how to make people like him. 
one day the impossible happened. 
Graham became popular. 
Business men of importance who had for- 
aly given him only a passing nod of 
uaintance suddenly showed a desire for 
friendship, People—even strangers— 
eau) Went out of their way to do things 
m. Even he was astounded at his 
| Power over men and women. Not 
|. op. he get them to do what he 
ote to do, but they actually an- 
peed his wishes and seemed eager to 






im, 
From the day the change took place he 
an to go up in business. Now he is the 
x Auditor for his corporation at an im- 
~ crease in salary. And all this came 
Simply because he learned the secret 
& people like him. 
00; can have the power of making 
d by Pal a, For by the same method 
the chy taham, you can, at a glance, 
acteristics of any man, woman 
gt Instantly their likes and dis- 
YOU: OU CAN MAKE PEOPLE 
: Here is how it is done. 
Pyoe 4 know can be placed in one 
~ * mare types—blonde or brunette. 
a big a difference between the 


You, t 

















Are You a 


Blond? 


The Secret of Making 


People Like You 


mental and emotional characteristics of a 
blonde and those of a brunette as there is 
between night and day. You persuade a 
blonde in one way—a brunette in another. 
Blondes enjoy one phase of life—brunettes 
another. Blondes make good in one kind 
of a job—brunettes in one entirely different. 

To know these differences scientifically is 
the first step in judging men and women; 
in getting on well with them; in mastering 
their minds; in making them like you; in 
winning their respect, admiration, love and 
friendship. 

And when you have learned these dif- 
ferences—when you can tell at a glance just 
what to do and say to make any man or 
woman like you, your success in life is as- 
sured. 

For example, there’s the case of a large 
manufacturing concern. Trouble sprang up 
at one of the factories. The men talked 
strike. Things looked ugly. Harry Wins- 
low was sent to straighten it out. On the 
eve of a general walkout he pacified the 
men and headed off the strike. And not 
only this, but ever since then, that factory 
has led all the others for production. He 
was able to do this, because he knew how 
to make these men like him and do what 
he wanted them to do. 

Another case, entirely different, is that 
of Henry Peters. Because of his ability to 
make people like him—his faculty for “get- 
ting under the skin” and making people 
think his way, he was given the position 
of Assistant to the President of a large firm. 
Two other men, both well-liked by their 
fellow employees, had each expected to get 
the job. So when the outside man, Peters, 
came in, he was looked upon by every one 
as an interloper and was openly disliked 
by every other person in the office. 

Peters was handicapped in every way. 
But in spite of that, in three weeks he had 
made fast friends of everyone in the house 
and had even won over the two men who 
had been most bitter against him. The 
whole secret is that he could tell in an in- 
stant how to appeal to any man and make 
himself well-liked. 

A certain woman who had this ability 
moved with her family to another town. 
As is often the case, it is a very difficult 
thing for any woman to break into the 
chill circle of society in this town, if she 
was not known. But her ability to make 
people like her soon won for her the close 
friendship of many of the “best families” in 
the town. Some people wonder how she 
did it. It was simply the secret at work— 
the secret of judging people’s character and 
making them like you. 

'2£e 86 2 2 6 Oo 
: realize, of course, that just knowing 
the difference between a blonde and a 
brunette could not accomplish all these 
wonderful things. There are other things 
to be taken into accoun:. But here is the 
whole secret. 

You know that everyone does not think 
alike. What one likes another dislikes. And 
what offends one pleases another. Well, 
there is your cue. You can make an in- 
stant “hit” with anyone, if you say the 





Pace 15 





Wallace Reid 


Star in “‘The Valley of the Giants” 
A Paramount-Artcraft Picture 


things they want you to say, and act the 
way they want you to act. Do this and 
they will surely like you and believe in 
you and will go miles out of their way to 
PLEASE YOU. 

You can do this easily by knowing cer- 
tain simple signs. In addition to the dif- 
ference in complexion, every man, woman 
and child has written on them signs as dis- 
tinct. as though they were in letters a foot 
high, which show you from one quick glance 
exactly what to say and to do to please 
them—to get them to believe—to think as 
your think—to do exactly what you want 
them to do. 

Knowing these simple signs is the whole 
secret of getting what you want out of. life— 
of making friends, of business and_ social ad- 
vantage. Every great leader uses this method. 
That is why he IS a leader. Use it yourself 
and you will quickly become a leader—nothing 
can stop you. 

You have heard of Dr. Katherine M. H. Black- 
ford, the Master Character Analyst. Many con- 
cerns will not employ a man without first getting 
Dr. Blackford to pass on him. Concerns such as 
Westinghouse Electric and Manufacturing Com- 
pany, Baker-Vawter Company, Scott Paper Com- 
pany and many others pay Dr. Blackford large 
annual fees for advice on human nature. 

.So great was the demand for these services 
that Dr. Blackford could not even begin to fill 
all the engagements. So Dr. Blackford has 
explained the method in a simple, seven-lesson 


course, entitled, ‘“‘Reading Character at Sight.” 
Even a half hour’s reading of this wonderful 
course will give you an insight into human 


nature and a power over people which will 
surprise you. ; r 
Such confidence have the publishers in Dr. 


Blackford’s course, “Reading Character at 
Sight,” that they will gladly send it to you on 
approval, all charges prepaid. Look it over 


thoroughly. See if it lives up to all the claims 
made for it. If you do not want to keep it, 
then return it and the transaction is closed. 
And if you decide to keep it—as you surely 
will—then merely remit five dollars in full pay- 
ment, 

Remember, you take no risk, you assume no 
obligation. The entire course goes to you on 
approval. fou have everything to gain—noth- 
ing to lose. So mail the coupon NOW, and 
learn how to make people like you, while this 
remarkable offer is still on. 


Independent Corporation 
Dept. B-3610, 319 Sixth Avenue, New York 
FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 


Independent Corporation 
Dept. B-3610, 319 Sixth Avenue, New York 


You may send me the Course or Courses checked below. 
Within five days after receipt I will either remuil them 
or send you $5 for each in full payment. é 
oO How to Read Character [_ ]Super-Salesmanship($5) 

at Sight ($5). By Arthur Newcomb 
By Dr. K. M. H. Blackford [_]Practical Course in Per- 
oO RothMemoryCourse($5) sonal Efficiency ($5) 
By David M. Roth By Edward E. Purinton 
oO Mastery of Speech ($5). oO Money-Making Account 
By Frederick H. Law 5 $3.50) 
oO Drawing, Art, Cartoon- By Wesley W. Ferrin 
ing Course ($5) oO Paragon Short sand ($5) 
By Charles Lederer By Alexander Lichtentag 


> “2 oat 
ae or ae 






PRES PO ae 


aye 








It’s baked with cider 


Fine ham and big red apples 
baked with cider fresh from the 

' press—you know before you try 
it that this new dish will be a 
real experience. 


Ham baked with wine or cider 
was a favorite and choice dish in 
the epicurean days of old Virginia. 
The sparkle and zest of the 


Swift & Company, U. S. A. 
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fruit juices and the rich flavor 
of well-cured ham makea 
combination that no chef can 
surpass. 


Apples and apple cider are in 
season now and you can always 


get Swift’s Premium Ham, with 
its beautifully even texture and 
mild, delicate flavor. 





It is not 
necessary to parball 
Swifts Premium Hams 

before broiling 


Look for this blue tag when you 
buy a whole ham or wi 
you buy a slice 
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> ~£ ROM Table-Clock to Pocket-Clock, or “Watch” 
¢ ¥ —this was a short step mechanically, but a tremen- 
dous stride in practical utility. 


Like many another child of genius, the First Watch was 
born of adversity. In 1504 Peter Henlein,ay oung locksmith 
of Nuremberg, in Franconia, was involved in a scuffle which 
cost the life of an elder locksmith. Seeking sanctuary with 
the Barefooted Friars, he buried himself in his chosen work 
—and the following year presented his benefactors with the 
world’s First W atch. 


Popular tradition confuses this timepiece with the 
“N uremberg Ege” of half a century later, but Henlein’s 
masterpieces were drum-shaped. Built of iron, they were 
clumsy, heavy, as large as saucers. As the crude spring un- 
wound they lost momentum, varying an hour a day. Their Material, construétion, 
cost was the equivalent of $1,500 in our currency—the Te onaad ip Sia 
watchmaker’s output was onea year! First carried by night- ‘Guarantee + 4 + 
watchmen, these playthings of the rich soon became known 
as “watches’”—the direct ancestors of those time-keeping 
marvels of our day— 
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JESSIE REED 
in the Midnight Frolic 


Altred Cheney Johnston, New ¥ 








ae ay Rees ee ES OE eee 
s Pe ten ots 2 SASL 


= Err enaneserdee Vaio 

















yn 
2) 
=) 

v 
~~ 
tt 
= 
-t 
Oo 
< 





Boaulis7itl WOVNEN 








—_—IIFT SECLZION G 
<== 








TOT QUALTERS 
9 o'clock Revue” 


‘ phell Studios, Ne 
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HELEN WOLCOTT 


in “*The Hottentot”’ 


vy Campbell Studios, New York 
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ZENA WILLIAM 
FAVERSHAM 


SELZNICK 


Create 


Happy 
Hours 


















| TRADE-MARKED 


nick Pictures proves that the *‘nower 


| 
The tremendous demand for Selz 
pictures, just as it does 


] of selection’? dominates in the world of moving 
| everywhere else. 

You don’t buy just an Automobile, you buy a definite make of car; 
you don’t buy just food; you buy a trade-marked brand. So in Motion 
Pictures; you don’t just go to a picture’’, you go to see Selznick Pictures 


at theatres where Quality rules. 
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We Cant Step Inside Only Once in Four 


Years and Expect to Run the Show 


A common-sense editorial by BRUCE BARTON 


the Republican National Convention, and 

the World’s Series of baseball games. 

This year I went out to the convention on a 
special train with the delegates from an 
Eastern State. And it interested me intensely 
to hear them talk. They talked politics the 
way anold fan talks baseball. The old fancan 
tell you who played third base for Pittsburgh in 
189, and who made the most home runs in 
the Three Eye League in the season of 1904. 

Those delegates chatted of So and So who 
was sheriff of Hudson County in 1900; and of 
Such and Such a man—why he voted as he 
did, and who could influence his vote. And I, 
who was going out to urge the delegates to 
nominate a certain man for President, felt like 
arank amateur beside them. 

Several hundred other men and women 
made the trip to Chicago, giving up time and 
money to do it. They went to urge the claims 
of their favorite candidates, not for any per- 
sonal advantage, but because they felt that they 
were doing a real public service. And most of 
them were just about as futile and as useless 
as could be. 

A seasoned politician took me into his con- 
fidence and gave me something to think about: 

“What can folks like you expect to accom- 
plish2” he asked me in frank surprise. “A 
political party is an organization. It is made 
up of men who start at the bottom and work 
Up, just the way men do in business. There 
are delegates here who have worked for years 
Just for the reward of being delegates. 

And along come a lot of folks like you, who 

do no work for the party, who never attended 
4 caucus in your life, and probably don’t even 
vote; and you ask us to hand the first prize to 


| HAVE two dissipations. I always attend 





some outsider just because you think he’s the 
man for the place. 

“It’s just as if I came to you and said: ‘I 
have an excellent man for president of your 
business.’ You would answer: ‘That's all 
very well, but we have some plans of our own 
as to who is to have that job.’” 

That sort of talk may not be first-class 
patriotism, but there is no question that it is 
human nature. It sent me away from Chicago 
thinking good and hard. 

We good citizens, as we like to call our- 
selves, regard active membership in a political 
organization as rather beneath us—something 
not quite becoming in a gentleman. 

When we want to get a thing accomplished 
politically, we organize ourselves into a 
Farmers’ Union or an Association of This or 
That, and try to bring pressure from the out- 
side upon the party. It seldom occurs to us 
that we might get better results if we were to 
go inside and exert our pressure there. 

And therein lies one of our real troubles in 
America—that politics is left to the few, while 
the rest of us form organized minorities and 
seek by petitions and by threats to persuade 
the few to act. 

I came back from Chicago with the resolve 
to look up the party organization in the section 
where I live, and join, just as a private in the 


ranks. And at the next convention I will at . 


least know how to speak the language of the 
delegates. 

If a lot of us will make the same decision, 
we will be in a position to exert some real 
influence at the next convention. 

But we can’t step inside the big tent just 
once in four years and expect to run the show. 


Another of Bruce Barton’s Common-sense Editorials will appear | 
on this page in the next issue of the Red Book Magazine. 
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NE of the delights of using Ivory 

Soap is that it does not cling to your 

skin when you want to rinse it off. The 

first touch of clear water—warm or cold 

—carries away the bubbling lather, leav- 
ing the skin free from soap and dirt. 





This perfect rinsing denotes the care and 
skill with which Ivory is made. It con- 
tains only the purest _— perfectly 
combined. 


Send for free package 
of Ivory Soap Flakes 


—snowlike flakes of genuine Z ; ; Me ceilin 
ean than tn i ae an unsightly shine; no excess alkali to Nes and tr 
, io , arough 
Suds A a - — make the skin feel hard and drawn and bt lef: o 
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Beth’s room was a sober place. It 
lacked the gay and dainty touches 
usually associated with a girl's bedroom. 


Elder house stood on a corner; and there was an 

arc-light swung from a cable over the intersection 

sedi iy the streets. This light threw a white splash on 

“yer tet Beth Elder’s room; and whenever she closed her 

hough "sey > sleep, the brilliant spot upon the plaster burned 

left cally ids. She tried turning on her right side, and on 

be ani i in the end she always returned to her original pos- 

bab of ~ ered, staring up at the ceiling, trying not to 

“rhea a all. She heard the clock in the courthouse 

ten Soe alter an interminable interval heard it strike one. 
Her father tot night dragged slowly on. 

hm the ster ad gone to bed early, as soon as he came home 

mevhat e. oe was his custom. Jim Elder was a cheerful, 

life wi Ss ous man, who moved through the tribulations 

co even being aware of their existence. He had kept 

te than thirty years; he expected to keep store for 

“ged years to come. It was usual for him to stay up- 

Willey there were customers to be served or friends to 

ign nes and when the last of these drifted away, he pot- 
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Goop name in man or woman, dear my 
lord, is the immediate jewel of their souls.” Thus 
Shakespeare in “Othello.” Here, then, on that 
ever-human theme, is a remarkable story by the 
author of “Black Pawl.” 


THE 
IMMEDIATE 
JEWEL 


By 
BEN AMES WILLIAMS 


Illustrated by 
E.F. WARD 


tered about the store for a little while, draped mosquito-netting 
over the cheese, put the meat away in the icebox, shut the cat down 
cellar, turned the gas low, took the money from the till and hid 
it under the cracker-barrel, locked the front door and walked 
slowly home. 

When he had reached home this night, Beth was busy with 
books and papers and pen at the table in the sitting-room; she 
had showed no disposition to listen to his amiable and endless 
conversation. He had sat down beside her and talked in her direc- 
tion for a while. Ordinarily Beth was able to concentrate upon 
her own affairs and ignore him; but this night she was disturbed 
on other counts, and she found it impossible to close her ears to 
his amiable dribble of talk. In the end she had kissed him and 
sent him upstairs to bed; and he had gone submissively away, ac- 
cepting her guidance, as he had always accepted any guidance that 
offered, his life through. Jim Elder never in his life took arms 
against a sea of troubles; he was content to drift with the 
tide. 

Beth herself had stayed downstairs till after eleven, making 
some calculations in connection with her duties at the laboratory 
in the Furnace, where she worked during the day. She had been 
able to occupy her mind with this, to fasten her thoughts upon 
the papers before her as though she were pinning them there with 
the point of her pen. But when she was too tired to work longer, 
there was’ nothing to do but put books and papers away and go 
reluctantly up to her room. She knew from experience that she 
would not sleep; nevertheless she was desperately sleepy, and 
with the native optimism of human kind, she hoped this time 
would be the exception to the rule. 
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ETH’S room was a sober place. It lacked the gay and Yet knew well enough that she neither could nor w 
dainty touches usually associated with a girl’s bedroom. any of these things. Habit of self-control was strong yj 
Her bed was of black walnut, with a high, ugly head and a low, At last, toward two o'clock in the morning, she he 
ugly foot. It was larger than it need have been; and since the where an automobile. She had heard others, thro 
room was not spacious, the bed seemed to fill it. Beth had no and each time had come erect, sitting bolt upright in } 
dressing-table. Her bureau, which was of black walnut like the ing with all her ears till the sound was lost again, 
bed, had a marble slab for a top. There were carved wooden han- however, when the machine turned from Portsmouth 
dies on the drawers; and the drawers were all inclined to stick ward her home, Beth instinctively knew that it was the 
in a cranky and aggravating fashion. Against one wall stood a which she had waited. She was right. It stopped } 
wardrobe, which took the place of a closet. It was an enormous _ house, the engine purring softly in a faint, warm whispers 
thing, and it was also of walnut, carved and adorned in the ugly Beth, sitting up in bed, made at first no move tog 
fashion of the bed and the bureau. Besides these pieces, there window. She told herself she must not go; she said 
was a yellow oak combination desk and bookcase. Lacking ade- not. But because she could not help herself, she list 
quate wall space, this stood in such a position that it blocked all her ears—listened for footsteps coming toward the 
half of one of the windows. Its shelves were filled with books, the house, heard no footsteps, but heard instead the lows 
and the desk was stowed with an orderly lot of letters, papers of voices, heard a faint catch of laughter, heard a jou 
and stationery. The car’s engine idled quietly; the murmuring voices ¢ 
In this room Beth had wearily undressed, had removed her skirt There came a little patter of rain upon the tin fog 
and waist and put on a flannel dressing-sack, and then had taken the window. Beth might have endured even that, but 
from one of the drawers of the bureau a square of white cloth again that low, muffled cough, and she could no long 
that had once been part of a sheet, and spread this on the floor in be still. She slipped out of bed, forgot her bathrobe" 
front of her mirror. Standing upon this cloth, she removed the the window and looked out. She was shivering a littl 
pins from her hair and let it fall about her shoulders and began _ thin night-gown, but she was not conscious of this, 9 
to brush it with slow, even strokes. Beth had beautiful hair, of : 
a deep brown, inclined to curl, heavy and luxurious. Now and HE car stood at the curb in front of the hougas 
then, at the sound of an automobile passing the house or on some gleaming. It was a roadster, the seat prote 
nearby street, she had paused in mid-stroke and stood motionless the rain by a little canvas top, curiously inadequate 
and listening, the brush poised. ance, of the sort affected by some of the more expem 
When she was undressed and was ready for bed, she had drawn Beth knew the machine for Curt Shelling’s. When She 
on a heavy bathrobe of blanket cloth, turned out the lights and the window, a girl was standing on the running-boardy™ 
opened the window on the side toward the street—that is, on the stepping to the ground. The girl was Lyn. Beth, @shm 
front of the house. .There was an easy-chair by the window; and be watching, nevertheless stood there for a moment; @ 
Beth had sat down in this chair, looking out, thinking, listening. saw Curt lean out of the car and whip Lyn into his amg 
The night was warm; but the sky was overcast, with some threat she heard Lyn’s gay, muffled laughter and saw her free fen 
of rain, and once or twice a few misty drops fell. The sight of Lyn’s own laughter made her cough again; she waved her 
them gleaming on the tin roof increased her concern, had in- to the man in the car and turned toward the house, huryl 
creased the sober trouble in her eyes. that she almost ran. She disappeared from Beth’s sight a 
After a while she had risen and laid aside the bathrobe, and reached the steps of the porch below the window. At the 
got into bed. She told herself that she must sleep; that if she time the car slid away down the street and was gone. | 
did not sleep, next day would find her dull and weary and unfit for Beth went on tiptoe to her door. It stood open, anda 
her tasks in the laboratory. But bidding did not bring the sleepshe stepped out into the upper hall and listened, and heard 
craved. Her eyes were heavy; yet she had never been more _ the unlocked front door click as Lyn turned the knob and) 
agonizingly awake in her life. So she lay, trying not to think, heard it. click again as Lyn pushed the door to behind 
and thinking desperately. turned the key. Beth drove herself to slip quietly back 
In spite of her caution the springs creaked as they recel 
OW and then, when Beth could lie still no longer, she weight. She crept beneath the covers and lay still. 
rose, drew the bathrobe about her shoulders and crossed She heard Lyn come upstairs, heard her pass throught 
again to the chair by the window. This chair was deep, heavily hall and enter her own room, opposite Beth’s. Lyn-closed! 
upholstered; and the springs beneath the upholstery had given behind her; and then Beth heard in the still house-the s¢ 
way under long use. Nevertheless the chair itself was familiar opened match-box, the fizz of a scratched match, the sot 
and comfortable, like an old friend. Sitting there, Beth stared gas as Lyn lighted the jet in her room. Beth forced Hite 
out into the night, watched the sputtering arc-lamp at the corner, where she was. “I wont go in. I wont go in,” she sai 
watched the circling moths, watched the soft drops of occasional over, as though the words were a prayer. 
rain dot the tin roof below her. The street before the house was Nevertheless she was acutely conscious of every $0 
lined on either side with trees; and the arc-lamp cast brilliant  sister’s room. She heard Lyn humming under her breathy 
shafts of light through every opening among the leaves. Once in Lyn throw off her stiff, rustly rain-coat upon a chait.§ 
a while som. one came past; and Beth could hear the approach- the click of metal on wood, and guessed that Lyn hag] 
ing footsteps while they were still blocks away, could hear them hand-mirror to inspect her pretty self in profile before) 
draw near, could hear them dwindle into silence when the passer her hat. The sounds, muffled by the closed door, we 
had gone by. Beth. She had heard them so many times before. She 
The air was filled with a dull, familiar roar which Beth, because _ that as soon as she knew Lyn was abed, she would be able: 
she was accustomed to it, scarce noticed at all. It was the rumble But after a while she heard Lyn cough. This 
of the blast-furnaces. There were three of them, about the town. the most terrible sound in the world. It was mot 
Now and then, when the bell that closed the top of the stack at effort of healthy lungs to clear a way to the outer as 
Crescent, a mile or more away, was lowered to permit the charge low, faint, muffled—and indescribably, pitifully @ 
of ore and coke to rumble down into the fires, a great flame burst was like a lash across Beth’s shoulders; she wimeeg) 
from the open mouth of the stack into the sky. By its light streamed down her cheeks. Her face was contorted, 
Beth could see the beds of flowers on the lawn beneath her win- ness, by an anguished longing beyond words, Yet she™ 
dow, could see the wooden swing in the Wardwell yard. Familiar self to be still, to lie quietly; she tried to bid herseu) 
objects all about the house sprang into sight under her eyes, Lyn coughed again; she surrendered to a 
then sank into darkness again as the glare subsided. of coughing. When Beth could no longer bear it, 308) 
Once, when she turned from the window back to her bed, bed; her feet slid out, touched the floor. Relugtamiys) 
Beth shivered. Yet the night was warm. She told herself, im- against her own will, she dragged the bathrobe Doe 
patiently, not to be a silly fool; but in spite of this admonition, went slowly toward her door and out into the “e 
tears sprang into her eyes. She cried for a little. while, silently, Lyn’s door she hesitated for an instant; then she lait 
in the darkness. Her nerves, starved for sleep, torn with anxi- on the knob, opened and went in. Z 
ety, were jangling like the plucked strings of an ill-tuned mando- Lyn was at the mirror, brushing her hair. Her back 
lin. It was a physical effort to lie still; it required all the power the door, but she saw Beth in the glass; and at the sight OF 
of muscle and mind that she could summon. She began to feel ter, she laughed a malicious little laugh. Her coug 
at last, that she must leap from her bed and run into the street, “Couldn't resist your nightly sermon, could you, 
clamor aloud, insanely scream. she asked tauntingly. 
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I can’t stand it! 
“You'd better tell me.” 
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“Beth, the whole town will be talk 





ae a Se eS oo - as eo. fe CS 


Pace SU 


“I heard you coughing,” Beth told her in a tone that was an 
apology. “You've taken another cold.” 

Lyn laughed again. “That was for your benefit. I knew it 
would fetch you. Wanted to see if you could keep your promise 
to let me alone. Might have known.” 

“T just wanted to be sure you were all right,” Beth pleaded. 

“Oh, go ahead and preach to me,” Lyn said impatiently. “Only 
don’t be tedious. I’m sleepy as a cat.” 


CHAPTER II 


YN’S room was as different from Beth’s as Lyn was 
different from Beth herself. The furniture was of 
bird’s-eye maple instead of walnut. There were chintz curtains 
at the windows; there was a pier-glass in one corner of the room; 
and the wall-paper was gay and pretty. Instead of a marble- 
topped bureau Lyn had a graceful dressing-table, and it was lit- 
tered with the odds and ends which a fastid- 
ious woman finds useful in her toilet. Lyn 
was sitting before this dressing-table as she 
brushed her hair—and she had spread no pro- 
tective cloth upon the floor. 

Though the two were unlike in every feature, 
no one could have doubted that Beth and Lyn 
were sisters. Beth’s hair was brown, was heavy 
and warm; Lyn’s was golden, was straight and 
almost scanty. Beth’s eyes were hazel, Lyn’s 
as blue as the sky. Beth’s skin was warm with 
color; Lyn’s was pale as ivory, save where a 
patch of scarlet glowed on either cheek. Their 
only physical likeness was one of stature. They 
were about the same height, and their bodies 
were similarly formed; but Beth on a casual 
glance seemed the larger because there was a 
satisfying substance about her, while Lyn 
was __ terribly 
thin. Lyn was 
nineteen, Beth 
half a dozen 
years older. 

Theis mother 
had died when 
Lyn was seven; 
and Beth, who 
had always 
seemed older 
than her years, 
had drifted nat- 
urally into the 
attitude of 
motherhood to- 
ward the 
younger girl. 
This attitude, 
Lyn even as a 
child resented. 

Beth, coming 
slowly into the 
room, stopped 
behind Lyn’s 
chair and 
stroked her sis- 
ter’s temples. 

“I’m not com- 
ing to preach 
to you, Lyn,” she repeated. “I woni.”’ 

“Well, you needn’t feel my head, 
either,” Lyn exclaimed. “I haven’t any 
fever. I’m not made of sugar, Beth. 
I’m not going to melt in a little rain.” 

“T’'ll make you some hot lemonade, 
dear. It will warm you up.” 

“T don’t need warming up. I’ve been 
sweltering all evening in that awful 
rain-coat you made me wear.” 

Beth nodded a little. “It is ugly, dear. 
I was awfully glad you had taken-it, when it began to rain.” 

“T hate it,” said Lyn angrily. “I always hated the old thing.” 


“They saw me 
and Curt, coming 
out of the Ladies’ 
Entrance, Beth. 
Oh, it was ghastly.” 


But it’s waterproof. 
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Lyn, her eyes dancing, wagged her head wisely, “Y 
till my new coat does come, Beth. If I don’t knock Cmny 
ing’s eye out—” 

“When do you expect it, Lyn?” 

“Mrs. Driscoll said Thursday.” 


Beth was still stroking the younger girl's head with her 


in a gesture indescribably protecting. There seemed to bes 
magic in her fingers which won Lyn to a softer mood, fy 


rose now and put her arm around Beth and kissed her ss 
Do run along ty) 


“There,” she said. “You're an old fuss. 
Beth. I’m so sleepy.” 
“T’'ll make some lemonade.” 
“Tl never drink it.” 
Beth, in the doorway, smiled. 
said. “You know you will.” 
She went downstairs, and set about making the hot drink 
minutes later, when she had returned upstairs and reac 
upper hall, she saw that Lyn’s room was dark. She had, 
moment of panic and called softly: } 
“Lyn!” 
“Oh, Beth, you were so long,” Lyn drawkd{ 
the bed, “Now you’ve waked me.” 

Beth lighted the gas. “Lovey 
me, don’t you, Lyn?” she said » 
wistfully. “Now drink thi 
dear; it’s hot.” 

“Oh, I hate the stuff, Beth” 
protested. “Besides, I haven't a 
cold, I say. I just coughed ts 
bother you.” 

“But you were coughing befored 
you came into the house.” 

“How do you know? You wer 

ing!” Lyn accused, half am 
“From your window! 
you’re an awful sneak.” 

“T wasn’t spying on you,” 

said gently. “I never ma 

spy on you, 

She had slippel 

arm under 

other’s st 

and was tryiy 

lift her sister! 

sitting pm 

“Now, drink ti 

quickly as you 

dear.” 

“T’d as soon 

poison, Beth ! 

did you kn 

cou ghed, i 

weren't spyilg! 

“My window 

occn, Everything was so sit 

could hear you.” 

“Could you hear what we 
There was a certain anxiety 2 
eyes. 

“I didn’t try to.” 

“Didn’t you come to the win 
all?” 

Beth hesitated, and a sv! 
burned her cheeks. Lyn lage 
her. “Beth, you never could t 
lie.” she declared. Theo she 

; hotly: “If you don’t qui} 
ing out of windows ania 
corners and things a . 
give you something ” 

a 


“Oh, yes, you will, Lyn’ 


d 


ay 

Beth offered Lyn 
“Do drink this, dear 
But the younger # 


“Dont 
e the stil 


it away. 

tell you, I hate 

not going to crink ‘i, so don’t bother me with it.” 
“Come,” Beth insisted. “Don’t be silly, Lyn. 

“I wont have you watching me all the time, 4 


though ! 


Lyn 
vacious! 
such fu 

Beth 
forcing 
chattere 


“es” 
yn sat 
leveled at 
you were 
you were! 
“Do lie 


a kid.” 


“Your new one will be here soon. Then you might give me the a 
“Drink the lemonade, Lyn, and let’s both go t$ 


” 
old one. Mine is beginning to leak, and I hate carrying an umbrella.” i 










By Ben Ames Williams 





“Always spying around!” Unwillingly she took the cup, yield- 
‘» to the stronger will of the older girl. Unwillingly, with 
many wry faces and sputtering protests, she drained it. Beth 
empty cup. 

| — Now go to sleep, dear. It’s two o'clock already.” 
to bes She started for the gas-jet to turn out the light before leaving 
00d, ford the room. Lyn watched her, a malicious light in her eye; and 
1 her sal as Beth lifted her hand to the jet, the younger sister said softly: 
long ty “] had a perfectly scrumptious time tonight, Beth, old dear. 
Curt’s a wonder.” ; ; 

Beth stood very still, tried to say, “Good night,” did manage 
tosay: “Pleasant dreams, Lyn.” , 

“Tm going to dream of Curt, Beth,” Lyn told her teasingly. 

Beth cried softly, “Oh, Lyn!” 

Lyn sat up in bed, throwing the covers aside; she cried vi- 
vaciously: “Oh, let me tell you. Such a joke on Curt! I had 
such fun with him.” 

Beth hurried toward her, drawing the covers about her sister, 
forcing her to lie down again. Lyn, submitting, nevertheless 
thattered on: “He just asked me to go for a ride, you 
know—this afternoon. So I said I would. Well, when we 
sated out, he asked where I wanted to go. I told him 
the Springs. Beth, you should have seen him!” 

“The Springs?” Beth echoed. “Why, Lyn, that’s forty 





Lyn nodded vehemently. “Um-hm! That’s what Curt said. 
$1 told him if he didn’t want to— And of course he said 
he did. So we did. He was an awful grouch for a while, but 
I teased him out of it. We got there about four, 
and he said we’d have to start right back, and I told 
him I didn’t intend to come back without some- 
thing to eat. 

“l made him take me to the hotel, Beth. We 
lad dinner in the big dining-room. The 
check was eleven dollars, Beth. Can you 
imagine it? It’s an awfully expensive 
place, you know.” 

Beth said swiftly: “Lyn, you shouldn't 
let him spend so much.” 

“Let him?” Lyn laughed. “I didn’t 
Kthim. Imade him, Beth. It hurt, too 
burt him. Curt’s an awful tightwad, 
msome ways. He was so mad that he 
thove like sixty, coming home. It was 
like riding on a shooting-star, or some- 
thing. And we had a puncture; and he 
—— his breath, but I heard 


‘Lyn, dear .... Good night!” 
Aren't you going to kiss me good 


_ Lyn called mockingly. “Curt 


‘gl said Beth. “I saw him.” 
yn sat upright in bed again, a finger 
leveled at the other. “There! I knew 
You were spying, Beth Elder. I knew 
yu Were!” 
Do lie down,” Beth pleaded. “Do lie 
, Lyn Please!” 
y's eyes were flamin a | 
y g. wont. 
ou eek! If you had your way, you’d tag me around 
Cveryw _ Igo. You stop it, Beth. Do you hear?” 
ah yn, I only want to help you—take care of you.” 
erogh /?. Junpleasantly. “Well, I'll say you work hard 
at it. I'd say that if I were dying, Beth.” 
, winced, cried: “Don’t, Lyn—please!” And Lyn, laugh- 
“Oh, 4 ee: 
, Worry. |’ i * j 
hg ving’ a _ dying. And I don’t intend to, as 
. on ight, Lon away; this time she did extinguish the 
ee Cont os bed, called jeeringly: “I believe you're mad 
older doesn't take you out for a ride now and then.” 
Lyn’s — was always curiously susceptible to hurt from 
tad found sh ongue. She started for the door now, but in the 
came back ~ seg not bear to leave the matter thus; and she 
tuness. Th, om, down on the foot of the other’s bed in the 
tuk. Beth ten ds were down; the room was almost wholly 
‘Please, Lyn!” sh dimly see Lyn’s fair head on the pillow. 
: : a eee “I don’t want to be unpleasant. 
t it’s just that I—care for you. You’re my 
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It’s natural for me to be anxious about 
you, after all. And I’m not asking you to do anything very 
hard, Just be sensible, and a little prudent.” 

Lyn’s foot, beneath the bedciothes, kicked spitefully at the 
other. “I wasn’t made to be sensible, or to be prudent,” she 


little sister, you know. 













Jee Elders. ss a 

cheerful, somewhat 

garrulous man who 

moved through* the 

tribulations of hfe with- 

out even being aware 
of their existence. 





ejaculated. ‘“There’s no fun in it, anyway; 
and I—like having fun. Besides, Curt’s 
all right. You sha’n’t say anything against 
him. You're always acting like this about 
men I like.” 

“He kissed you good night.” 

“Well, for goodness sake, didn’t anybody ever 
kiss you? He’s not the first that has kissed me.” 

“Did he ever kiss you before?” 

“T never let him. Why, when we had the punc- 
ture tonight, that made us so late, we sat on the 
bridge for a little while; and he’d have done it 
then if I’d let him. I slapped his face—not hard, 
you know, but he knew I meant it.” 

“Has he ever asked you to marry lim?” Beth 
asked softly. 


“Why, he’s crazy about me,” Lyn declared, as * 


though this were an answer to the question. 

“T know, dear,” Beth agreed. ‘“But—has he ever asked you 
to marry him?” 

“I’m not ready to get married yet.” 

“Don’t you see, Lyn?” the older girl pleaded. 

“T don’t see anything except that you’re an old fuss. If you 
had your way, I’d never have any fun. You make me sick, 
Beth—just make me sick.” 

“He’ll never ask you to marry him, Lyn. He’s not that kind.” 

“Well, what if he doesn’t? I wouldn’t do it, if he did. I 
don’t want to marry a bald-headed man, anyway. But he’s got 
lots of money, and as long as he spends it on me, I—” 

Beth laughed miserably. “Lyn, you love to tease me so. I 
never know-whether you’re teasing or in earnest. I never know 
when you're just—joking. Please don’t joke that way, though, 
Lyn. It’s ugly.” 

“Tt’s no joke, Beth Elder. 
I don’t care.” 

“But to let him kiss you! When you know he doesn’t really 
care for you—when you don’t care for him!” 

“Oh, it’s part of the game, Beth.” (Continued on page 107) 


You can call it ugly if you like. 










































































peace in a country overrun with feverish tourists. 

It stands remote and embowered in a live-oak grove 
fronting a bay of the Diadem Chain, half a mile from the nearest 
approach of the excursion steamers which ply up into the orange 
country. An hour’s paddling takes the ambitious angler to the 
mouth of Doom River, deepest and widest of Florida’s streams, 
a paradise of game, infested with venomous snakes and itself 
winding like a still serpent out of the heart of a whispering 
and treacherous swamp. 

Out of the current of Florida’s hurrying, spendthrift, over- 
dressed, overpressed winter pilgrimage, a tiny trickle of tired 
folk finds its way to the plantation-house which old Miss Gard- 
ner, depleted of a once handsome fortune, conducts for such 
paying guests as come reliably introduced. Most of us who seek 
the quietude are, in the favorite euphemism of the place, “not 
quite well.” It may be a suspicious cough, as in the case of 
elderly Miss French, or it may be indefinite “nerves,” such as 
the middle-aged and commonplace Betterfields are supposed to 
suffer from (with complications in this instance of a childlike 
belief in spiritistic messages), or it may be, though young Peter 
Delano’s is the sole entry under this head, drink. 

It would have seemed to be no ailment or disability that brought 
Sylvia Glenn to us, in March, when we were all well settled into 
our routine. Across our semi-fossilized existence she swept like 
a vitalizing wind. She was a splendidly feminine creature, long- 
limbed, deep-besomed, supple and strong as a young tree in 
spring, with the suggestion of passion in her wide-set gray eyes, 
and the assurance of strength to control it in her firmly modeled 
chin. She had come in, unheralded, from Jasonville, with a 
letter from cousins of the Gardners, needing, but certainly not 
looking as if she needed, “a month to rest up in,” so she said. 
She took up her quarters alone in Honeysuckle Cottage, a few 
yards from the main plantation-house where the rest of us 
roomed. Immediately the atmosphere of the place changed. 

To say that every unattached man among us at once fell in 
love with the newcomer would perhaps be excessive. Certainly 
young Peter Delano did. In his boyish, ill-controlled and some- 
what blatant way he made that apparent. No less prompt and 
obvious was the subjection of Gorman Gardner, the easy-going, 
ineffectual but charming nephew of the proprietress; but his was 
the wistful and humble attitude. I suspected, also from the first, 
Hecker, the ferret-faced, prosperous lawyer from Washington, 
chiefly because, upon Miss Glenn’s arrival, he ceased to talk and 
think about his dyspepsia, and began obviously to think, if not 
always to talk, in terms of Miss Glenn, which was doubtless good 
for his ailment, whatever the effect upon him otherwise. 
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Concerning the two remaining bachelors, Professor Rainey al plete are 
Sherwood Charlton, it would have been difficult to make an early Md give you 
estimate. The Professor, an oldish young man who held tej "iy not ¢ 
chair of psychology in Havilden College, had been sent to Garb j™mereupon I 


ners’ with strict medical injunctions to put on twenty pounds «(med simply. 





make his will. Him I judged to enjoy a natural immunity fron gi cmous r 
undue feminine influences. Charlton was a more uncertain qui @S 4 curio 
ity. He was a tall, silent young man, with a face which woll ned Charl 
have been almost beautiful were it not that in repose the expt ‘Its a cu 






































sion was that of one haunted by vague but unescapable dial gus my tr 
A late arrival among us, he had shown, while scrupulously polit that, now 
and considerate, no disposition toward any companionship, wil to have 80 
the exception that twice he had joined me in my walks. Norggat mind.’ 
he became all unobtrusive attention to Sylvia Glenn. m, I don't 
The girl accepted anything with simple and sunny naturalnes gg Plt it?” 
Homage of men was clearly the normal atmosphere of her lift did.” 
Here she returned for it a frank and trustful but always sel Whole we 
respecting comradeship extended to all, to the wistfully slavdggr%™m event 
Gardner as to the mild and pedantic professor—even to Hecke, whole wo 
whom, I think, she really disliked. Against young Peter Delano asciously f 
open siege—for it promptly developed into that—she defend hy not, th 
herself with good-kumored laughter and gentle ridicule. Yel tr you 
think she felt the charm of the boy—his effervescent cheernes gS. find s 
which was, however, prone to cloud over upon provocation isl i be a 
the black humors of the spoiled child. From my viewpoill you've 










disinterested observer it was the developing relation betwett 
her and Sherwood Charlton which became most interesting. 
most from the first it seemed to me that for him, her dele 
were down. There was a look in her eyes when they strayed 
his face—questioning, puzzled, almost anxious. Hecker and 
lano observed it; and so hatred came into our peaceful cn 
and eventual tragedy. nied 
That I should have been the one in whom Charlton 0 
his troubles, was, I think, a matter of chance, and the co 
tial influence of night air. Restless, I had risen, dress 
walked down to the little pier one morning about two 0° 
When I saw a canoe, the only craft then in commission at 


















loc 











ners’, rise on the swell of the down-bound excursion-steal " oad 
just passed, it seemed to be unoccupied and adrift; pn 1B much « 
a figure straightened up from the bottom of it; a0 m 







hailed, it answered me in Charlton’s quiet voice. |. 
“Trying for sleep,” he said, paddling in and climbing 
place beside me. 
“Any luck?” : Zt 
“Not much. Sometimes I can get to sleep in the oe 
when the four walls of a room seem to choke me. Doy 














the cold sulphur spring?” 

“The one just off the main road, a couple of hundred ya : Ne “3 
from the house?” 

“Yes, They don’t use it now. There’s a clump of (tal ems to 





mettoes' there, very thick. I’ve thatched the leaves 
for a rough shelter and swung a hammock there to 
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room is too much for me. You could walk along the 
Oat away and never know anyone was there. But to- 
en that was too shut in for me. . 
+ was unwonted expressiveness from our local hermit. But 
‘as to come. “You're an older man,” he said hesitantly. 
Tl advice. If my brain was clear, I’d think it out 
self But insomnia twists things so for one. It makes 
maggerate where your own interests are concerned.” 

example?” 
mi Delano,” he said after a pause. 
Hullo! I didn’t suspect that you were specially interested 
omg Peter.” : a 
omy We learning some things about him.” 

you collecting data on the species?” I asked, rather 


‘ I'm not,” he denied, a slight flush illuminating his tired 
“Qn the contrary, the information came to me unsought.” 
idl, what’s wrong with Peter?” 
mh, wrong!“ That’s a loose word. Of 
b» he isn’t a criminal. But he’s a good 

ofa rounder, a follower of the white 

He isn't—well, he isn’t the sort of 

youd want your sister going about 


fis Sylvia Glenn,” I pointed out rather 
ously, “is not your sister.” 
; I wish to heaven she were!” he 
med with such passionate sincerity that 
samazed. “I could protect her, then.” 
re are other relationships,” I suggested, “which 
igive you that right. If it is not an impertinent ques- 
why not enter the list yourself against Delano?” 
eeupon I got another shock. “I love her too much,” 
id simply, 
curious reason, surely.” 
sa curious world, and not altogether a fair one,” 
wed Chariton thoughtfully and quite without bitter- 
‘Its a curious thing, for instance, that I should be 
ting my troubles on you. But I’ve been morbid so 
that, now when I’ve begun to come back to life, I’ve 
to have “iy one to talk to. And I thought you 
dn't min “yy 
ao mind. What brought you back to life, as 
i 
be did.” He spoke as if there were only one woman 
whole world, I judged him to be of that rare type 
tom eventually and fatally there is only one woman 
vhole world. Had Sylvia with her fine sensitiveness 
mmsciously felt and responded to this? 
not, then, play the man’s part and—” 
A Dut, you see, I’m not a man. I’m a derelict. 
ss I find something to take me out of myself, it 
8 to be a choice between drugs and insanity for 
youve ever been cursed with the damnation 
womnia— I suppose this must sound like childish 
ng to you.” 
y you care to tell me about it?” I asked. 
me. A terrific war-experience of desperate 
exposure had left him in such condition 
h his forceful body had reconstituted itself, 
© injury to the spirit had left him not only 
—_ » but with certain infringements upon his 
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4 coward,” he said. “I’m 
d of life now. And anyway, I 
pate for life, or didn’t until—” 


of. Th 
0 conclude, 


Much of this does Miss Glenn 


ere was no need for 


deal. She did nursing in 

pathic ward during the war. 

ooagy oy _ sympathizes.” 
‘ an — 

ar that’s 1 sympathy—are 


be all a peasily face to me. “It 
give you my word of 
ata for an instant tried to make love to her.” 
c » said I gently, “that you’ve never done 
every look you turn on her and every tone 
eit you speak to her.” 
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“Is that true? Then I’ve got to go away. I’d be worse than a 
blackguard, things being as they are with me, to take even the ghost 
of a risk of her caring. But it isn’t of myself that I wanted 
to talk, but of Delano. Do you think she’s—she’s interested?” 

“Amused—nothing more,” I answered positively. 

“They're a great deal together.” 

“Natural enough. They’re nearly of an age. He’s always 
pressing her to go in his car or play games or one thing and 
another, and to be generous is part of her nature and charm.” 

“I hope you're right,” he said. “But when I go, I’d like to 
leave some evidence in your hands to be used in case you think 
it wise.” 

“Behind young Peter’s back!” I said, frowning. “I don’t 
quite like that.” 

“Not behind his back. He knows I’ve got it. I’ve told him.” 

“What did he say?” 

“Threatened to kill me. Made such a row that I had difficulty 

in quieting him.” 

“Were you a coward then?” 

‘. “Oh, no,” he answered with his dim 

ie smile. “I’m not particularly afraid of 
death. It’s life that scares me. But he 
didn’t really mean it. He’d been drink- 
ing, I think.” 

“Once or twice I’ve suspected him. 
Where does he get it?” 

“There’s always moonshine in the 
turpentine camp up the road between here 
and Doom River, and he’s quite chummy 
with some of those chaps; they go off on 
fishing-trips together. A tough lot— 
crackers and poor whites. Well, I’m 
going back to bed; maybe I'll' get a 
couple of hours sleep now.” 

Four days of rain threw our little com- 
munity in upon itself, intensifying the 
internal hostility which was now mani- 
fest to the point of making me uneasy. 
Both Delano and Hecker lost no oppor- 
tunity of showing their hostility toward 
Sherwood Charlton—the former, like an 
unlicked cub, grossly and abusively, the 
latter through sly attacks and half-veiled 
slurs. Charlton bore it admirably— 
though perhaps indifferently would be the 
better term. All his thought was for 
Sylvia Glenn. He was going at the end 
of the week. So, as I figured it, he was 
giving himself his last taste of happiness. 

Thursday broke brilliant and crisp. So 
many were the invitations and requests 
focused upon Sylvia that to avoid dis- 
crimination she organized a walking-party 
for all those able to go. Peter Delano 

flung away in a huff, and 
we heard his car roar out 
through the gate as if it, 
as well as its master, had 
evil temper to work off. 
Our leader took in a 
seven-mile jaunt, the sec- 
ond stage of which 
skirted Doom River as 
far up as the Hanging 
Bridge, a picturesque 
“They had that rope-swing, single-path 
on their souls crossing, and swerved east 
which madethem to bring us out on the 
feel that the light- main road near the tur- 
ray was a great’ Dentine camp. At the 


a 9 o"Thes roadside stood Delano’s 


shrank back into ark-green car. 
the shadow. The pettish youth, look- 
ing now as if his equa- 
nimity were quite restored, 
was seated on a log with 
two of the turpentine 
hands, lunching, for it was the noon hour. One of his companions, 
a tallish, sallow man, who limped on a peculiarly twisted foot, 
hastily retired as we came in sight, and I thought concealed some- 
thing in a palmetto clump. Noting young Peter’s high color 
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and roving eye, I had a shrewd guess that the meal had not been 
a totally dry one. Upon learning that we had been near Doom 
River, Delano asked: 

“Didn’t see any wild turkeys about, did you?” 

Nobody had. “I’ve heard there was a flock seen near there 
last week, though,” said Gorman Gardner. 

Sylvia Glenn’s eyes sparkled.. “I’d love to have a wild-turkey 
fan,” she said. ‘Would there be any chance of a shot?” 

Charlton spoke up at once. “I have a shotgun here. I'll try 
to get you one.” 

Peter got up from his log and came forward, not quite steadily. 
He pointed a finger at Charlton. “You keep out of this,” he said 
in a voice thick with anger. ‘This is my game; I heard about 
those turkeys. That’s why I asked if anybody’d seen ’em. You 
keep out of those woods if you know what’s good for you.” 

The threat was gross. Sylvia’s swift color ran to her cheeks. 
Charlton straightened up. 

“I go where I choose,” he began hotly; but an imploring glance 
from the girl checked him. 

The suave voice of Hecker cut in: “As Mr. Delano had first 
news of the flock, it is his right to get the first chance.” 

“I'll go with you, Mistah Petah,” offered his second com- 
panion of the log, an old, hugely fat but still active man named 
Tapley, reputed to be a skillful woodman. “Me an’ Saul Car- 
show” (pointing to the semi-cripple, who had returned). “we kin 
take you direck to whah them tuckeys roost.” 

“I go alone,” said Peter. “This is my game. I'll bring you 
that fan on my own, Miss 
Sylvia.” 

“Yo'll git los’, Mist’ 

Petah,” warned Carshow in 
his soft, cracker drawl. “Yo’ 
won’ git no tuckeys ’thout 
yo’ know the groun’.” 

Young Peter laughed 
boastfully. “See that?” he 
cried, pulling a roll of bills 
from his pocket. “Any part 
of three hundred that I get 
a turkey tonight, and I get it 
alone. Any takers?” 

Then Charlton did a silly 
and childish thing. “T'll 
take your bet,” he said. The 
next instant, catching Syl- 
via’s reproachful glance, he tried to 
recant. “No, I wont,” he said. “I 
spoke too quickly.” 

“Well,. you will,” retorted the 
other, “unless you want to be called 
yellow before all these people. What 
about it?” 

“Tt’s a bet,” said Hecker unpleasant- 
ly. “Legally, of course, it has no 
force, but as a question of honor—” 
He left the conclusion suggestively 
unsaid. 

“Very good,” said Charlton listless- 


The remainder of the walk was 
spoiled, except for Peter Delano, who 
ran his car along beside us at a snail’s 
pace, jubilantly elaborating his plans. 

He would go as far toward Hanging 

Bridge as he could in his car, leave it 

there, cross the bridge and strike off 

into the swamp. A full moon would In the moon- 
help him find his way. He intended light he was a 
to start after midnight. fair mark. 

“For I might get a sight of ’em on 
the roost,” he said. “If not, I'll wait till sun-up, when they rise 
out of the trees. Anybody want any more of my money? I’ve 
still got some left.” He touched his pocket. Nobody did. 

Three of us sat up to see him off. We were a queer trio, little 
Professor Rainey, with his bulging forehead, his meek, weak eyes 
and deprecating manner played cribbage with Sylvia. Young 
Peter, in high spirits, poked me because I warned him of the 
danger from water-moccasins and possibly the gigantic diamond- 
back rattler. I felt vaguely uneasy about the venture. Sylvia 
did too, I think. And even the dreamy psychologist seemed dubi- 
ous and tried to dissuade the hunter. 
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“And pass up my bet after Charlton tried to 
cried Peter. “I'll come back covered with mud 
make him eat the turkey. Where is he, anyway?” | 

Charlton, it appeared, had gone to his room at tam 
half-past twelve young Peter Delano left us on his 

Out of an uneasy sleep I was awakened by a fi 
my face. My first thought was of a flash-lamps 
happened: I was being summoned. [ jumped fra 
radiance swiftly withdrew. Then I recognized jj 
from the up-bound steamer, which in its twistings g 
follow the tortuous channel whirled its flaring ray ab 
ing some hidden malefactor of the countryside, J 
the window I beheld the broad, whitish-yellow be 
moment upon the highroad that led past the sulph 
Charlton’s nest, and I wondered whether that victiia 
might also have been roused from his hammock by t 
intruder. Two distant shots came to my ear. ae 

“Peter has got his turkey,” I reflected, and retum 
But first, recalling that the down-river boat also might by 
of its illumination, I drew my shade. 2 

Some spirit of restlessness must have infused the air 
For the flash from the second boat, faint though its 
my shade was, roused me again, this time beyond hopegl 
sleep. After threshing about for a tormented half-houe® 
dressed and went out. It was then about two-thirty, @ 
easy spirits, I perceived, felt the tingle in the atmomm 
low light was burning in Sylvia Glenn’s cottage, Indiey 
floor room of the main house, occupied by Sherwood Ghai 
acetylene gas was on, full-head. Directing my stepe til 
I felt an unwonted desire for companionship, I was tim 
short by a low whisle. My taut nerves leaped. ; 

“Here,” said a voice. y 

In the black shadow of a live-oak I made ouf 
figure of Hecker, seated on a bench. This wa) 
companionship I wanted. But I went to him 

“What are you doing, up and about?” he aaa 
mirthless grin. Ay 

“Sleeplessness.” 

“Same here,” he said. “Sameai 
pointed to Charlton’s darkened room 
“Have you seen him?” I querieds 
“No; he isn’t there.” 4 
“Not in his room?” For the mm 
startled, until I recalled the hammog 
mettoes. However, this was nome) 
business. ; 
“Hasn’t been for two hours, ata 
tinued. 
“How do you know?” a 
“T climbed the ledge and threwa 
window when I first got up.” 
“Really, Mr. Hecker—” 
“Oh, that’s all right,” broke ima 
lawyer. “But I’ve a feeling : 
going on. I’m uneasy.” His tone™ 
“What are you uneasy aboutt ™ 
“Two shots in the night.” : 
“T heard them.” ie 
“Then you could verify the tiie 
“Certainly. It was about twe 
steamer turned in at the B 
about one-fifteen.” “ 
“What did you make of 
“That Peter Delano Bm 
fan for Miss Glenn—orB 
“The ledge where the” 
nearly five miles away, a 
Pretty far for shots to be 
he said slowly. a 
“They may have shif 
spot.” Hecker seemed to reflect at that. “Besié 
length, “those were pistol-shots.” : 

My nerves gave another and even more 4 
“That’s mere guesswork,” I protested. 

“T’d swear to them.” Again he paused. 
back?” he said. 

“Why should he be?” : 

“Why shouldn’t he be? He's got his two 

“Perhaps he missed them.” j 

“You can’t miss turkeys at roost with a 

shotgun that we heard—which it wasn't. 
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“Very likely he took his revolver along,” I suggested hopefully, 
“and seeing an easy shot, used it instead of his shotgun. Peter’s 
just sport enough for that.” 

“And just shot enough to bore the ace of hearts six times run- 
ning. I’ve seen him do it. He isn’t missing turkeys—not that 
boy! Therefore, again, why isn’t he back?” 

“You're certain he isn’t?” 

“His car isn’t in the garage. There’s quite a bit of interesting 
absenteeism to be explained.” 

“Just what are you driving at, Hecker?” I queried sharply. 

“‘Well—where’s Charlton?” 

I thought that I knew well enough where Charlton was, but 
that was none of this busybody’s affair. So I made no reply. 

“He’s got to be accounted for from one o’clock or thereabouts, 
about the time the shots were fired.” 

“So are you,” I retorted bluntly. 

“Ah! But, you see,” returned Hecker in his suavest voice, “I 
had no grudge against Delano.” 

“Are you daring to charge—” 

“Oh, I charge nothing. I only say that if anything has hap- 
pened to Delano, some explanations will be due.” 

Excitement must have put an edge on our voices, for I saw a 
figure appear at an upper window, and the moon glistened from 
the high and bulbous forehead of Professor Rainey. Presently 
he had joined us, clad in dressing-gown and slippers. 

“Ts anything wrong, gentlemen?” he queried in his precise and 
gentle voice. 

“Nothing at all,” I answered promptly, thinking to forestall 
Hecker. I saw no reason for spreading his ugly surmises further. 

“Has Mr. Delano returned?” 

“No,” said I. 

“Why do you ask?” said Hecker. 

The Professor laughed apologetically. “What might be 
termed unscientifically a foreboding. There is something in the 
air, as we say when we mean something in our nervous status. I 
have not slept well. Two revolver-shots, heard as I was about 
falling asleep—” 

“Not revolver, surely,” I protested weakly. 
be shotgun.” 

He shook his big head. “In the war I was instructor in pistol- 
practice. It is unlikely I should be in error.” 

“You see!” said Hecker triumphantly. “What do revolver- 
shots at two o’clock in the morning mean? Murder.” 

“Possibly,” assented Professor Rainey. “Possibly not. Con- 
ceivably it might be self-defense—or a casual venture at a night- 
prowling animal—or even a drunken spree.” 

“Ts Charlton likely to have gone on a drunken spree?” rasped 
Hecker. 

“Charlton?” 
pressed inquiry. 

“He’s missing from his room.” 

“Come, gentlemen!” said I with decision. 
quite far enough.” 

“T concur in that view,” said the Professor gravely. 

“When we come to breakfast and find Delano there with or 


“T took them to 


The psychologist turned to him a face of sup- 


“This has gone 
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without his prey, we will laugh at ourselves as Victims of j 
night air. I propose that we go back to our rooms and 
get this foolishness in sleep.” 

The others agreed—Hecker sullenly, the Professor ms 
For myself, I sat an hour waiting, then crept out and ry 
the sulphur spring. Underfoot the pathway was stijj wet 
soft. I had no difficulty in identifying Charlton’s Palmetto-cly 
The hammock was there, oscillating in the breeze. It was op 

Breakfast was at eight-thirty sharp. I went down to it a 
a pallid and sleepless risht, without appetite, my mind Dose 
of dread. In the hallway I encountered Hecker, “7 

“Charlton came in at six-forty-five,” he said in my ear 
had been watching! I might have foreseen it, ~ =| 

“And Delano?” I asked, but with little hope. 

He shook his head. 

At the door of the dining-room Sylvia Glenn joined w J 
thought that she looked pale and unrested, but her voice wa, 
as she asked: 

“Where are my wild-turkey feathers? 
yet?” 

Nobody answered. We took our seats at the table. Tw, 
mained vacant—Delano’s and Charlton’s. The conversation, fy 
mentary but excited, concerned itself with the young huni 
failure to return. Old Uncle Jarvey, a relic of slavery days 
waited on table, preferred the first direct contribution to thes 
ject in his discreet and confidential voice. 

“Dey done fin’ Mist’ Petah’s car,” he said in Sylvia’s ear 

Hecker, whose faculties seemed abnormally stimulated, oe 
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heard. ‘Where?” he snapped. 

“In a side-road close on de Doom Rivah trail to Hang R 
Bridge.” 

The door opened, and in walked Sherwood Charlton. His es 
were pinched and hot, as if fever had burned them out. Wi 
out a word to anyone, he shambled to his seat. So foreign mim , { 
this to his usual quiet courtesy that everyone stared at him. § 
via Glenn gave him good morning, with a solicitous look. Her 
plied mechanically, and seated himself with drooping head i. = 
was most extraordinary, but all of us were too intent upon Und he 


Jarvey’s news to let anything else intervene just then. 

“Who found his car?” I asked. 

“Tom Fenser’s boy Jones. He tol’ the turpentiners. Deysa 
searchin’ the swamp.” 

“They wont find him there.” 

It was Sherwood Charlton who spoke. His voice was lovig 
curiously positive. He had not raised his head. 

Hecker leaned over to him. “Find whom?” he asked softly Hy chtche 

“The dead man.” Ba into fo 

Old Miss French gave a little hysterical cry. Some one repel, fies | 
“Dead?” in a tone of annoyance and incredulity, as if somelimgyh : 
unseemly had been presented for our consideration. Whatit™ Jem 
that drew my attention to Professor Rainey at this tense mométt 
cannot say. The little man was sitting stiffly upright wilt 
strangely alert look in his eyes, which were fixed upon Charlton 
downcast face in a painful intensity of concentration. 

“How do you know he’s dead?” (Continued om page if 
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out. Wit 
roy ay “TYUT where on earth is the danger?” protested Mrs. 
ok, Het Fenwashe, her beautiful eyes full of surprise and 


a touch of indignation as she looked at Achison, the 
ciminal lawyer. “Not to wear Bailey’s gift on my birthday, 
ifit does happen to be the Holmescroft emerald! In town, 
, 1 might need a private detective at my elbow if I wore it 
iscuously; but here on our own tight little island, with just 
imate friends and a few servants—Why, it’s absurd!” 
put her big feather fan defensively over the pendant which 
ed upon her breast. It was a splendid emerald set in gold; 
thin antique rim which held it was like fragile lace, and at the 
the loop through which the chain ran broke into four petals 
ditched the stone. The jewel itself was like deep-sea water 
Minto form, and glowing with elemental fires. 
ilene Fenwashe was one of the few women who can wear 
jewels and not be eclipsed by them. She was consider- 
yomger than her husband, and so fair and exquisitely lovely 
lie'might have copied her from a Romney portrait. 
vend Achison ran his thick white fingers through his heavy 
my hair, and smiled with humorous deference. 

Miract the word,” he said in his full, carrying, somewhat 
wis voice. “Dangerous, is perhaps too strong; I substitute 
iliscreet, I think we will have to let that stand, though— 
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Which swept over the group gathered in the wide 
seiwashe’s “Isle of Rest,”—a picturesque dot of 
w England coast,—was bland and casual; and yet 
wearers was conscious of a slight mental shock, a 
utement and apprehension. 
mshe;-who had been poking back a log that had 
Rthe hearth, straightened up and turned toward 
suein his hand. He was a big, rugged man with 
Sitully through his reddish, light hair. 
mmiging your shop up here with you, Achison,” 
mently. “You're so steeped with crime and 
@isuspect your own grandmother. Why is it 
trous for my wife to wear a new ornament?” 
fup his eyebrows. 
me with mock humility. “I’ve been stupid. But” 
siice you ask me, Fenwashe, why it is in- 
mite to wear a new ornament in her own house 
Mm friends, I can only point to the ornament, a 
“ROt-alone of great intrinsic but also of great 
; Matter with what secrecy you conducted its 
would certainly be known.” 
fup Tracy Ward; an elderly young man whose 
= were an inherited fortune and an extremely 
m™ to whom?” 
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I) will meet in this story an extraordinary character, Heywood 
a lawyer by profession and something else by inclination, the 
man who seems able to play with the law and all rules of social 
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The next step is— 
hands up!"’ Ramsey 
suddenly rose and 


Achison stroked the 
big gray Persian cat 


which lay contentedly drawing his revolver 
on his knees; he was a maste. — it across the 
adie. 


of the dramatic pause... Then 
he lifted his _ steel-colored, 
steel-glinted eyes. 

“To. every high-class: jewel- 
thief in the world,” he said curtly, “and to all the big illicit 
buyers. I may be guilty of intruding ‘shop’ into this charming 
circle, and of drawing on the rather wide knowledge of such 
matters that my practice has brought me; but I assure you my 
warning is not only well meant but worth heeding.” 

“He is actually in earnest!” cried Eileen Ayres, a plump, fair- 
haired’ woman with the face of'a Madonna and the soul of a 
buccaneer. “Suppose they should come tonight? Well, fore- 
warned is forearmed. What fun!” But the other women stirred 
uneasily, and involuntarily glanced toward the doors and windows. 

“Lord .help any crooks that try to make a landing here except 
at the dock and with the searchlight playing full upon them!” 
scoffed Rupert Ayres in response to his wife’s suggestion. He 
was a thin, dark man with a keen, lined, cynical face. “I don’t 
believe we need begin to prepare for a siege just yet.” 

“Yes; .I hardly think they would make so crude an attempt as 
that,” smiled Achison.. “More likely they would either be repre- 
sented among the servants or try to work through them, since in 
this instance it is of course impossible that they should be guests.” 

His. glance ranged lightly over the group, and rested for a frac- 
tion of a second on Wallace Ramsey. 

That young man had been leaning idly against the mantelpiece, 
his eyes turning toward Irene Fenwashe more often than he was 
probably aware. He was good-looking, although he had a rather 


melancholy expression, and there was a certain distinction in his” 


appearance. He was not a talkative person, but in spite of his 


reserve of manner and his protracted silences, he was liked by: 


both.men and women. He encountered Achison’s gaze blankly 
for a moment, and then returned it with a faintly quizzical look: 


The almost imperceptible pause was broken by Tracy Ward,: 


who meanwhile had been regarding the pendant and its great flash- 
ing stone with a thoughtful interest. 
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“T don’t know.”’ He shook his head over the lawyer’s assump- 
tion that no direct attack need be apprehended. “A thief, if he 
knew where that emerald was, would take a mighty long chance, 
I fancy, to get his hands on it. What did you mean, though, when 


you spoke of its historic value?” He turned to Fenwashe. “Is 
it something especially old, Bailey?” 
“One of the oldest jewels known,” their host affirmed. “It 


doesn’t look any the worse for its past, does it? 
and a pretty black one, at that.” 

Fenwashe seized the opportunity of diverting the minds of his 
guests from the disturbing channels into which the conversation 
had strayed. “Would you like to hear the history of the emerald?” 
he asked; and gratified by their chorus of assent, he began: 

“Tt has one of the oldest authentic records of any known jewel. 
I’d hate to try and enumerate all the men who have died trying 
to get hold of it, or else trying to keep it after they had it. It was 
mentioned by name in old chronicles long before the Christian 
era. According to one account, it was the original fourth jewel 
in the breastplate worn by Aaron as High Priest of Israel; and 
there’s another which lists it as among the gifts made by Solomon 
to the Queen of Sheba.” 

“Ah!” sighed Alice Ward. “If I had only been a queen in 
Babylon! The whole kingdom should have gone to war for it.” 

“T guess more than one real queen in Babylon and elsewhere 
has followed your suggestion,” returned Fenwashe, ‘—kings too, 
for that matter. This stone is said to have been held at Alexan- 
dria and later at Constantinople, and is occasionally mentioned as 
having been in the possession of Nero, He was especially fond 
of green gems, and always watched the gladiatorial combats 
through an eyeglass of emeralds shaved thin. They are supposed 
to be a cure for bad eyesight.” 

“You were complaining of your eyes this morn- 
ing, Mrs. Ayres,” put in’ Tracy Ward. “Why 
not try the efficacy?” 

“T wonder?” Eileen laughed. 
test it, Irene?” 

Mrs. Fenwashe good-humored- 
ly unclasped the pendant and 
handed it to her friend. 

“Tt’s a dramatic stone,” her 
husband meanwhile went on, “— 
always plays a star part. It 
continued to be the desire of 
kings and emperors, and passed 
through many hands, leaving 
battle, murder and sudden death in its wake. Some- 
times it would vanish entirely for a century or so 
and then reappear under strange circumstances. 
Finally it was bought by Louis XIV at the same time 
that he acquired the Hope diamond.” 

“Bad company,” commented Rupert Ayres. “I 
hope it didn’t learn any new tricks of disaster from that evil 
association.” 

“No stigma of ill-fortune attached to it.” Fenwashe stoutly de- 
fended his new purchase. “There are some rather interesting 
superstitions connected with it, though, and Madame de Montespan 
was much affected by one of them. Her downfall, you know, is 
attributed to the Hope diamond; but it is said that the night she 
insisted that Louis permit her to wear that, her first choice was 
the emerald. No sooner had she clasped it about her neck, though, 
then she saw it change and grow pale; all the fire seemed to die 
out of it. She had been told that this betokened betrayal and 
treachery; so in a panic she tore it from her throat and substi- 
tuted the unlucky diamond instead.” 

Alice Ward, who had taken the pendant from Mrs. Ayres, 
looked up from her inspection of the stone. 

“You certainly are in no danger from treachery, Irene,” she 
said. “See, how it glows and sparkles! Anyway,” she added with 
honest confession, “I wouldn’t care how temperamental it might 
behave; I’d scrap every friend I have, just to call it mine. But 
I am interrupting, Bailey. Please go on. What happened to it 
after that?” 

“Well, there isn’t much more to tell.” Fenwashe, having 
accomplished his object, brought his little disquisition to a close. 
“Tt remained among the royal jewels of France until the downfall 
of the Capets, passed through the vicissitudes of the Revolution, 
and was ultimately purchased early in the last century by Lord 
Holmescroft and has been in the possession of his family ever 
since. At the close of the war they decided to sell it, and I had 
it bought for me. There, ladies and gentlemen, you have the com- 
plete history.” 
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The emerald, as he talked, had been passing from han yi sh = 
everyone curious to see it at close range; and now ta cow 
Achison. He took it, commented on it admiringly and the deceived. 
lower over it, turning it this way and that in the light of the very beaut 
on the table beside him. At last he looked up. Ther 
surprised, perplexed expression on his face, which chad 
grudging admiration as he handed the jewel back to Mr | 
washe. ih 

“Pardon me for doubting your discretion, dear lady” he 
“Almost anyone would have been deceived, though, ti; 
beautiful replica.” . 

Fenwashe stared at him. 

“Wake up,” he said brusquely. 
is the real thing.” 

Achison looked back at him doubtfully. 

“You're joking, aren’t you? My knowledge of jewels isin 
I know scarabs.” He touched the very perfect one in ay 
his. finger. “That’s about all. But surely the emerald i} 
pendant is a reconstructed stone.” 

Fenwashe strode across the room and snatching the jen 
his wife’s hand, held it under a strong light. His face hay 
a deep, dusky red. 

“By Jove, you're right!” he said hoarsely. “And yet i 
possible.” 

There was a confused babel of exclamations and question j 
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the others. Fenwashe sat down 
heavily in a chair, staring dazedly 
at the jewel in his hand. 
“Impossible!” he kept muttering. 
“Tmpossible!” 
“But what is it, Bailey?” cried 


t 


“Tsn’t that the stome ian hs 






his wife, frightened by his manner. bscure flay 
bought ?” en able t 

“No; it certainly is not,” he said violently, “although the Sin there 1 
and everything is the same. And how,” he pondered bewilcete during 
“could it have been changed?” “And the 


“How did it come into your possession?” asked Achistt, ‘Why, ¢ 
was the only one of them to retain his poise, and who D0" lire th 
ally took command of the situation. “We must get the Packet of i 
of this.” + si Was prac 

“Yes, and we're going to get to the bottom of it, the stat 
washe viciously. “Make no mistake about that. i 

“These are the exact circumstances,” he went 0m, br 
control over himself, although still showing the effect ‘ 

“] went by appointment this morning to Boudinots. 
manager there, whom I know very well, met me am t * 
his private office. There was no one else in the er 
the pendant out of the safe and handed it to mé, are 
a little about it. The light was very strong there, an¢ 

it carefully before I put it into the box. It we na 
emerald then. I will swear to that. I can’t be 
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Mrs. Wilson Woodrow 


Jon me for doubting 
gucretion, dear lady. 


oo? aeahage had mentioned some report of there being an 

~ufé Haw in it, and asked me if I could find it, said he hadn’t 

tn able to. I looked at it through a powerful glass, and told 
te was nothing of the kind. No one touched it but my- 

“had that time; it was not out of my hands for a moment.” 
then?” prompted Achison, as he paused. 

» then, as I say, I put the emerald into the box. I 


i 


Pa and sealed it myself, and placed it in an inner 
my waistcoat. Then I went alone through the store,— 
Practically empty,—stepped into my car and was driven 

; ye My chauffeur went right with me, carrying my 
° the chair-car; and neither he nor anyone else jostled 
aching here, I walked from the train to the dock, no one 
time Within twenty feet of me. Hiram met me with the 

* id not stir from his seat in the stern. I sat forward, 

ied, T went d and got off entirely by myself. Arriving at the 
' directly to Irene’s room. It was about half an hour 
the maid and she was dressing, but at a glance from me she 
f out of the room. I then took the sealed package 
MY pocket and gave it to her. She opened it, took out the 
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pendant and was still admiring it when I left the room a few min- 
utes later to let her finish dressing. 

| “This,” he touched the ornament scornfully, “is a very good 
imitation, but it is not the one I placed in the box at Boudinot’s 
this morning.” 

Then his nerves gave way for a moment. 

“My God, Irene!” he turned upon her in a burst of uncontrol- 
lable irritation. “If you’ve let it be stolen—” He caught him- 
self up. “It isn’t the money I care about,” he muttered. “But 
I’ve had my eye on that emerald for years.” 

Achison, who had listened intently to every word, nodded 
thoughtfully. ‘So much for so much!” he said. “Let us now 

follow its movements from the time it left your hands.” 
He turned to his hostess. Pale and trembling, she started 
slightly at his glance, and involuntarily clenched her fingers 
upon the arms of her chair. 
“What happened then, Mrs. Fenwashe?” asked the lawyer. 
“Did you put the pendant on at once?” 
“No,” she said in a low, tremulous voice. 
“T held it up against my throat for Bailey to 
see, and then when he left the room, I laid it 
on the dressing-table. I was sitting there be- 
fore the mirror; my maid had not quite 
finished with my hair.” 

“Did you leave the room 
at all after the maid re- 
turned?” 

She moistened her dry lips. 
“Once,” she admitted with a 
frightened glance at her hus- 
band. “My throat has 
bothered me for a day or 
two, and I stepped into my 
bathroom to gargle it. But 
I was not gone two minutes.” 

Achison gave a short ex- 
clamation and lifted his pon- 
derous shoulders. 

“Time enough,” he com- 
mented to Fenwashe, “for 
the maid to have passed it to 
some one either outside the 
door or the window.” 

“Oh, no!” protested Irene defensively. 
“Hannah wouldn’t. She has been with me 
for years. She has my confidence. I’m 
sure she’s absolutely honest. Why, she 
guards my possessions a good deal more 
carefully than I do myself.” 

Fenwashe gave a harsh snort. 

“T’'ll send for her at once,” he said, ris- 
ing and starting for the bell, his mouth set 
in a hard line. 

Achison raised his hand warningly, as- 
suming an air usually reserved for clients. 
“No hurry about that,” he advised. “Bet- 

ter wait a little. If she didn’t slip the jewel to 

a confederate at once, she has had three or four 

hours in which to do so, or else to get it safely 

hidden. Anyhow, she’s bound to be here when she’s 

wanted. No chance of her securing a boat and get- 
ting off to the mainland, is there?” 

“No,” assented Fenwashe. “The servants are allowed to go only 
on certain nights. If one of them attempted it, Hiram would im- 
mediately telephone me from the dock to know if it was all right.” 

“Then, Mrs. Fenwashe,” the lawyer resumed, “you put the pend- 
ant on, I suppose, and did not again remove it until a few minutes 
ago?” 

She grew whiter than ever, her breath coming unevenly. Her 
glance wavered over the group as if seeking a response from some 
one in it. Apparently this was not given, for she met Achison’s 
gaze almost defiantly. 

“No,” she asserted positively. “I put the pendant on, as you 
say, and did not take it off again until I gave it to Eileen.” 

There was the faintest flicker in Achison’s eyes. He mused for 
a moment, his lids narrowed. When he spoke again, he had 
veered to another phase of the inquiry, and was evidently think- 
ing aloud. 

“The fact that so costly and exact a replica has in some way 
been substituted for the original proves that the theft was care- 
fully arranged and had been in contemplation for some time. It 
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Glass 


a _ y not a one-man undertaking. Rather, I should say, 
ihe work of some coterie of subtle Continental or inter- 
r 


‘be properly grilled, and”—he looked up at Fenwashe from under 
his brows— “also the guests.” 

“The guests!” Fenwashe expostulated sharply. “Absurd! Why, 
they’re all my intimate friends.” 

“To be sure they are,” agreed Achison. “But my dear Bailey, 
vou and I have lived too long in the world to entertain quixotic 
ideas about friendship.” 

He took a blank card from a memorandum-book, and catalogu- 


 tiok the pendant from Fenwashe and pointed to 
Se and setting—‘“is finely wrought in solid gold. It has un- 
sably been fashioned by a craftsman of no mean ability. 
how could that be possible?” interrupted Rupert Ayres. 
ould have to have the real thing as a model, wouldn't 


at design looks to me pretty intricate.” 


Bache shook his head moodily. 


* 


ra 


HE you know about it!” sneered Fenwashe. 
ms who wouldn’t care how they came by it—unscrupulous 
And they’d back it up with a good story, too—claim that 
een duped by a fake, while they had shrewdly purchased 


y well,” he agreed slowly. 


se fellows always talk. 


®} We can’t afford to take any risks. 


are several books and one or two monographs that have 


“curate photographs and even colored plates of it,” he 


“Also, while in the Holmescroft family, it has been 
ethibition a number of times.” nite 
twhat good will it do any thieves, even if they have it? 


Ayres. “They can’t hope to dispose of a famous piece 
” 


“There are 


Whing. Or if that couldn’t be worked, the thieves might 
ak it up into smaller stones, and sell them here and 


i me 
dest thought was too much for him. He got up hastily, im- 


y the necessity for some kind of action. 


the use of talking!” he exclaimed roughly. “We've 


ip something, and do it quick, too.” 


ed a touch of added exasperation as his eye fell upon 


Wsilting there calm and unperturbed, stroking the cat and 


the fire through his half-closed lids. 


fh you'd take charge of this thing, Achison,” he said. 


just what ought to be done, and how to go about it. 


pheaven’s sake, let’s get busy.” 


knitted his brows, and hesitated for a moment. 
“I’m up to my eyes in the 
an murder case; it comes up next month. But for a 
He put the cat gently to the floor and stood up. “The 
F of course is to telephone to New York for detectives.” 
she frowned. “I don’t want any notoriety if I can help it, 
You can beat the whole lot of 
you only put your mind to it.” ‘ 
feciate the compliment, and also your desire to avoid 
f still, I think you ought to have a trained man or so on 
Let me see: if you 
Bat once, they can easily catch the twelve-ten out of 
matral Station, and be here before noon tomorrow. And 
ve done that, I suggest that you and I have a private 
= Inever can think in a crowd.” 

f Fenwashe spoke with an air of relief, and left the 
ea he returned, he announced briefly that the detectives 
ive on the morning train, and with a jerk of his head 

Mfection invited Achison to accompany him to the billiard- 


i? 

me lawyer followed him a little slowly. At the door he 
paused, seeming to reach a decision on some point 
mad been turning over in his mind; and allowing Fen- 
move on, he stepped back to where Rupert Ayres was 
mitle apart from the rest of the group. 

Be enjoined, “I’m making no insinuations, you under- 
Mave nothing to go on; it’s just an idea of mine. But 
#t0 see that Mrs. Fenwashe and Ramsey have no oppor- 
Eprivate conversation—not a minute, mind. And not a 
iS,” he added, “—not even to your wife.” 

Ms formed in a soundless whistle; then as Achison 

agty toward the others, his face settled back to its 


xpression. 
me Dodded carelessly; and the lawyer hurried away to 
eg Overtaking him just as he entered the billiard- 


Mhat seclusion, Fenwashe dropped into a chair with an air 
lief. 
bre of those fool questions and surmises, and I’d have 
eve mn delirium,” he muttered. ‘Now let’s get down to 
does it look to you?” 
are a number of things to be considered.” Achi- 


" “- Over for a match and lighted a cigarette with delibera- 


»as Ih 


ave said, is the work of more than one person. 


“a she had anything to do with it, ‘was merely a tool, 


bly be made to talk. In fact, all the servants must 


ing on it in his fine pencil the various members of the party, 
handed it to his companion. It read: 


Rupert Ayres, heavy speculator, on wrong side of present 
market; understood to have had serious losses. 

Mrs. Ayres, recklessly extravagant, sued last month for dress- 
maker’s bill, 

Tracy Ward, fool enough for anything, especially if wheedled 
by wife. 

Mrs. Ward, in desperate flirtation with charming but impe- 
cunious young man, 

Heywood Achison, by reason of profession, in touch with 
criminals. 


The last name upon the card was, “Wallace Ramsey,” and after 
this Achison had written as comment only a big question-mark. 

Fenwashe, handling the card distastefully as though it were 
something unclean, had still read down to this last line when he 
paused. 

“Ramsey?” He glanced up cogitatively. “To tell the truth, 
I know darned little about him, either. My wife met him in 
France when she was over there doing Red Cross work. He was 
in one of the early American ambulance units, I believe, and 
later, when we went into it, got transferred and saw some active 
service. He speaks as if he’d always lived abroad, but his mother 
was an American, I understand, a cousin or some relation to Mrs. 
Hartwell, who died last year. He’s 4 writer now, he says, con- 
nected with some French paper or magazine, and over here to do 
interviews with prominent Americans. I fell for it. He seems to 
be a nice fellow.” 

“Yes,” Achison nodded. “He tackled me too, this morning. 
I’m not a bad hand at that sort of thing as a rule; the interviewer 
is usually the one who gets interviewed, and that without any 
idea of what’s happening to him. But I found this Ramsey pretty 
well on his guard. He’s a nice, quiet, ingratiating fellow, who 
doesn’t give himself away. About all that I got out of him was 
practically what you have just told me. The women say, though, 
that he’s a remarkable linguist, speaks the colloquial language of 
several countries like a native, and has evidently traveled pretty 
widely.” 

“H’m!” Fenwashe looked glumly at the floor. “I don’t like it.” 

Achison shrugged his shoulders. “Of course, there’s no reason 
so far to suspect him any more than the rest of us. But it’s plain- 
ly the work of a Continental gang, and he—” 

He broke off, and sat studying his hands spread out before him, 
a mannerism of his when in deep thought. He came back to the 
present with a. little start. 

“That can wait,” he decided, dismissing whatever had been the 
subject of his reflections. “Our next step must be the examination 
of the servants; if you don’t mind, Bailey, I think I'll get better 
results if I conduct that alone. Send Mrs. Fenwashe’s maid to 
me first, and while I am questioning her, you can find out from 
the men on the place if any strange boat beached here during the 
day. 

“And wait!”—with an afterthought. “If I-were you, I’d post 
a few of them around the island to watch for anything that might 
try to come in during the night.” 

“Good idea,” concurred Fenwashe approvingly. 
it at once.” 


“T’ll attend to 


FEW moments after he had left the room, the maid 
knocked at the door and entered. She was a tall, thin 
woman, with none of the coquetry of dress and manner supposed 
to be a predominating characteristic of ladies’ maids. On the con- 
trary, it was noticeable that she did not come forward, but stood 
in the shadow near the door. 
“You wished to speak to me, sir?” Her voice was almost in- 
audible, and Achison realized that the woman was badly frightened. 
“Yes.” His tone was reassuringly mild. “You are Mrs, Fen- 
washe’s maid, and your name is Hannah, is it not? Hannah what?” 
“Hannah Walters.” 
“Sit down here, please.” He waved his hand toward the chair 
opposite him, which was placed in the full light. 
Draggingly she came forward and seated herself on the edge of 
the chair. (Continued on page 122) 








The story so far: 


MBs. ROANTREE’S 
house-party had over- 
stayed the Indian summer— 
a sudden snowstorm hurried 
their departing motors over 
the Adirondack roads. And 
one fear-smitten group lagged 
behind; for that morning 
Mrs. Roantree’s willful and 
beautiful niece Clelia Blake- 
ney had disappeared, inex- 
plicably and in most disturb- 
ing fashion—clad, it would 
seem, only in night-clothes. 

They searched everywhere 
through the blinding snow- 
storm: Burnley the painter, 
Randel the sculptor, and Lar- 
rick—the young Texan who 
had once saved the life of 
that gilded young aristocrat 
Norry Frewin, and through 
Frewin had been introduced 
to Clelia Blakeney and her 
wealthy circle. (Frewin and 
another suitor of Clelia’s 
named Coykendall had al- 
ready gone.) 

Days passed—days of bit- 
ter cold and snow: mystery 
deepened; fear increased. 
One day Larrick and Nancy 
Fleet, a very New York girl 
who had stayed with Mrs. 
Roantree, went out on snow- 
shoes again to search the lake 
shore. They found the ice 
thick and windswept of snow, 
and Nancy went back for her 
skates. And then it was that 
Larrick found Clelia Blake- 
ney—lying face upward, 
frozen fast in the ice, a gash 
on her forehead. 


““Who was she prayin’ to? If you knew that, you'd know who it was done it.” 


BEAUTY 


By RUPERT HUGHES 


Illustrated by 
W. T. BENDA 


CHAPTER X. 


ANCY FLEET had followed Larrick because she 
liked to be with him and had rejoiced in the pros- 
pect of scaling snowy peaks at his side. She was 

so certain that Clelia would not be found that she had dismissed 
her from her thoughts. 

She had laughed at Larrick’s timidity before so silly a peril as 
ice, because Norry Frewin had told her that Larrick was the 
bravest man on earth. But like every other bravest man, Larrick 
had his specialties in heroism, and there were realms where he 
was more timid than a little girl. A frozen lake was one of the 
dangers that he knew not of. 

Nancy Fleet had rejoiced to see the hero from farthest Texas 
shudder at a risk that children took with shrieks of laughter. Re- 
veling in his innocence of ice, she welcomed the chance of reveal- 
ing to him the godlike privilege of skates. She wanted to fledge 
his feet with wings of steel and make another Mercury of him. 
Besides, she wanted to cow him still further; she wanted both to 
teach him new delights and to break him as he broke broncos— 
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so that he would accept harness and direction from he, 
regard her with respect as a dear teacher. : 

Commanding him not to budge till she returned, she had - 
off for the house, for she remembered a brief outing of 4D 


winter and managed to turn up two pairs of rusty skates. 


she came back, the blades glistened and clanked at her 
weapons—as indeed they were. 


Larrick was not where she had left him; but his footpt 


were large and deep in the crust, and she ran to ov 
She ran right gracefully, bending beneath the, pine be mel 
calling to him once more, her comrade-cry of, Wait lor Mi 

She made him out where he crouched en the ite, 
him with all cheer; but as she came up to him, sh 
eyes he turned to her were aghast, his face leaden a0 sl 
a blur of red. 

She thought that he must have fallen again—broken bows 
haps. She stumbled forward with anxious gr 
eternal phrase, ““What’s the matter?” Dumbly he pe 

uaking hand. B 
: She saabtaitied to look across his shoulder and sa¥™ 
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tim oft, 


Larrick knelt on the ice and ac- 
cepted grief after grief that shook | 
him as if a monster stood over him 
and smote him with the head of an 
ax again and again—not with the 
blade, for that would have ended 
his pain, but with the thudding 
head of it. 

He would not break, because he 
could not break, or grovel, or cry 
“Enough!” But there was no love 
left in him for the world or the 
management of the world. A man 
who was a soldier at the battle 
of Omdurman told me (years later, 
when he had become a preacher), 
that after the fallen Mahdists had 
killed several men who bent to help 
them, where they lay intermingled 
with the British wounded, the order 
was given to destroy the fanatics; 
and he was so revolted by the 
hideous business that he stood 
up and shook his fist at God, 
calling Him dirty names and 
daring Him to come down and 
fight fair. 

So Larrick felt now a mad im- 
pulse to leap on a good top-horse 
and charge the heavens. As High- 





not her own expected reflection, nor 
his, nor yet the returned aspect of the 
sky, but Clelia—Clelia dreadfully in 
repose, fallen terribly asleep in her 
prayers. 

So lifelike she was that Nancy 
watched for her bosom to breathe. 
Her own breath waited till she 
smothered; then she began to pant, to 
gasp. She dropped slowly to her 
knees at the side of Larrick and stared 
at the water whist to ice, and the girl 
bewitched in its crystal magic. 

So beautiful Clelia was, so long and 


Chin Bob, in Charles Badger Clark’s poem, belly-roped a red-eyed 
lion and dragged him over the mountains in a never-ending race, 
so Larrick would have been glad to dare the sky and drag the Bad 
Man along the stars. But this was only one of those wild frenzies 
of a soul in a throe of grief, and its futility was but another hu- 
miliation. 

In his helplessness he turned for company to the fellow-victim 
at his side. He put his hands down about Nancy Fleet and lifted 
her, gathered her in his arms and huddled her close. There was 
the possibility of a little further bitterness in the remembrance 
that she had been in his arms before, and in such a different spirit 
that they seemed to be hardly the same people. 

Now he felt that in that earlier audacity of his, when she had 
seemed to be merely a knowing accessory in a flirtation whose 


ender and stately, so more than humanly pure, that Nancy’s first 
ars were for the very perfection of her grace, the unimaginable 
peace of her slumber. 
There was such absence of the dross of life about her that she 
mere beauty; she seemed not anything that had been born 
ud had grown, had laughed and cried and run about the world, 
bit rather something created anew, complete in the rapture of a 
paius. She was a work of art, and mystic tears were summoned 
y the sheer felicity of her design—such tears as steal out upon 
me eyelids when music flings up like a rush of sudden doves, or 
ma a line of divine poetry is encountered—when a mighty 
uutecture looms in enormous emotion, or a landscape is found 
wjlically dispread before the wanderer and speaks to him with 
Bgantic tenderness. 
Nancy's first reply to Clelia’s mute appeal was a few tears 
¢. Then came the gush of pity for the girl who had 
Sed to partake of the life she had graced, and had come so 
_— to be fastened in the translucent granite of this fairy 


charm was its peril, he had laid impious hands upon a saint. See- 
ing how capable she was of tenderness for Clelia, and how quick 
she was with shame for a few little jealousies, he recognized in 
her a goodliness he had never suspected. 

Now they were as brother and sister united in the bereavement 
of a little sister. He had been the lover of both Clelia and Nancy, 
and now fate had driven romance from their hearts and made 
them blood-kindred. 

Larrick’s eyes went back to Clelia, and he. saw her transformed, 
too, by the anointment of death. Everything she had been and 
done was viewed in retrospect,. forgiven because it was past, un- 
derstood because it was finished, sanctified because it was already 
antiquity. 

He winced to remember how flippantly she had been discussed, 
her dare-deviltry, her frivolity, her impish recklessness, her flir- 
tations, her volatilities. These were all now the records of an 
angel, and what blame inhered in them fell upon those who re- 
marked them, not upon the one who committed them. There 
was a benediction upon her, and a malediction upon her critics, 
a dreadful accusation against those who had even lovingly found 
fault with her. 

She was now the alabaster effigy of Sancta Clelia, and her with- 
drawal from the world robbed it of a precious visitor, leaving 
the earth more ugly and empty than ever. 

He lifted his eyes from her to the hills and to the sky and 
found in them no help, no solace, no reliance. The hills smoked 
with blown snow like sullen craters; the sky was closed with 
clouds of murky turbulence. The flowers were buried, and the 
trees were stark, and the planet was a bleak moon. 

To his desert-trained eyes, white suggested alkali, and the 
world seemed caked and damned to an alkaline wilderness. The 
only warmth in it and the only life in it was the throbbing body 
of the partner of his grief. He could, and he must, find use for 
his strength in upholding her. 

The only help he could give Clelia was to release her from 
the ice and, render her the poor tribute of burial. The word 
nauseated him in connection with Clelia and what she had been. 
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Nancy fell forward, her brow on her arm. The first of her 

; ck understood were these: 
upive me, Clelia, forgive me. You poor sweet, sweet child!” 
te a eart seemed to break again, to split open in a new 
pill its blood into his body. That such a girl as Clelia 


and done for was maddening. That such a girl 
age be wrecked with such mourning and such remorse 
“ary rable. _ The successive realizations of the cruelties 
and of this deed beat upon him ruthlessly. But he 
eet of man that never yields till he is crushed. 
er ced him as it braces strong souls to endure and en- 
* ure, till sometimes it seems that strength is given for 
“em slaves, so that: punishment may be prolonged upon 
. torments tried out. By such persons in their agony 
isition thet — to stand, as one stood by in the ancient 
of tort ristians practiced on one another, to revive the 
lure when he fainted, lest he cheat the torturer of a 
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He looked at her again with pity and straightened sharply, for 
he noted anew that gash in her placid brow, and those gems of 
her blood. Now he was kindled with the feeling that he must 
also avenge her. : 

He ceased to hate God for permitting this infamy, and began 
to hate the unknown human whom he accused of the crime. He 
could not punish the deity, but it was a man’s privilege and his 
duty to exact atonement for human ferocity. He promised the 
guilty one all the hell he could inflict in recompense for this 
deed. 


CHAPTER XI 


RIEF wears out; weeping runs down automatically. So 

by and by Nancy ceased to sob, and rested motion- 

less save for a few last twitches of anguish. But once she had 

come out of the temple of woe, she lost the right to be in Lar- 

rick’s arms. ‘They were no longer brother and sister, but man 

and woman. She put away his arms almost blushingly. 
cepted his dismissal. 

He rose and hoisted her by the elbows till she stood by his 
side. They were mutually embarrassed again, and Clelia was 
their common embarrassment. 

“What shall we do now?” Nancy faltered. 

“We've got to get her out of the ice first.” 

“But how?” 

Ice was as hard and cold and stubborn and brittle as the rest 
of the hateful world, and it must either be broken or melted. 

The two witnesses were so exhausted by the storm of emotions 
they had lived through that their wits were benumbed. They 
felt the need of council. 

They turned to go back to the house for aid and advice. 

They paused. It seemed not right to leave Clelia alone there 
in her scant covering in that chill bed. Yet she was all too safe. 
They could have gone away for many months in the assurance 
that until spring came the tardy spring that must work upon 
these mountain lakes, Clelia would suffer no change soever. 

So they moved off and went slowly to the house, hobbling and 
shuffling and plunging over and through the snow. Nancy fell 
again and again, and he picked her up. At length he set his arm 
about her and kept it there. She began to weep again, and to 
grope forward blindly. They approached the house like two 
lovers, and were seen from the windows and wondered at, waited 
for. 

Mrs. Roantree, staring at them, was startled, then indignant, 
then amiable as usual. She could not see that Nancy was weep- 
ing. She fretted: 

“What on:earth possesses those two idiots? Haven’t they any 
sense of decency at all?” 

Burnley suggested: “Perhaps they are engaged and don’t care 
who knows it. I thought Larrick was crazy about Clelia—but her 
absence must have cured him.” 

Mrs. Roantree had not taken Larrick seriously as a suitor for 
Clelia; she said: “Well, Nancy is a nice girl, and if she can 
stand his rough ways and he can stand her temper, they ought 
to make a happy pair.” 

Burnley and Randel opened the door for them with laughter, 
and Mrs. Roantree waited smiling with the light taunts one saves 
for those who announce their engagement, publish their infatua- 
tion. 

Nancy put out-her hands at Brunley’s first joke and pleaded: 

“Oh, don’t! For God’s sake! Clelia! We've found Clelia!” 

“Where? Why doesn’t she come in? What’s happened?” 
Mrs. Roantree demanded. Nancy flung herself on a great couch 
and hid her face in her arms. They turned to Larrick; and he 
mumbled: 

“She’s out there—down there—in the ice!” 

Frantic questions dragged the truth from him piece-meal. Mrs. 
Roantree went quite mad. The ancient autocrat became a terri- 
fied child, humbled and incoherent. 

She was for darting out to find Clelia and take her up in her 
arms. She had to be restrained. Her days for moving through 
snowdrifts were long done, but she fought and wrestled, thinking 
of every desperate sorrow this sorrow meant to so many. 

“Her poor mother! Her father! He idolized her! They 
trusted her tome. What will they think of me now? And to think 
what I said of the blessed child! There was nothing I didn’t 
accuse her of! Oh, I ought to be struck dead—I ought to have 
my vile tongue torn out. And all the while the poor baby was 
dead! Dead, and I was blaming her for the bother!” 


“What can we do?” 


He ac- 


On and on she ran through all the paths grief takes sm 
increase. Her anger came to her rescue at last, and she’ 
the men she had kept busy, and cried: BP 

“But why do you stand there gaping? Why aren't: Yop 
there bringing the baby in? Must she lie out thee a 
forever? The darling is cold! Wont you hurry? Hurry!" 


HILE she stormed like a deposed queen jp 

only her wrath left of all her pride, the maid Re 

had heard the news and ran away to a distance where ge, 
pour out her cries without insubordination. : 

The guide Jeffers, having heard her wailing, came wpe 
where she lay in the snow, freezing as she screamed, Begs 
her up and carried her in, and then dashed to the lakeside 
pondered the situation. He shook his head stupidly ‘and 
off the tears that surprised his hard eyes, and shamed his 
the presence of the chauffeur who followed him. 

“A pirty thing as ever was,” Jeffers muttered, “and ay py 
little lady as could -be.” 

“And knew more about a car than what I did,” the¢ 
contributed. “Afraid of nothin’, too. What could have tp 
her down here like that? And who gave her that gash?” 

“Who was she prayin’ to? If you knew that, you'd nop 
it was done it.” 

They came soon to practical conclusions concerning the nxn 
sary tasks, the odious realities and harsh circumstances tht 
little the awe of death—the making of coffins, the settingf th 
upon trestles, the carrying of them on shoulders to heats, 
all the rest of the tasks of carpenters and joiners, wndende 
and embalmers, hack-drivers and grave-diggers—the mob { 
must trample on the solemnities of grief. : 

Larrick found the guide and the chauffeur when he kit| 
house to escape the sight of Mrs. Roantree’s suffer 
would have been glad to follow him, but she had “standby 
older woman. - 

It shocked Larrick to find the two men staring at Oli 
her nightgown. He felt an impulse to fling something! 
but the fatuity of that checked him. Jeffers ans the 
tion in Larrick’s mind: Be 

“We can’t leave her there, o’ course, though sie 
change till come next April. One of my jobs is gett ® 
and I guess we got to cut her out and take her ashorépamit 
—I guess we got to get over to town somehow ald tims 
nice box. And there’s a preacher there. He'd come aa 
mountain, I guess; and—well, that’s about what's got tem 
as I see it.” 


ND that was what was done. Jeffers pe 
saws and axes and timbers. Standing ver 
pulled the saw up and down through the ice in a great fee 
It was inconceivable that Cielia should not move Oa 
or blush or sigh during all that time. a 
Then Jeffers chopped away a free space and lifted 
ice out with tongs, and laid down a path of scantlngsm 
bank. ie 
Then he led down a team of oxen with a @ 
fastened to it ice-hooks whose jaws he set in the cage! 
floe inclosing Clelia. Then with cries of “Geel” ai® 
and blows he sent the oxen forward, and the block came 
and splashing forth, shining like a diamond of fabulous 
a great gem in whose heart a girl had been enshrined, oe 
Larrick and the chauffeur kept lifting the timpens 
block had slid along them, and running ahead of 4 
lay them down again as a runway. : 
And so Clelia reached the big house at last. And the 
was a new problem. ie 
Mrs. Roantree ran to her, fell down to her knees a 
embrace her, but was frustrated by the jagged frame 3 
manded that the block be taken at once into "0 
the fire could melt it. But Jeffers said what the Om 
the courage to put into words. a 
“Better leave her there, ma’am, till we can get OV 
and bring across a proper casket for the pore 4 & 
would be more advisable.” Z — 
And so in her gruesome loveliness Clelia was sept 
a while. ; aa 
With huge effort the block was lifted and stood UpMIA Ts 
an outer wall of the porch, to wait till the chauffeur aaa 7 
could hitch a team of horses to a wagon and try to! € 
the wilderness of snow. ” 
When they had set out, Mrs. Roantree and Nancy ® 





She wanted to cow him still farther; she wanted to teach him new delights and to break 
him as he broke broncos—so that he would accept hamess and directions from her. 
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and the three men stood gazing at Clelia, like beggars before a 
window of deep glass. 

She seemed now an angel afloat in the air, a virgin lifted upon 
unseen wings, bent on some divine mission, meek in her glory, 
her hands praying. : 

Mrs. Roantree and the others were silent a long while, won- 
dering. Then Mrs. Roantree’s eyes caught the wound in the 
brow, and she began to call for vengeance. She began to name 
names—Coykendall, Frewin; she mentioned a woman or two, 
and in her insanity of suspicion turned her eyes even upon Nancy 
Fleet. 


CHAPTER XII 


VERY suspicion seemed to annul itself by its own im- 


plausibility. The whole thought of murder seemed ri- 
diculous. Murder itself is hardly believable, in spite of its innu- 
merable frequencies in history and in the daily histories. 

Only recently in New York a girl had been found guilty of 
killing her own sister; a clergyman had been tried in the mid-West 
for butchering a whole family. Boys and girls younger than 
Clelia had committed frightful crimes. A few years before, a 
woman and her craven lover had persuaded her powerful husband 
to let himself be bound as a joke. Then the paramours had 
added assassination to their guilt. In American cities, villages and 
countrysides murder was more commonplace than anywhere else 
in the world. 

Four years of war had developed slaughter into a matter of 
emulation among professors of chemistry, and a realization of the 
dreams of shy inventors. Yet in spite of its unequaled familiarity, 
it seemed impossible that it should have happened here. 

No other explanation was so clear, however; and a blank indict- 
ment against some culprit must stand until some other explana- 
tion could be found of Clelia’s fate. 

Mrs. Roantree’s theory was dreadfully simple. 

“Somebody struck the poor child down with a weapon—in her 
own room, perhaps, or after he called her out somehow. * Then 
he flung her into the lake and ran away. It might have been 
some stranger. It might have been one of the men—or women— 
who left the house yesterday morning.” 

There was a frightening directness about the charge. It was 
almost convincing, but not quite. Yet it challenged a better 
theory; and nobody had one. 

With such a case before the court, there seemed to be accusa- 
tion in the very air. Everyone searched his mind for an alibi 
and wondered what explanations the others had. Merely to say, 
“T was in bed asleep,” seemed not to be enough. 

Nancy Fleet having been seared already by one of the glances 
from Mrs. Roantree’s fierce eyes, said: 

“Oughtn’t we to look in Clelia’s room fof signs of a struggle, 
or some clue or something?” 

Mrs. Roantree nodded and led the way. She opened the door 
upon a deathly chill. The little Empress bounded into the room 
whimpering and searching in vain for her goddess. Berthe had 
dismantled the bed while she waited for her young mistress, but 
the pretty clothes were still waiting in their bright colors, their 
dulcet textures. The Empress leaped to ensconce herself in them 
and purred loudly. The little comforts of life, ribbons and laces 
and the devotion of a dog, made death more pitiful than all the 
somber grandeurs. 


RS. ROANTREE turned and ran from the room. The 

others tiptoed about half-heartedly seeking some clue. 
But there was proof enough that there had been no struggle here. 
They felt their unskillfulness as detectives, and gave up the pre- 
tense. 

Nancy Fleet gathered the Empress up to her breast and carried 
her away in spite of her struggles. Larrick closed the door and 
hurried back to see if Clelia were still where he had left her. 

Burnley and Randel, peered through the window that gave on 
the porch and commanded a view of the block of ice. Miss Fleet 
tapped on the glass and beckoned Larrick within. 

“You mustn’t stay out there and kill yourself,” she pleaded. 

‘“‘She’s out there,” Larrick groaned, and turned aside to conceal 
the rush of tears to his eyelids. Nancy Fleet reached for his 
hand and squeezed it hard. And she walked away to spare him 
and to hide the tears that welled to her lashes—for his sake. 

Larrick regained his self-control, and went to the window where 
Randel and Burnley stood. They were both artists, and their 
sorrow was turned to wonder by their response to the strange ex- 


Ben 


quisiteness of the sculptural masterpiece of death and 
Randel ‘was reminded of an epigram of Martial’s he had im 
lated in his college days. It concerned a tiny ant cays: 
drop of amber and made precious by its very death, Randel 
erently admired the grace of the girl, and the eloquent rhythas 
the many-wrinkled silk, sculptured with the minute ¢ 
and delicacy of the bas-reliefs of the little Victories on dhetied 
of the Wingless Victory. Bi 
He could reproduce these graces and his mind was ‘i 
Clelia as a monument, but he knew no way to copy the eum 
ice that gave the statue an aureole of splintered lights inguin 
shafts and prismic radiances. ay 
The color entranced him too, for the silk was of ang 
tint, and the flesh pale, but not white. He rememberedi t 
Greek masters tinted their statuary, and that often a grea 
called in a great painter to complete the illusion of life, « 
He murmured this thought to Burnley. = 
“If you and I could work together to perpetuate (halw 
it would be something worth while, wouldn’t it?” a 
“Tf we could!” sighed Burnley. 


CHAPTER XIII 


HEY did not know that Larrick had overhe 

had none of the expressive arts, but only the 
longing of the layman. He had been agonizing in his siilbet 
at the thought of the passing away of this Clelia beim k 
eyes. The ice would melt; her body would be closed ma 
case or given to the furnace to turn to ashes, and them 
would never know her as she was: This annihilation was} 
cruel for him to bear, and hearing the artists musing aloud 
was moved to put them to the task of defeating death ini 
own way. 

“You two men are going to save something from all tik 
hope? You weren’t thinking of standing here idle and lettig 
beauty like that perish from the face of the earth, were! 

They smiled at him indulgently and with gestures impl 
incompetence to the opportunity. { 

But Larrick’s face turned grim as he said: 

“Seems to me you owe it to her, not to say the word tt 
both said some mighty unkind things about Miss Clelia, wal 
she was out there, and I should think you'd feel it a sort ald 
to do her what justice you could. I’d give all I got ova 
for a picture or a statue of her, just like that. I'll pay ya 
amount you ask, if that’s any inducement.” ; 

They put up their hands in protest. 

“I might make a sketch,” Burnley said, and Randel mi 
“And I might—” He did not finish, but he fell into deep# 
and walked away to debate with himself an idea of strange 
dacity whose rewards might atone for its impiety. 

Randel was afraid that his own years were not many 08 
him, and his terrifying project teased him as a way to 
Clelia and himself immortal. But he dared not broach #® 
soul, hardly to debate it with himself. i. 

Burnley, however, sought his painting material, and pla 
blank canvas by the window, began to ply his brushes. a 
realist, and he did not dramatize or allegorize what he sa¥. 
was much and enough, if he could translate with his brus 
his eyes beheld. He beheld’ a beautiful, beautiful girl m4 
of ice. As his brushes ran from palette to canvas, 
the sky shifted swiftly, and sunset scarlets incafnadined thes 
background and glinted in the ice. Early twilight ended his sxe 
before it was more than a memorandum for later dev 

Randel had disappeared, and when he came back, 
tell no one where he had been. But his great resolve Wa 

It became evident that Jeffers would not return from ba 
lage by night. He had said that he would probably ™ 
wait for the morning light to get through. de 

A hush and a fatigue of grief weighed the mourners @°°. 
they wont to sleep. Larrick had volunteered to keep 
over Clelia that custom required. 

He placed himself a chair by the window and became Ie 
tinel. The twilight swathed her away from his sight y pT 
save for a dim and haunting glamour in the ice. But wot 
the moon overtopped the mountains and flooded the il 
blue fire, turning the ice to a lens of tremulous sheet a 
ice were water again twinkling and coruscant. It hat 
notic effect and he had to fight off a drowsiness that see : 
less but would not be resisted. : a 

Whether it was that he only remem- ( Continued om 
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It was inconceivable that Clelia should not move or breathe, or blush or sigh. 
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“Up! oop oe: And shut up!" The 


customers obeyed, very much to the letter. 


SHEARED EARS 


By MAXWELL SMITH 


Illustrated by H. 


warning exhibit. He used three-inch nails because 

these were the only kind handy. He was glad that 
they were big—the nails. They fastened Joe’s ears so securely! 
He was proud of his workmanship too—found joy in each blow 
of the hammer, a grin on his lean face. 

Joe’s ears had been too long! 

Kiely would have liked to add Joe’s tongue. 
done so had it not been difficult to catch. If Joe’s tongue hadn’t 
been as long as his ears, his ears wouldn’t have been nailed up. 
The clamor of his tongue, in wailing yaps of pain, however, saved 
his tongue—that and its slipperiness. 

Grasping Joe’s ears in his hand,—while Joe rolled on the floor 
pawing at the places where his ears had been, and yelping, — 
Kiely went straight to the bar and borrowed the hammer and the 
nails. 

The bartender expostulated mildly when he saw what was com- 
ing off—rather, going on! Kiely looked at him in that expressive 
way. The objection ceased. 

Kiely wanted others to see Joe’s ears there and take heed. Par- 
ticularly he desired Nick Burton to observe. 

Standing back to admire his work, Kiely ignored the loungers. 
They kept at respectful distance, those who were not looking after 
Joe; they made no comment aloud. Some of them were for Kiely; 
some were not. Neither made any difference to him. He was 
Kiely! He nodded approval of his job but asked for none..... 
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K = nailed Joe’s ears to the front of the bar as a 


He might have . 


WESTON TAYLOR 


Joe had his snooping for Nick Burton to thank for the 
ming. The quarrel really was between Burton and Kiely 
was one of the pawns called upon to bear the external bruat 
the conflict. ‘ 

For months it had been blazing under cover—in the gi ; 
stratum of the underworld where Kiely and Burton were - 
in a test of strength. Generally the police were willing 
them fight it out. Gamblers’ wars were in a way DOS 
Through them were eliminated certain citizens and others 
had been citizens prior to doing time—still others who ” 
been citizens and should not be. A gunman was bound @® 
here and there when the gamblers fell out. ‘el 

Up to the shearing of Joe’s ears, the Kiely-Burton 168” 
been satisfactory in its service to the community. . 
five dead—one on Kiely’s side, four on Burton's. But b 
only hirelings. Their passing could not affect the outcont 
in so far as it inflamed their principals to a speedier decisi@ 

Had there not been such a racket by the antracii™™ 
newspapers, and those but lukewarm toward it, over The 
killings, Kiely would have had Joe put out for keeps. a 
had been given, however, that on the next killing some 
be pinched. ; — : 

Any way you look at it, from the viewpoin 
dseannales among the gamblers was bad—bad. It attracted y 
notice, and that, as it gained volume, notified the 
state of affairs. Then there had to be a clean-up; 100* 
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wred Ears 
ings. compelled the squads to go out again with fire-axes and 
‘sagithe right places, there to smash things. Thus must the 

wad that the town never would be allowed to become 
sessarily the lid had to go on for a while. With the 
flown, protection was worth about as much as German 


B graft-ring was robbed of its revenue—an intolerable 
= 







Shoth the inside and the outside it was ground into the 
“he Burtons that somebody positively would go away 
ss any more rough-stuff. z 

la truce to remain in effect until the tumult died, when 
por supremacy could be resumed, with its inevitable 








iis’ started as purely a matter of business. Kiely’s 
Sheng infringed upon by Burton. For years this terri- 
m Kiely’s. He had obtained his mandate by self-de- 
muchis own. On occasion ere this he had fought to up- 
fewise had he paid in solid cash. 
knew that Conny Kiely controlled the gambling in 
Where did Nick Burton get license to bulge in? 
i Kiely learned of the advent of Burton, he did not 
Saeriously. He sent word indirectly that Burton should 
é crap-game he had opened in an apartment on one of 










Mion had just been frozen out across the river. He had 
mewhere. He picked on Kiely’s territory because once 
Sut bim out of business. They had been small fry then, 
Meniey, not yet getting any of the silk-stocking money. The 
etd seen each of them grow, but Kiely always had moved 
ier two in the lead. Witness his strangle-hold on a neighbor- 
i which reached over all the levels from tenements and push- 
s to duplex apartments and limousines! From top to bottom, 
m pennies to no-limit tables, he was organized to take all 












Burton had been operating about twenty minutes, figuratively, 
mn Kiely heard of his ar- 
He promptly dis- 
hed the hint to Burton to 






out. 
but it happened that Nick 
on felt tough, He was 
over having been forced 
migrate. He had been 
spering when the town 
iss the river had decided 
could get elong without 
and his soreness over 
made him tougher than 
When a henchman 
td where he was going, he 
i, out of his grouch, that 
new location would be 
By’s back yard. The old 
ie Prompted the boast. To save his 
tbe made good by biting into the silk- 
ets end of Kiely’s country. 
im Message from Kiely to vacate did 
Kiely. mprove Burton’s feelings. He had 





al brunt pet the challenge; Kiely had replied by telling him, 
Would tell a bum, to beat it. Burton’s answer 

e gat M the opening of a pool-room. He had to do 

were Kiaggeething to show that he was there to stay. 

ling WEY Could have exerted pressure upon folks who 


penciiageet Dave seen to it that Burton’s establishments 


others with monotonous and discouraging regular- 
) neve om not his way. He could handle his own 
nd 0 OE *Olice action was not desirable, though directed 


Pe antagonist. 
7 Burton I'm usually round Mike’s in the after- 
tid Kiely to a lieutenant. 
Wot refuse oa that was communicated. He 
Nhe herve. rop into Mike’s. They’d say he 
© Adi the end of the bar, his gaze negligently 
) When Burton entered. He nodded casu- 
went on listening to Fritz the bartender. Fritz 
asphemously on the favorite topic in today’s 
an: an’ th the awakening of the people to the horrors of 
an’ his guy ‘at wants a drink’s gonna get a drink, an’ 
“ gang can go be damned! Kiely harked to Fritz’s 
mile he studied Burton. 
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Burton returned the nod of greeting but did not join Kiely. He 
stopped along the bar and had what there was to be had. He did 
not look frankly at Kiely. He watched the. other man’s image 
in the mirror covertly. And while he acknowledged none, he 
noted the strategic presence of three of his henchmen. He hadn’t 
known but what Kiely might try to pull something. Nick Burton 
had the habit of traveling with a bodyguard. He was that sort. 

After a few minutes he gave Kiely a defiant glance. He had 
come to give evidence that Kiely couldn’t faze him; but he was 
going no farther. It was up to Kiely to open the conversation. 
He looked at his watch, then at the clock, to suggest that he hadn’t 
any time to waste. He squared his shoulders, pulled down the’ 
points of his vest, straightened his tie. Kiely couldn’t lead him 
by the nose. Going to the phone, he called a number and re-' 
marked that he’d be over shortly, that he would leave Mike’s 
within ten minutes. 

Returning to the bar, he got a fresh drink and turned his 
shoulder on Kiely. Another mirror allowed him to continue his 
surveillance. 

Conny Kiely smiled—as much as he ever smiled, away from 
his wife and baby, which was almost imperceptibly. He left Fritz 
in the midst of the monologue and moved on light feet along the 
bar. 

Burton stiffened. His hand slid into his coat pocket. He ob- 
served the distribution of his gunmen. As Kiely spoke at his 
side, he affected surprise. é, 

“Hello, Nick!” 

Burton turned his head leisurely to prove that he was at ease. 
First of all he noticed that Kiely’s hands were at his sides. His 
swarthy face broke into recognition: 

“Why, hello, Conny!” He drew back a step to look Kiely 


over as a long-lost friend. He preferred to have a little space 
between them. That gave him freer vision of Kiely’s mdvements. 
“Thought it looked like you up there, but I wasn’t sure. 
long time—” 


It’s a 






* Tao 


“I got you—Nick Burton. Say—who pulled 
the job?” 

“| don’t know.” 

“You don’t!" hooted the officer. “Of course 
you don’t. But you've got a good idear ! 
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Sheareg 


Burton swore audibly as. Kiely’s slim figure passed thy 
door. A minute later he too stumped out, but in comp rh 
exit was uncouth. He lacked the lithe freedom of § 
characterized Kiely. He had not the dignity of Coolness 


Mare 


“I'd an idea that you didn’t remember me, Nick.” Kiely’s col- 
orless eyes were a shade narrower. “You—living up this way 
now?” 

Burton caught his meaning. Here was another broad intima- 
tion to travel. He scowled. His quick roving eye told him that Kiely had. Nick Burton was sizzling. In the hear 
others had heard—and comprehended. He had to declare him- Kiely had granted him two days to quit. But for the 
self. he might have taken the advice. If he did, he was 9 dale. 

“In business here,” he said pointedly. Then he gave back in Quit! Like hell he would! 4? 
kind: “You belong hereabouts?” Ten hours after the expiration of Kiely’s ultimatyy 

Kiely’s cold gaze, tempered by his shadow of a smile, shifted began to happen. 
from Burton’s face down over the shoulder and arm to the pocket At two o’clock in the morning a stranger rang the by 
in which Burton’s hand rested. Unlike Burton, he did not raise Nick Burton’s flat. It was on the first floor of ap Dar 
his voice: house. 

“Been here quite a while, Nick.” The door was opened on a chain. The stranger bani 
Burton’s. His tone became silkier: card on which Nick Burton had scribbled his initials ke 
Nick!” not given it to the man who presented it. aly, “ab 

Burton’s lower lip slimed over the upper. The chain was released. The stranger stepped ini od web 
nance grew mean. shoved a gun close to the doorman’s face. Three othe t be rigl 

“Veh?” he said arrogantly. lowed him in and shut the door. 3 

“You didn’t know, of course, Nick,” said Kiely softly. “Been Behind folding doors across the narrow hall, in why 
out of town, haven’t you?” He tapped a cigarette on the bar intended for the dining-room, the game was running. 
and lighted it. were a dozen players, but this was a gentleman’s game, and 

Nick Burton knew that everyone in the place was watching The dining-table was being used, with a covering of a 
him. He had begun as the aggressor. It was his move. green baize, and taking in most of its area, a box amu 

“Not so far,” he said, “—not so far out of town.” three or four inches high to hold the dice. At the middle 

Kiely flicked the cigarette ash. “Of course, you didn’t know, side was the cutter, who dealt, and facing him was the ha 
Nick,” he repeated. His head inclined quizzically; his tone was thick rug deadened the shuffling of feet. The window 
patient—but there was a glint in his eye that warned. He paused heavily draped. But there were none of the ornate em on. 
while he let the smoke trickle lazily from the corners of his ment of the old-time gambling-house. Whip the bor sik i one at 
mouth. “Trouble’s a bad thing to go hunting, Nick. Don’t you the table, and the green covering, and there was nothing nted No eur 
find it thataway?” that gambling had been going on. You have 

Burton clucked, and smacked his lips. He drew his hand down Nick Burton was standing back smiling on the scene Mie Burto 
over his nose in an insolent gesture. were moneyed players, and the bank was faring well. Hebe to the m 

“T never run away off to a fast start, all right, in Kiely’s back yard. Soon he who W 
from trouble,” he be in Kiely’s front yard! And if Kiely insisted upon mil king gleef 
averred. His eyes fuss, he’d be digging his own grave too. For Burton was tiy out the 
wavered, glimpsed that should war take place, it would raise riot enough 0M of loose si 
his three gunmen, the whole town. Meanwhile he smiled on his gma 
and steadied. He told himself that Kiely was probably bluffing. Kiey hey aint 
smiled offensively. ; see that he himself would be put out of businessil- #4 Rothma 
“You?” he queried. - ee “Up! Everybody! And shut up!” ee oimme!” 

Kiely’s face was fe ,. The customers obeyed very much to the letter. Mii Rothman 
wintry. He had fol- more than a few gurgles and gasps broke from the Sibwolver js 
lowed Burton’s ton cursed forcefully but quietly. All eyed the eg i, 5 wind 
glance and knew in the hands of the four men who had PUSH Gd from 
that the invader was doorman into the room and stood on the thr hagun. 1 
not unaccompanied. The bandits were well dressed. Only thera... tires 
Nick wanted him to showed between their hat-brims and the MMR stomobji 
start something. chiefs knotted at the back of their heads. ance to tl 

“No; I don’t run. The one who had spoken ranged away, A 
But—” he leaned and tapped Burton for his gun. for it. Th 
his elbows on the “Come here!” He motioned the liom the ; 
bar, put his chin on over and disarmed him. BP rat-a-tat 
his hands and “Next!” The cutter approached cutter 
squinted at Burton ceived similar attention. % ed on th 
—‘“I always have “Now we'll all line up agm@ the farms h; 
sense enough to see over there,” commanded the batGiiied out 9 
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ows, and . 
door. T 
be remaid 
r speech: 
it’s the s 
handing » 


His eyes jumped back to 
“You're on the wrong lot, 


His dark counte- 


waitin’ f 
i his head 
em how 
in a hurt 
brash abo 
here Was 
ih of reli 
ward ‘thr 
Who's got 


it coming. I meet 
it before it gets a 
chance to come too 


“cept you, Nick.” He chuckled 
loop off in that corner where we @ 
you if any of you boobs makes a! 


une sprint 
| Its eng 
“nO mor 


far. And” — he 
straightened, dropped his ciga- 
rette and crushed it under his 
heel— “usually, Nick, I step on 
it—quick!” 

Burton sucked his upper lip 
again. “Yeh?” he sneered. The 
bravo in him cropped out: “I 
got a little place up street, Con- 
ny,” he grinned confidentially. 
“Breeze in sometime, and I'll 
give you a run for your money.” 

The skin shone white over 
Kiely’s cheek-bones. His pupils 
contracted to pricks of diamond- 
fire. He yawned. There was 
no use prolonging the meeting. 

“You're on the wrong lot, Nick,” he said dispassionately. 
“Think it over. Take two days to think it over—just two days. 
So long.” 

He moved away while Burton’s mouth opened on a retort. 


Tell ’em, Nick, to be good for YOrSERS windo., 
“And say, gents,” he amplified sili d, anc 
scared company fluttered to do his WAIRen he look, 
“pass round the table as you g0 be had tur 
your rolls and jewelry on it! Ane@™MANick Burt 

out a thing,”—his guns juggled meus ving the 
—“’cause we might have 4 a as 
and God help the guy that ont All he 

clean! Step lively, gents, one ata ik at Fred 
don’t crowd!” Police-stick 
They stepped lively! Throw going y 
performance, which didn’t take five — ae te on, 

Nick Burton cursed in flowing, inelegatl, inside,” 
style, but always with discreet modulation, 7 The doorm 
suspicions about the stick-up. He figured : Tush to g 

hand was in it, and he was right. The spokes citizens, 
the bandits virtually admitted that, as he & om Policem; 
some twenty-eight thousand ger and haces out mM and h 
ins with stones from the heap of Jewelry. «ered “Mes tt, YOU 
pu Taint so much of a game you've got, Nick,” he gee OW is he 
have to come again to make it pay. And we alm ™©™ Dg: 


eS rt oe ens 


Kiely shook him: 
“You'll tell me 
all about this guy, 
or. you'll go out 


of here in a box.” 
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Maxwell Smith 


as you've got 

of rts a ‘oegh life, 
he said to the gaping 
though his eyes 
of Burton, “for them as 
s at Nick Burton's. 
i it over and pass the 


” 
U 


i motioned to his three 
ows, and they packed to 
door. They faded out, 
be remained to make an- 
or speech: 
ie same old bunk 
banding you,” he added 
indly, “about mebbe we re 
and mebbe we aint. We 
ht be right back of the 
waitin’ for some fish to 
i his head out and holler! 
‘em how it is, Nick. We 
in a hurry—so don’t be 
trash about trailin’ gs 
here was a concentrated 
wih of relief as he slipped 
ward through the doors. 
Who's got a gun?” rasped 
ip one answered. 
dno gun-play. 
fm have, Rothmann,” 
hed Burton. He jumped 
to the man, a diamond- 
ier, who was sweating and 
Kling gleefully over having 
out the chamois pack- 
of loose stones in his vest 


They 


hey aint gone!” chat- 
ed Rothmann. 

imme!” shouted Burton, 
Rothmann gave. 

volver in hand, Burton 
to a window.. The cutter 
tied from another room 
hagun. Together he and 
ton threw up windows. 
automobile stood at the 
ance to the house, thirty 
away. A man was sprint- 
for it. They fired. 

tom the machine came 
mat-a-tat of an automatic. 
cutter dropped his gun, 
pped on the sill with head 
ams hanging, then 
tied out altogether. 
une sprinter was in the 

Its engine accelerated 
ho more than a purr. 
window beside Burton 
uered, and he drew back. 
he looked again the ma- 
e turned the corner. 
= “ago sgn to his patrons, who were excitedly re- 
i a dogs .. and other articles which the bandits had 
the ae taking. He damned himself for his futile 

Eat Fred succeeded in doing was to make matters worse. 
ied out there on the walk! 

me were rapping and whistles blowing. 
ars whole street was stirring. . 
itside,”” € snarled. “Let’s see how bad Fred is. Let’s get 


Windows 


— and the banker went with him. The others were 
0 get away before the police came. They were respect- 
ietan ey were, and wanted nothing to do with murder. 
in was bending over the heap on the sidewalk as 
ae men appeared. 

io al he queried, rising. 
af Bik Burton. Why hadn’t he had brain enough 
: e had played clear into Kiely’s hand. The 
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The shots were still ringing when Joe took vengeance on Burton for having sent him to the shearing. 


stick-up had been engineered by Kiely to make it appear that a 
player wasn’t safe in Burton’s place. The bandit leader had 
said as much. That would have worked sufficient injury; but 
Burton himself had made the situation infinitely worse. Had he 
not commenced shooting, he might have persuaded his customers 
to pocket their losses to escape notoriety. Now—he had drawn 
police attention not only to the hold-up, but—there was Fred. 

“He’s dead.” said the cop. “Neck broken, I guess. How’d— 
Hey, you!” The gamblers were stampeding in a body from the 
building. “Grab ’em, Bill!”—to a teammate who was coming up. 
“They in on this?”—to Burton. 

The gambler controlled himself. Fred’s death made a bad 
complication. There couldn’t be too many witnesses. 

“Ves: they were there. We had a little game on upstairs. 
We were held up—four with guns. Shot at them from the win- 
dows. He”— Burton poked a finger at the dead man—“got hit 
when they shot back, and fell out.” 









— 
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“Whyn’t you say it quicker?” snapped the cop. He instructed 
an onlooker: “Keep an eye on him,” he said, meaning the body. 
“Come on, you,” he ordered Burton and his aides, “till I phone. 
You get the car-number? Aw! How much’d they get?” 

Burton’s dark face was vengeful. His nether lip overlapped. 
He’d show Kiely! 

“It was just a friendly session,” he answered. There was no 
sense in telling too much. 

“With that mob?” grunted the cop incredulously. They were 
passing through the gamesters his partner had corraled in the 
entrance to the building. ‘The hell it was! How much’d you 
say?” 

“Oh,” Burton deprecated, “ten thousand—perhaps a little more.” 

The policeman stopped to scrutinize him in the illumination 
of the foyer, now crowded with half-dressed people. In his sup- 
pressed rage’ Burton was less prepossessing than usual. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Burton.” 

“T got you—Nick Burton.” The cop laughed. “Friendly ses- 
sion in Nick Burton’s! You’re lucky you can’t convict yourself! 
Say—who pulled the job?” 

Burton shrugged, but his beady eyes glittered. “I don’t know.” 

“You don’t!” hooted the officer. “Of course, you don’t. But 
I'll lay a bet you’ve got a good idear! Think it over before 
the inquest. That car’s a thousand miles away by now.” 

And it was—if not a thousand miles, at least far enough away 
to insure the escape of its occupants. .... 

The other killings came in a bunch a month or so later. They 
were incidental. The collectors rallied to Kiely. There had been 
few complaints while he was in sole control of the territory. The 
horning in of Burton promised to ruin business. They put pres- 
sure on him, but though unable to operate, he persisted in prose- 
cuting the feud. 

In an attempt to even the score by holding up Kiely’s pet 
game, Burton lost two men. A pair of Kiely’s gorillas argued ex- 
temporaneously with one of the Burton crew; one Kiely alone 
survived. There were minor clashes in which several were 
wounded, or in which ineffectual 
shots were fired to the danger 
of passers-by. 

Then the growing recklessness 
of the conflict brought such pub- 
lic denunciation of the police 
that the word went out which 
led to the shearing of Joe’s 
















Joe was not a fighting man. 
He was a snooper. That was 
what brought about the wrath of 
Kiely directly upon him. 

If there was a dark page in 
the life of Mary Kiely, that was 
her concern and her husband’s. 
In these circles it isn’t good 
form to worry about the past 
of some one else. To dig it up 
for use is a form of suicide. 
Eternally moseying around with 
his long ears cocked, Joe some- 
where picked up an earful about 
Mary. Nobody knew much 
about the girl Kiely had mar- 
ried a few years before—till Joe 
came through with the dope. 
Grinning, Joe took it to Nick. 
“What yuh know about Kiely’s 
dame?” 

Burton was browsing over the 
meager consolation that he was 
carrying Kiely down with him- 
self. He didn’t see what Mary 
Kiely had to do with the affair. 
At the moment he was absorbed 
in trying to find a man to go 
bump off Kiely; but the gun- 
men were gun-shy because of the 
standing promise that some one, 
anyone, surely would be rail- 
roaded for the next shooting. 
The gangster knows when to 
take a straight tip and lie low. 


“Don’t go, Conny. Let’s not go back.” 






















































Sheared 


“What about her?” growled Burton. He was close j 
whipped. The bank-roll was getting low; there had hea 
drains:on it for professional services in the art of murder 
all for nothing, now that his rats were afraid to go op y 
battle. Burton glossed the fact that he himself was cold 
—— of provoking a personal and final encounte | 

iely. 

Joe looked carefully about the corner of the hotel lobby 
he had come upon Burton glooming. He didn’t want any 
to hear—not yet. 

“She’s wanted in Denver,” he whispered hoarsely, 

Nick Burton’s head came up. He got Joe’s thought Ty 
a weapon against Kiely. 

“For what?” 24 

“Assault,” related Joe. “Cut a guy bad. It'd beam 
indicted.” ee 

Nick Burton curled up in the corner of the lounge 
became more swarthily cruel. If only he could stem 
he didn’t care what means he used. A woman 
a good leverage. ; 

“You sure, Joe?” He puffed through his nose ang 
hands as though Kiely already were between them, @ 

“Yeh!” Joe was positive of his information, as 4 
guy ’at knows her. He made her sure. She sk 
.... Got a hundred, Nick?” His hand opened@ 
palm upward, on his knee. It was worth a hundred 
Burton gave it to him while he calculated the poss 
did not explain that Mary Kiely had an even chance 
on the charge of felonious assault—that her victim: 
her. Joe was accomplished in peddling his stuff 

“Row in a roadhouse it was, Nick,” he explained 
him up wit’ a steak-carver. Yuh could swing it 
there’s a guy round what’s onto her—pal of the g 
But yuh can hold him down. Y’know.” 

Burton’s lip sucked inward. He knew, but—but i 
crave to be the person who conducted negotiations with Ki 
this basis. Conny Kiely seemed to have some foolish seal 
toward his wife. He might act before he thought the» 
time. Aside from the involvement of his wife, the fact th 
was dealing with a potential squealer was sufficient. to inf 
Kiely. He would be under no misapprehension about wo 
going to squeal. Nick Burton preferred to have some gu 
that Kiely would listen to reason. He elected Joe to obtain 

“Go see Kiely— Wait a minute!” He stilled Joe's protest 
offered two hundred dollars. “Just tell him that I’ve mets 
from Denver. That’s all you know—see? I've got some 
on this bird and can keep him shut—tell Kiely that. And! 
to talk it over with Kiely if he’s ready tod 
See?” ¢s, I like 
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“Yeh—but—” Joe’s fingers itched for the ¢ it doe 
but he wasn’t crazy about the mission. | hour 
“You'll be O. K., Joe,” said Burton py 


don’t know anything. You don’t even bE thrown 
look wise. All you sAiian 
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tell him I said Td 
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SPARKS 
THAT FLASH 
IN 
THE NIGHT 
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| like your stuff, Hollis," pursued Murchison, “‘—only it doesn’t come off in real life.” 


URCHISON, one of the best critics this country 

has ever produced, told me that he liked my stuff 

, because it was so plumb full of romance. “Every 
a potential Romeo, and loves a lover,” he observed. He was 

fat my house, or more accurately, my mother’s house. I was 
iaing young author that happened to be making a go of it. 


Ms, I like your romance stuff, Hollis,” pursued Murchison, 


y it doesn’t come off in real life!” 
half-hour later he was squinting through almost closed eyes 
Til take you!” he said—a little bitterly, I thought. I 
thrown down the gauntlet to him. I’d prove that there was 
all about us—that romance is the most common or 


i variety of existence we find. Only we don’t recognize it 


we see it—or are experiencing it. 

pate young, Hollis—delightfully young!” was all he said. 
med!” I exclaimed. “But you come up into my wireless 
and listen to the romance that comes in bunches right out 


meait, Isn’t it romance for some one in Maine to talk through 


to some one in Ohio—to converse with some one you don’t 

) hever will know and probably ought not to know? Talk 

rg for spirits to return? You've got a legion of voices 

H ihe air every night!” 

cae? about it!” said Murchison cynically. 

ee of retorted. And here’s the story. Murchison is 

_? It, Of course, Murchison is not his real name. If 

i> OF described him, many an author in this country 
W at once whom I meant. 

tine | i my wireless-room. I was a consulting engineer 

©, going on thirty, unmarried, and a “sure-pop” kind of 

the Ta things terribly hard. I held even then a contriv- 
; ae which made poles unnecessary, and gave 

Tange = my spark of eight hundred miles. I could 

hice liad any other spark if I shot the thing out with 


+ 


me you doing?” he asked as I pounded away with a 


mt hin coming 


t made him pay attention. It was my game 
Calling Hitchcock,” I answered. 


oh. His little girl’s got the flu, and I haven’t heard 


from him today. She’s better. His wife’s got pneumonia, he’s 
afraid.” 

“Who’s Hitchcock?” 

I shook my head. “Picked him up one night,” I answered, egging 
him on. “Lot of fellows like that I know.” 

“Um-mm! Picked him up?” That thought seemed to stay by 
Murchison. I saw his body grow rigid for an instant; his breath 
seemed to be taken in to the full capacity of his lungs, and I knew 
he had something on his mind. 

I was listening in, of course, while talking. “It’s Benny Leon- 
ard, on points, in eight rounds,” I announced. Then I gave an 
abrupt exclamation: 

“Here’s some big stuff coming in!” 

I waited to get considerable about this episode before imparting 
it. Murchison was getting the feel of the mysterious reaches of 
the air—just what I meant him to sense. 

“The Prudence, one of the big Sound boats, is ashore in the 
snowstorm somewhere between Bridgeport and New Haven. 
They're sending S. O. S.’s, and shooting rockets. Want to hear 
a real S. O. S. once?” Murchison listened in. “I’m sorry I 
don’t know Morse,” he said thoughtfully, handing the ear-piece 
back to me. 

We had excitement enough during the next hour. The air for 
a time was clogged up with wireless messages crossing. Three 
other Sound boats were nosing their way carefully to where they 
thought the Prudence might be. A destroyer had put out from 
New London. I caught the story of tugs making speed for 
Bridgeport and New Haven. There was a call for Red Cross. 
All these things I repeated to Murchison—gleefully. 

He shook his head. “That’s excitement; it isn’t romance,” 
he maintained. “Well,” I rejoined, “I’ll bet there’s romance being 
made right now on that boat. Hang it all, it’s all around us, 
walks by us every day, and we poor simps can’t pick it out when 
it’s there!” 

“That may well be, for I might as well say that there’s one right 
in this room, now!” 

“Simp?” I asked. 

“Romance,” he said, to my surprise. 
amount of original thinking during these last two hours. 


“T’ve done an unusual 
As a 
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Sparks That Flash in they 


matter of fact, I’m going to tell you something I’ve told mighty 
few people in my life. I’ve an uncompleted romance in my own 
life. Once in so often the thing wells up and carries me back, 
poignantly. The name of that Sound steamer has let the whole 
thing surge up anew. Prudence. Prudence Atherton!” 

“Hollis,” he went on, “I’m going to give you a ripping good 
test. And if you succeed, I can’t tell you what it’ll mean to me. 
Find Prudence Atherton for me—with that apparatus there. Out 
of the air. If she isn’t dead, she’s somewhere in this country, 
I believe. I feel it. I knew her, twenty-five years ago. Perhaps 
you’ve imagined you've been in love; but no man ever—” 

He lapsed into thoughtful silence. His eyes fastened them- somewhere came the faint message: i 
selves on my spark, which I'd involuntarily tested. “It made no Prudence Atherton replying. .... Prudence Athan 
difference to me that she was a college widow, at New Haven, ing Are you there Hollis Montclair?” a 
and older than I. I'd have married her in a minute, if she’d only Did I shoot my spark? Rather! 


there.was quite a little story about it in one of the 
dailies. ge 
I had begun to despair and to feel like a fool for mim 
plunge into this impossible contest. I felt the chagrin 
the mature, dispassionate and yet disappointed eye of 
at my table within two nights—when suddenly, out g 
came weakly, stutteringly and almost imperceptibiys 
“Hollis Montclair Hollis Montclair.” ; 
I had had a not inconsiderable number of frankly y 
tary remarks shot at me out of that same void dum 
evenings, and I sized this up for another attack. By 
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said yes, instead of chaffing me—and 
yet, on the last night I saw her, there 
was something in her eyes—I wonder 
if she still—” 

Murchison fell to brooding. My 
own heart began to pound. A thou- 
sand-to-one shot—yes! But the air 
was the realm of the mysterious. 
Hadn’t Marconi been saying that in 
his belief the people in some planet, 
millions of miles away, were trying 
to tell us something? How infinitely 
more possible it might be for me, 
just by chance, to find for this gaunt, 
tall, phlegmatic, and to many people 
mysterious Murchison, this woman 
of long ago! 

My spark was strong as steel that 
night, and it set up a great staccato 
story. I kept it up. I saw his eyes 
fixed piercingly on me. When I 
stopped, he asked: “What’s it all 
about?” 

“Here’s the thing I’ve been shoot- 
ing out to everyone within eight hun- 
dred miles that’s listening: ‘Page 
Prudence Atherton. Page Prudence 
Atherton. Reply Hollis Montclair. 
Reply Hollis Montclair’.” 

“By Jove!” was all he said. I lis- 
tened now for a considerable time, 
while we both were silent. 

Then I couldn’t help laughing. I 
fancied Murchison’s face flushed. 
“A chap in Scranton asks what. the 
Jane looks like, and if she’s in the 
movies?” Murchison didn’t smile. 
“She lived in New Haven from 1892 
to 1895,” he said simply. 

So I added that information to 
my message. I jammed out a lot of 
other senders, no doubt, but I was 
already desperately interested in this 
quest. My apparatus was ruthless, 
and undoubtedly made a hundred ears 
sick and tired of the name of Pru- 
dence Atherton, living in New Haven 
from 1892 to 1895, information 
wanted urgent, communicate Hollis 
Montclair. 


Finally Murchison rose to go. “Don’t give me any more leads,” 
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No author writing fiction in the 
English language has won greater 
popularity wherever people are able 
to read than E. Phillips Oppenheim. 
Perhaps this is because he always 
has a story to tell and his people 
are always real—the sort of people 
you'd like to know. In the next 
number Mr. Oppenheim begins an 
association with 
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Henceforth all his new short stories will 
first be read by the increasing thousands 
who turn to this magazine monthly for 
the last word in fiction. The series of 
stories beginning in the next—the Novem- 
ber —number all revolve around an Amer- 
ican business man, who, after a period of 
war service, finds himself, the war over, in 
London. There and on the Continent he 
undergoes a series of remarkable adven- 
tures, all grouped under the collective title 
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And I listenedss 
“IT get you..... We 
want of Prudence?? ™& 
I thought for an ing 
that I had her, what dig 
had it! “I talk for Will 
son!” I replied repeatedly 
further answer came! 
No answer that night! 
It must be a hoax! 
was putting one over on 
to bed angry and humilial 
The next night I wasii 
less-room again. I started! 
ly with “Prudence Athena 
was really remarkable wh 
of lurid language it 
spire, language quite emb 
any Prudence Atherton @ 
The world was certainly 
up on that woman! 
I strained my ears. 
half-past nine I was Tem 
message—just a bit strompe 
the previous night: 4 
“Hollis Montclair. - 2 
does William Murchisoma 
I had a fearful feeling 
unknown operator was. 
rickety apparatus that® 
apart if a spark of 
length could once dew 
of it. : 
Then I got suspicious 
these amateur air-houndy 
So I shouted out into § 
machine: “How dol ® 
are on the level?” UI 
wasn’t a nice way to aa 
but. time was short, and 
was long. es; 
“Ha-ha!” came back 
She had a delicious sense 
obviously. Then begat 
long, horrifyingly interm 
message. The se : 
well up on technique, tia 
tent was wonderf 
my breath waiting for® 
thing to finish up: -% 
“Ask Murchison 
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Peterkin at Yale, and who gave him the beautiful 
the red bars all over it.” el 
I was perspiring. I waited. “Who are your 
I kept calling. Finally I got two more replies, 
“What is your address in Montclair?” and 
“Have Murchison ‘there tomorrow night eight 
will talk with him then.” o 
It was now eleven-thirty, or I would have called: 
at his home in Short Hills. I couldn’t get to 58 
time. And the first thing in the morning, I had Bim 
“What?” The man was clearly profoundly @ 
message. “She called me Peterkin? Sure? ng 
that tie. I’d never wear it, even for her!” 1 om 
laughing over the phone. “Will I come tonight? 
Well, it would be a wonderful evening for him: 
At eight-thirty Murchison and I sat in the ¥ 


I said. “I’m hipped on this project. And I guarantee I wont 
make a single further inquiry of you, or about you, that would 
give me a lead that doesn’t come out of the air. And now, how 
long will you give me to supply you with the clue to Prudence 
Atherton’s present abode unless she—” . 

“One week!” he Said, ignoring the implication of my last 
words. “Wont you invite me to dine with you here again a 
week from tonight? I’m fascinated with this little wireless room 
—and what it may lead to.” 

I had him. He had fallen for the romance of the air! It was 
almost incredible to me that I should succeed, but I put in all my 
spare time for the next five nights in jamming the story out, 
ad nauseam. I realized that I was acting like a buccaneer of the 
air. I was getting actual curses from far and near. But my 
name, “Prudence Atherton,” was getting across; and one morning 
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Mother stepped aside. I saw now a slight, wonderfully beautiful girl. 
She stood beside the Juno-like figure. “‘Peterkin!"’ exclaimed Juno. 
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as death! The miserable wireless messages were scooting oack 
and forth this evening, and the air conditions weren’t good. I 
became a bit panicky, fearful that we’d miss out altogether on 
that ramshackle sending-apparatus that she was evidently using. 

Suddenly the telephone-bell in my wireless-room rang. 

I swore inwardly, and took the receiver from the hook. 

“Heavens above!” I gasped a moment later. Murchison 
looked intently at me. She, Prudence, was on the wire! I 
breathed: “She said: ‘Ten minutes more!’ and was gone!” 

“Where was she?” demanded Murchison. “She went off the 
line too soon for me to ask,” I explained. 

So we waited, fixing our eyes on the clock. 

Ten minutes, and more, and nothing happened. Then, to my 
great irritation, I heard my mother’s soft step in the hall outside. 
The door of the wireless-room was closed. Mother knocked. I 
shot a glance at Murchison, angry, I’m afraid, even at my own 
mother. I opened the door, with my finger on my lips. 

My mother was smiling. Behind her stood a woman—large, 
commanding in presence, gray-haired, tall. I couldn’t under- 
stand why in the world Mother wanted to show the wireless-room 
to anyone, just now! Of course, I had said nothing to her about 
Murchison’s romance. 

Mother stepped aside. I saw now a slight, wonderfully beauti- 
ful girl in the hallway. She stood beside the Juno-like figure. 
The latter personage was gazing intently into the room. 

“Peterkin!” exclaimed Juno. She came hurriedly into the room 
now, with a really glorious smile on her face. Murchison, who 
had risen to his feet as my mother knocked, stepped backward in 
absolute surprise—then forward, with hands outstretched. 

“Prudence!” 

And there they stood, looking at each other, absorbed in each 
other, while Mother and the unknown girl and I stood and looked 
on. The impossible had happened! 

Murchison and the woman were silent. I could see their eyes. 
They glowed with mem- 
ories and _ recollections 
and affection. Nothing 
could be plainer to me 
than that. 


















“You're the—the fellow at the 
other end of the—air?”’ I gasped. 
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“Goodness gracious!” spoke up Prudence suddenly, 4 
me forget everything. My goodness, but I am gigas 
again, Peterkin Murchison! Peterkin, I want yoy 
daughter, Priscilla!” 

“Daughter!” Murchison spoke in a kind of startled 
himself. “Daughter?” Prudence nodded in great gm 
had all the right in the world to be proud. 1 
“I’m sure—I’m sure I’m delighted to meet you, 
ton!” 

The girl smiled delightfully. “Of course my name 
ton. It’s Putnam. And I’m delighted to know youn 
spoken so often of you!” 3 

Murchison dropped back and relinquished her} 
Peterkin, John was awfully sorry he couldn’t comm 
Philadelphia and meet you again. Don’t you remembam 
nam, who was a senior when you were a freshman? 
you think Priscilla resembles him?” 3 

“You married Handsome—John Putnam?” Murchine 
to find it hard to grasp. He stammered. “Prudence fg 
gratulate you!” 

I said to myself that the man was taking it stand 
soldier! Instantaneously there came over me the . 
daughter—if the mother is no longer possible?” Instani 
also I felt the twinge of relinquishing her to Murchison 
I had the slightest claim; but still, she was a wonderful yg 

“Hollis,” said Murchison, quietly, but with a smile obs 
“would you mind my using your phone for a moment” 

We waited silently while he tried to get his number, 
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“Hello? . . . . Short Hills, 43576? . . . . Oh is that 
Dolly? . .., . Dolly, just listen to this! Prudence is here 
Hollis’ . . . . Absolutely! And, Dolly, whom do you supe 


married? John Putnam! What do you know about that! 
she’s got a picture of a daughter—nearly as pretty as oun!’ 
I sank into a chair. But the wretch went on with thitg 
smile: 
“Dolly, get Philip to bring you over in the car. Har 
come too! I know the Hollises will be glad to see you } 
come the south way, round the mountain. Why, youl 
seen Prudence since Yale days, have you? What? (hj 
fectly bully!” 
And he cast an admiring and chummy gaze at Prudent, 
returned it. 
“Prudence,” he said, “that’s Dolly Havens, the pro 
daughter. She’s been Mrs. Murchison going on nineteetj 
When I told her this morning I was going to tal 
you tonight, she said she*was crazy to see yu 
And—well, well—old Handsome John, eh? Ludy 
John!” . 
Prudence and Murchison had gone 
stairs with Mother. They hadn't seems 
think at all of the young and glorious a 9 
who had come with her glad parent. Asi 
mother, for some reason, had forgotten 
her to follow the two old lovers down the 
ing stairway. She herself had not forgot 
follow, however. 
This girl Priscilla and I looked at eaha a 
I was horribly impolite, I know, for 1 i 
look my fill of her, and it couldn't bt 
Fatt. was, my hunger for romance lat 
absolutely and diabolically uns# 
evening, and now this divine crealilt 


before me. ; 
“So you're ‘Page Prudence Atherton} 
Montclair” are you?” she asked mischier 
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showing an elusive and altogether “bed 
dimple. «Mound 
Thad a revelation—a spark flashed # Four at 
night of my bewilderment. io 
“You're the—the fellow at the oi *. the ln 
of the—air?” I gasped. So while 
She nodded. “I’ve tried to keep @ ; 
tle I learned of sending during the URS fin: 
you're also the Mr. Hollis who writes tered 4 
derful romances that aren't at all 1000 Purpose 
aren’t you?” she continued. ( vidently : 






son wasn’t the only one who tho 

improbable! ) a 
“T am,” I replied, enunciating clearly 
now I’m going to live a —a .s , 
to life, but which I don’t inten@ MAS 
g 


















THE YELLOW HORDE 


By HAL G. EVARTS 


Illustrated by 
CHARLES LIVINGSTON BULL 


The story so far: The wolf-hunter Collins heard the 
coyotes howling. “The little devils!” he chuckled. “Men 

t wipe’em out. There'll be a million coyotes left to 
howl when the last man dies!” : 

And then it was that Collins caught a new howl—that 
of a breed-wolf, a@ cross between coyote and wolf, possess- 
ing the cunning of the coyote and the strength of the wolf. 

The coming: of Breed brought changes in the wild; for the 
coyotes learned to run with him and thus to hunt in a pack. 


and the jaws clamped on but two toes. He fought 
oo his strength, backing up to gain slack in the 
ached him owing all his weight and force into his spring as he 
self into the air, only to be jerked violently to the 
ode the end of the chain. 
tp phy teed and four times the breath was almost 
pede y as he smashed down on his side. As he rose 
pee: he suddenly stiffened, standing rigidly in one 
tray shape | air rose along his spine. Twenty feet away a 
it killer wi — in the sage. Breed knew it was the mid- 
tag omg ad left such sinister evidence of his handiwork 
7 mn of a hills—and there was no doubt of 
ow wolf was handicapped and knew that 
ge hance, but he did not storm and rage aloud as a dog 
ih tlhe gic his was the coyote way. He backed up inch by 
“dt wed above the trap-stake, and this move gave him a 
bear cid fange each way. 
_G not fear traps with the full knowledge of their 
%, by The Red Book Corporation. All rights reserved, 


Baste great paw had not squarely centered the trap, 


Collins swore to get Breed, but trap and bullet and poison- 
bait failed. Perhaps more dangerous for Breed was his 
friendship with Collins’ half-wild pet Shady, a cross between 
coyote and dog. Eventually Shady eloped with him. 
Shortly thereafter a huge wolf tried to capture her; but 
Breed, aided by his coyote friends Cripp and Peg, drove off 
the invader. The wolf, however, did not forget, but bided 
his time. That time came when Breed, lured to the neigh- 
borkhood of Collins’ cabin by Shady, stepped into a trap. 


powers and limitations as the coyotes did, but with the super- 
stitious dread of the wolf. In common with all his kind, he had 
merely avoided instead of investigating this danger, and now his 
understanding could not distinguish between a trap that was set 
and one that was sprung and harmless. 

The clank of the trap-chain delayed his attack. He feared that 
the thing which clamped his enemy’s foot might leap out and 
seize his own. The killer circled his victim, and the yellow wolf 
turned round and round in the same spot, keeping his bared fangs 
toward his foe. The trap-chain- kinked and twisted till it gave 
him less than a foot of play. Only his insane hatred of Breed 
led Flatear to brave his horror of that sound of grating steel—but 
he came in close at last, crouched and sprang. Breed ‘leaned 
sharply to one side and met him with a side slash of teeth, but the 
weight of his enemy threw him, and he felt the killer’s teeth cut 
cleanly into his shoulder and slide along the bone. Flatear reversed 
his snap so swiftly that it seemed but a double swing of his head; 
yet the second swing drove his teeth along Breed’s neck and laid 
open a six-inch gash, As Breed struggled to his feet, the wolf’s 
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fangs sliced at his throat and ripped it open, but 
not deep enough to kill. 

Then it was, however, that a loop of the kinked 
trap-chain was tightened on Flatear’s toes by Breed’s 
convulsive backward dodge, and a ghastly fear that 
he himself was trapped swept through him, trans- 
cending even the lust to kill the yellow wolf. He 
made one wild leap for safety—and the tightening 
kink cracked his toes and threw him, the same lurch 
dragging Breed down with him, and they rolled into 
a furious tangle of- clashing teeth and rattling steel. 

Out in the night the coyotes were moving in from 
all directions in answer to the call Breed had sent 
out ten seconds before the steel jaws gripped him. 
Shady was trotting leisurely up to the saddle to meet 


Shady’s rage boiled 

over and = swept 

down upon him with | 

a furious burst of \ 
barking. 


her lord and mate—the mate 

whose life was flowing out 

through a score of ugly rents. 

Breed’s strength was ebbing 

fast, and he no longer had the 

power to put killing force behind his 

teeth. Flatear snapped aimlessly, 

his mind half crazed by that fear- 

some pinching of the chain on his 

toes. He felt it loosen and slip off, and he leaped clear of the spot. 

A shape moved over the edge of the saddle, and the next instant 
Shady drove straight at the gray assassin, raging as she came, the 
dog in her boiling to the surface. But before she reached him, a 
yellow streak split the night, and Peg’s teeth crunched on the wolf’s 
hind leg, the little coyote’s deadly silence contrasting queerly with 
Shady’s fighting shrieks. The big wolf fled from this combined 
attack, one hind leg sagging as he ran, the muscle torn raggedly 
across by Peg’s one snap. Once more Breed was indebted to 
Shady and his coyote followers. 

But Breed was far gone. He struggled to rise but fell back 
again and lay still, the blood oozing from his wounds. He raised 
his head and looked at Shady, and for a single instant his mouth 
opened and his red tongue lolled out in friendly greeting, showing 
his spirit still intact even though his. body was slit in ribbons; 
then he lowered his head flat between his paws and moved nothing 
but his eyes. 

Shady crept close to him and licked his wounds. The coyote 
pack came up in pairs and circled about their stricken leader, 
some of them squatting on their haunches as they regarded his 
plight, others moving restlessly about; all of them silent as the 
grave, the only sound in the notch being Shady’s continuous low 
wails as she implored her mate to rise and follow her. 

The bitter frost claimed Breed’s swollen foot and stiffened it, 
numbing all sense of pain. He felt comfortable and content. Then 
Peg moved up and sniffed critically at the trapped foot. He set 
his teeth in it, but Breed did not flinch. The three-legged coyote 
crouched beside him and turned his head sidewise, the right side 
of his jaws flat on the trap, his teeth sliding along the cold steel 
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frozen flesh, mr: 
dulled to all sensat 
Breed felt no pain, § 
viewed this amas 
closely and whined 
anxiety as it pros 
Peg sliced the meg § 
the two toes, set his { 
firmly across the bong 
crunched just one 9 
he hooked one {op 
over the trap and seni 
it away from 
sprawling hind ley 


severed toes Temaining j 


the trap. 

Peg’s lips and gums 
the right side of his 
were seared and } 
from contact with 
chilled steel of the 
raw patches of flesh 


ing where the skin bd 


hered to the frosted sx 
and had been wr 

loose. He nursed { 
wounds with his hot tong 


and fiery twinges of 


racked him; but he did not whine. He curled up and 
for an hour, then rose and nipped Breed’s flank. The 
had stopped the flow of blood from Breed’s cuts, and 
pain of the nip roused him from the stupor. He struggled 
feet and stood swaying while Shady bounced around him 
joyous yelps. Then he set off for the hills, moving ata 
with his head drooping weakly. 
The next morning Collins stood and looked down at thet 
great toes in the trap. 


“Pegged him,” he commented aloud. “Pegged old Breed 


be minus two hind toes from now on out—but he could lost 
toes off each foot and still beat the game. The whole coyotet 
must have been up here to look him over, from the number 
tracks.” 

When Collins returned to his shack, he found six stod 
awaiting him. The stampede of the sheep and the big kill 


his trail. After gorging on warm meat at night a wolfn 
sluggishly the following day; his muscles lack snap; his will 
leaky; and a good horse can wear him down. Twice in his 
year Breed had been harried far across the foothills by bar 


ning horses, and now the first spitting flakes of a coming sim 


brought recollections of those desperate races and roused, 
uneasiness to such a pitch that he set off for the hills and rem 
there till the wind had piled the snow and cleared long sit 
which made tracking from a running horse impossible. 
The sheep-men at the cabin informed Collins of the big 
and their tale was punctuated by every possible epithet apple 


to the coyote tribe. Collins, owning no sheep, was in 2 pos 


to view the killing in a more philosophical light than they: 


“You can’t rightly blame ’em,” he said. “Men raise pst 
to kill ’em in cold blood; coyotes kill ’°em when theyre ™ 


Two sides to it, ‘cording to whether you're a coyote or am 


The stockmen stated the purpose of their visit. Their a9 


tion had raised the bounties, making it profitable for wolfes 
hunt even in the summer months when pelts were unpre 
valueless; the price for spring pups was raised to equal the 1 
posted for adults; and now the association would furnish 
poison for all wolfers, and advocated its use all through the 

They stated their belief that this system, if followed rut 
would result in the practical extermination of praie ™ 
They rested their case and anxiously awaited the Coyote*™ 

verdict on their plan. 

Collins shook his head. “Part of it’s good,” he told a 
part of it’s dead wrong. Anyhow, you can't kill oa 
told you so for twenty years, and I stand on what 
There'll be a million coyotes left to how! when the last mat 
The raise on summer bounties is a good move—a mae a 


to kill shedders at that price; and the pup-bounty will set 
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by Breed’s pack up in the hills had enraged the sheepmen. Tigi 
had confidently expected that some man would collect Bre 
scalp on a fresh tracking-snow, but while every rider had se 
the foothills for Breed’s tracks after every storm, no man 
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Hal G. Evarts 


- ay out their dens. But your main plan was laid out by men 
‘ don’t savvy the coyote mind.” Collins leaned forward and 
one forefinger in the open palm of his other hand to 
nas his point. ° . * y of 
Voy let this all-year poison idea slide. You mark me: if you 
» that on, you'll loce—more ways than one. I know ’em! A 
we will take a chance on guns and traps, but he’s superstitious 
these strychnine baits. After a few turn up on the range 
4 a dose of it, the rest will quit your line. Your traps wont 
mone catch. There’s only one time to use it, and that’s after 
‘ve bait-trapped and trail-trapped till only the wisest are left. 
hen shoot the whole range full of poison—get it all out at once 
Vinock off all you can. Then take your poison up and quit! 
‘mw hear me—quit! Then they'll sort of halfway forget before 
gther year, and you can spring it again. ; ; 
“m a-telling you the facts,” pursued Collins, “Sf you leave 
ison scattered round loose for six months, you'll see coyotes 
seasing fast, and there'll be hell to pay amongst your sheep; 
break behind two ways at once. There'll be just enough 
t forget themselves and take on a poison feed to keep the rest 
the notion of passing up all dead meat. They wont even touch 
mis or winter-killed stock. When they’re hungry, they’ll make 
til—and they'll work on your sheep. I’ve stripped off three 
nes more pelts than any wolfer that’s mixed poison with his 
s Now my trap-line is played out, and as long as there’s noth- 
else to be done, I’m going to throw poison into ’em for a 
mth—and quit.” The Coyote Prophet had spoken. 
As Breed lay convalescing slowly from his injuries, he 
d the potential and real dangers of his chosen range, 
knowing that the one horror which he feared 
e than all else combined was about to sweep 
mugh the foothills. His former attitude toward 
tear had been one of aversion for his gruesome 
mctices, but with no touch of personal enmity. But 
gray wolf had not only pounced on 
im at a season when mating was past and 
g-wolves at peace, but had almost torn 
im to shreds while he was helpless in the 
bof a trap. Breed now felt a terrible 
fred growing in him, a desire to kill the 
ting gray beast as soon as he gained 
tient strength to take his trail. 
Breed was too weak to hunt, but there 
ws enough of the coyote in Shady to 
ai her to rustle food for her mate. For 
We days Breed lived wholly upon the 
of meat which 
iady purloined from the 
wen bait piled against 
lins’ “shack—the meat 
hich he intended to poison 
i stew all across the 
age a8 soon as he had 
ed taking up his traps. 
m the sixth night Shady 
d that the whole of 
‘great stack of meat had 
murely vanished, and near 
ming she returned with- 
it food. 
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Breed’s Strength had 
owed steadily back to him, 
the craved meat. By 
watvhis hunger was a hoi- 
Then suddenly 
t there was 
two wy west of 
4. + Wild was square 
lis back, so that he 
: not Possibly have 
ee it, any man 
ho had seen him rise from 
head for meat 
at hy two miles down- 
» Would have charged 
na wat. mysterious aoe 
ie Knowledge that  trnaalanle 
ate supposed to _-* tes 
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locate animal carcasses; the location of winter-killed stock or 
range cows mired down in an alkali bog is pointed out to them at 
a distance of several miles; game-wardens make use of it to locate 
the illegal kills of poachers, and rangers to locate the kills of 
cougars and wolves: in all countries there are meat-eating birds, 
and their flights reveal much to practiced eyes. 

Breed’s mysterious information came from seeing an eagle pitch 
down far to the west of him. Two minutes later another swooped 
from another angle. Ravens and magpies winged toward the spot 
—and Breed set off at once toward the converging lines of their 
flight. His hunger overcame his dislike for daylight traveling, but 
he held to high ground instead of the valleys. 

He came to the edge of a shallow basin devoid of all vegetation 
except an occasional spear of grass, chalk-white patches on the 
surface of the earth showing it to be an alkali sink. A hundred 
yards beyond the last tongue of sage that reached out into it, 
Breed could see a quarter of beef, two eagles jealously guarding it. 
Magpies and ravens flitted about, waiting for their share of the 
feast. One of the eagles made frequent moves to scatter them 
when they came too close, rushing at them with a queer hopping 
run, his wings half spread and trailing back. Breed could plainly 
hear the snapping of his powerful beak. 

The larger eagle suddenly took flight, rising with awkwardly 


The life they led was essentially 
a family life, and they had no 


interests outside the family circle, 
ceeds Live? (oN DULL. 
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flapping wings and cutting eccentric loops and curves, each dip 
calling forth a raucous scream. He fought his way to a height of 
two hundred -yards, then lost all muscular control and fell loosely 
to the ground, his mate taking wing as he smashed down on the 
flat. 

A vague dread seized Breed. He watched the magpies close 
in to the feed. A score of them took the air at half-minute inter- 
vals, fluttered wildly and with a spasmodic jerking of their long 
tails, and pitched down in death. The rest of them left the meat. 
Breed’s mind again proved capable of associating ideas, of con- 
structing theories from known facts. The birds had ‘been alive. 
There were no clanking traps or sound of gunshots to account for 
it—yet they had died. Their crazy flappings had been in sharp 
contrast to their usual grace when in the air. Their actions had 
not been normal, and Breed someway thought of the ways of 
poisoned coyotes. He had never seen a-poisoned horse or cow, 
or till now a poisoned bird—had always believed it an affliction of 
coyotes alone; yet he felt the quickening of long-dormant fears. 
He knew that meat was poisoned, and he would not go near. He 
drew farther back in the sage and rested till night. 

He started out with Shady at dusk, and they were joined by Peg 
and his mate, the four of them hunting together. Peg killed a 
jack-rabbit, and Breed’s share of it partially satisfied the gnawing 
of his hunger. As he traveled on, he sampled the wind for some 
sign of the gray killer. It had narrowed down to a feud between 
the yellow wolf and the gray, an undying hatred, and whenever 
they next met, there would be one of them whose trail the coyotes 
would never again cross on the range. 

Then all thought of hunger, all thought of his feud with Flatear, 
everything but stark horror, was suddenly swept from Breed’s 
mind. A horrid, racking cough sounded from straight ahead. A 
coyote whisked into the open and bounced toward them with 
bucking leaps, strangling and gagging as-he came, then whirled and 
snapped at himself, the froth dripping and foaming from his jaws, 
and the moonlight reflecting from his set, staring eyes. They drew 
away from him, and he writhed on the ground in nasty convulsions 
—stiffened and stretched out with his eyes bulging from their 
sockets and glaring forth in death. 

Breed headed for the hills, and Shady and the two coyotes clung 
close to his flanks, as if numbers relieved the horror of the thing 
they had just seen. 

Three times before they reached the hills they were terrified 
by the appearance of former friends who had suddenly been 
stricken into foaming maniacs. Breed turned on the first rise of 
the hills and howled. The members of the coyote pack read the 
message. Breed was bidding farewell to the land of sage. Per- 
haps he knew that he would never see the gray foothills again. 

Six pairs of coyotes gathered toward his cry. They had seen 
much and lived to pass their knowledge on. Every one of them 
had run the gantlet of rifle-fire; they had been hounded by dogs. 
Most of them had been maimed by traps—and now this affliction 
that turned coyotes mad with a single bite of meat! 

They followed Breed back into the hills, a wise band, the pick 
of the coyote tribe and well able to cope with new conditions 
and teach their future pups the work of pioneering in strange 
countries which lay ahead of them. 


CHAPTER VIII 


REED found the hills buried deep under a blanket of 

snow. In the low country the drifts lay only in the 
gulches and the more sheltered spots, but up in the lodgepole 
valleys and the heavy stands of spruce on the slopes, the white 
covering seemed endless and unbroken. The dogs killed the meat 
for the whole pack, for at this season the she-coyotes were un- 
fitted for the strenuous work of pulling down heavy game. For 
the same reason they were unable to travel long distances in the 
snow. Breed too was disinclined to move rapidly. His foot had 
healed, but the swollen leg was weak and tender. The pack 
averaged less than twenty miles a day. 

At the end of a week, Breed’s old home was more than a hun- 
dred miles behind, and he was well up in the backbone of the 
hills. He came out upon a mighty divide and gazed off across a 
rolling country extending fifty miles each way, all of it high, but 
ringed in by still more lofty ranges, their ragged saw-teeth stand- 
ing gaunt and grim against the sky. There were broad open 
meadows spread out before him, great areas devoid of trees, inter- 
sected by timbered ridges and rolling parks where the stand of 
spruce was dotted. The whole of it lay under a four-foot layer 
of snow and gleamed dead white and lusterless, but even so its 
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aspect was more inviting than the gloomy forest through 
they had come. 

The open-loving coyotes elected to remain in this land pif 
than penetrate the questionable beyond. As they crossed the 
spaces, the racy smell of the sage leaked through the packed 
underfoot, and they knew that part of these valleys were gms 
with the same brush that clothed the foothills of their homens 
This was the summer range of the elk-herds, and once well 
the slope of the divide, they found a country that seemed @ 
of game. 

After advancing in loose formation for five miles Without 
coyote finding a promising trail, Breed caught a fugitive seem 
meat. He circled and looped, now catching it, then losing it api 
The broad valley stood white and silent, gripped in a dea 
and the few vagrant breezes were imperceptible, merely the 
gish drift of local air-pockets that shifted a few feet andw 

The yellow specks that moved in pairs far out across de 
fields ‘slowed. and halted, changed their routes and heade 
the leader, who was questing about with uplifted ng 
Breed. dropped his head and ran with nose close to 
twisting and turning in one locality of less than a hupé 
in extent. The eyes of every advancing coyote were fa 
Breed. They saw him stop abruptly and shove his nos 
snow, and the little puff of steam which rose round! 
he breathed hard into the drift was clearly visible te 
They put on more speed as he began to dig, and when 
them reached him, they saw a tawny expanse of ellell 
bottom of the excavation. 

They tore away the snow and uncovered the whole @ 
winter-killed elk. that had been refrigerating there fa 
. . . . Breed lingered near. this spot for three days, th 
bedding near by in pairs, and up here where there 
they fed in the daytime whenever so inclined. There wag 
hour of the day or night when Breed could not see one oF 
coyotes tearing at the elk. When the last scrap of meat, hide 
hair had been devoured and the bones gnawed white and) 
Breed moved on in search of more. 

There were always some few stragglers that lagged behind 
elk-herds and failed to start for the winter range till alter® 
passes were blocked with snow. ‘These turned back and sia 
when the grass was buried deep and their feet were cut and 
from pawing through the crust to reach it—for the elk is sim 
a grazing animal and does not browse on -the twigs and brat 
do moose and deer. : 

For a month Breed prowled this high basin country, and it 
that time his feet never once touched earth except when crs 
some bald ridge from which the wind had whittled the snow. 5 
menu consisted exclusively of frozen elk. 


CHINOOK swept the hills and held for a week, 
A hot wind melting and packing the drifts and clean 
the more exposed slopes free of snow. The pack had spl 
and scattered in pairs, each she-coyote selecting some likely sq 
and remaining in that vicinity. ; 
The first day of the chinook every she-coyote started her 
and the sites, though widely separated, were in many Te 
identical. Each chose a ridge with a southeast exposure, ™ 
higher ridges behind it that cut off the sweep of the north 
west winds; and every den was located in a heavy clump of 9 
This latter feature was not for the reason that sagebrush rem o 
them of home, but because experience had proven that the heave 
growths of sage were indicative of deep, soft soil beneath 3 
pointing to easy digging, a rule used not only by homes 
coyotes but by homesteading men as well, and one a 
good throughout a half-million square miles of sagebrush a 
Shady too had settled on an open ridge and now spent 


at 


him on 


a trace | 


‘ai i 
of her time there, but this seemed more from 4 disinclinatiaa 


travel and a dislike of bedding in snow than from 4 definite FF 
pose of excavating a den. This puzzled Breed. Shady 
more to the casual dog way of trusting that a suitable i a 
present itself on the day when her pups should arrive; i 
was enough of the coyote in her to cause her to 80 
shallow nest in a sunny spot. This act was more for = rf 
fort, however, than from any intent to make prea: 
future. — to Breed ta 
Peg and Cripp had always clung more tenaciously rie 
had the others of the pack, and Peg had settled me 
more than two miles away; but Cripp was no longer (0 © ft 
It had been long since his voice had been raised in ae 
Breed’s call, and he had not come back into pe 
coyote pack. Breed missed the trusty follower,wig 


: Hal G. Evarts 


Pace 61 














him on so many hunts, and day after day he expected to catch 
a trace of Cripp in the wind or to hear his friendly voice at 
tight, but the crippled coyote never came. 

Peg was now Breed’s sole companion at night, except when their 
males joined them at the two frozen elk carcasses in the bottoms 
between their home ridges, and the two of them explored the sur- 
Tounding country together. Peg’s lips were scarred along the 
Might side of his face, the price of Breed’s liberty. There are 

t ties between animals, a myriad proofs of friendships and 
tumities the same as among men, and it may be that the act 
Which had brought Peg those honorable scars had helped to cement 

bond between him and the yellow wolf. Whether or not they 
og of discussing Cripp’s absence, there can be no doubt 
pes ty missed the genial old rogue that had been their running- 

Breed so Many months and that they wondered at his fate. 

: Visited Peg’s home ridge during the height of the 
lg. res mate was a silky-haired coyote, her fur fluffy and 
+ : lay sprawled contentedly in the sunshine while her 
ai an ed on the den. She growled uneasily at Breed as he 
ae o the hole. A shower of dirt greeted him, and he drew 
fue Fi Hs backed from the den and shook the dirt from his 
> wt took her turn at the work, but soon tired of it, and 
dente hp 4s soon as she left off. A she-coyote picks her own 
aan starts ‘the hole, but because she is easily exhausted 

When Broad It falls to the dog to complete the den. . 

W atthe next ag to Shady, he found her scratching leisure- 

“ph “ole € had scooped out. It'was merely a raking of the 
from oad soften the bed, which was smooth and glazed 
Mad it a5 a tentat; dded there when her fur was wet; but Breed 

Shady ve start toward making a permanent home. 
Wide and tore ceased her aimless scratching, Breed edged her 

Meelf to ed the soft earth with his paws. ‘He had buried 

hips ‘before he drew back. Shady entered and 
ae the hole, then immediately backed out. That 


a 





The big wolf fled. 


was the extent of her interest. It may have occurred to Breed 
that his mate’s shifts at digging were extremely brief, but never- 
theless he persisted till he had tunneled a curving entrance eight 
feet long and hollowed out a nest eighteen inches high by three 
feet across. All well-ordered she-coyotes have at least two, and 
the majority of them three, openings leading from their homes. 
Shady failed to indicate the direction which she wished these 
emergency tunnels to take, and so Breed laid them out according 
to plans of his own. By the time the den was completed, the 
chinook wind had cooled, and winter tightened down over the 
hills once more, freezing the surface dirt so solidly as to make 
further excavation impossible. 

Breed repaired to the last frozen elk carcass in his neighborhood 
and found Peg there before him. An hour later a she-coyote came 
to feed. She sprawled flat in the snow and tore ravenously at the 
frozen meat. Her eyes were hollowed from hard journeying and 
lack of food. Breed knew her for Cripp’s mate, and he momen- 
tarily expected to see his friend. When her hunger was appeased, 
she faced back toward the divide over which she had come, and 
howled; then, as if knowing her cry would go unanswered, she 
turned and left them as abruptly as she had come. 

She had no time to lose, and she could not dig a den; yet she 
planned the best she knew. There would be no mate to rustle 
food for her, and meat would be the first essential while her.pups 
were young. Five miles beyond Breed’s home ridge she found an 
elk drifted deep under the snow in the heavy tifnber. She crawled 
into the heart of a windfall jam, choosing one where the lay of 
the land would prevent her being drowned out. when the drifts 
should melt, and stayed there till her five pups were born. 

When Breed returned home near morning he heard queer squeaks 
issuing from the yawning mouth of the den. Shady’s doglike’ faith 
that a place would somehow. be provided for the great event had 
been justified, and she had taken possession of the den which her 
wild mate had so carefully prepared. 
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Shady wandered no more with Breed, but stayed at home in 
the den, and for the first week all that Breed saw of her was a 
brief glimpse of her nose as she came to the mouth of the hole, 
seized the elk-meat which he brought as an offering, and backed 
down out of sight with it. After that he occasionally saw the 
whole of her, but these views were hasty. Whenever Shady 
emerged from the den, her tail barely cleared the mouth of it be- 
fore she twisted back and dived headlong from sight, panic-stricken 
lest some mishap had befallen the pups during her long eight-foot 
trip from them to daylight. After two days of hourly excursions 
of this sort, she spent a few moments outside the den, and there- 
after these periods were lengtheried until she remained on the warm 
slope fully as much as in the den. 

Night after night Breed heard the howls of the lone she-coyote 
that had denned in the windfall. Always she faced toward the 
land that had been her home. A she-coyote whose mate is killed 
after the running-moon will raise her pups alone and refuse to 
accept another mate; yet the howls she sent out were calls for a 
mate, and from this Breed knew that she did not believe Cripp 
was dead. He pondered long over this mystery of why Cripp 
still lived but did not join his mate. 

The supply of elk-meat rapidly diminished and at last was 
gone. The only carcass Breed could locate within ten miles was 
the one near the windfall, and the widowed mother defended that 
furiously against all comers. The warm days of early March 
had turned it stale and putrid, but it was all she had. 

Every waking second of Breed’s time was spent on the meat- 
trail. An occasional blue grouse or snowshoe hare was the largest 
game he found. That the coyotes were faring as poorly he knew 
from the signs he-crossed each day in the hills. He found the 
tracks of dog-coyotes many miles from their dens, and always the 
signs showed that they had been working out some cold rabbit- 
trail. Breed found the tracks of many bobcats in the hills, and 
these appeared to have been wandering aimlessly. But Breed 
knew that the noses of cat beasts are not keen enough to work 
out any but the warmest trails—that this accounted for his sel- 
dom finding signs that a cat had trailed a rabbit, and that their 
apparently crazy way of traveling was in reality a systematic 
shifting across the air-currents in search of the warm body scent 
of their prey. Several times Breed picked up a hot cat-track 
and followed it at top speed, but the big bobs held mainly to the 
heavy timber and always took refuge in a tree. 

When Breed’s pups were three weeks old, he had his first look 
at them when Shady came from the den on a warm afternoon 
and a swarm of fluffy little creatures toddled after her. There 
were eight of them, all with heavy frames that gave promise of 
their attaining almost as great size as their father, and there 
were strips of dark fur along their backs. After that first trip 
they spent much time romping and quarreling on the sunny side- 
hill. : 

A pair of golden eagles had nested on the rough face of a pin- 
nacle that rose from the floor of the valley near its head, some 
five miles from Breed’s home ridge. These mighty birds soared 
far out over the divide and returned with meat for their fledg- 
lings in the nest. Their pealing screams often split the silence of 
the valley. Shady paid small heed to them, but Breed often cast 
a wary eye aloft when the screams sounded from close at hand. 

Shady was stretched comfortably before the den and watching 
the pups scattered out along 
the ridge when she became 
aware of a faint rushing 
sound such as the first puffs 
of a fresh wind make when 
they strike the trees some 
distance away. This in- 
creased to a humming roar. 
She looked up to see a huge 
shape driving down upon a 
pup with incredible veloc- 
ity, swooping at a sharp 
angle, the. great wings 
spread wide and _ hissing 
through the air as*the big 
bird tipped dizzily from side 
to side. Within two sec- 
onds after the first droning 
sound had reached Shady’s 
ears, she saw the eagle 
strike his claws through a 
pup and start up the valley 
on lazily flapping wings, 


~ “Tlae fet day of the’ chinook every she-coyote dented her den. 
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Shady raced madly under him and raged until the valley ech 
to her fury. Then she quieted and watched till he was 
tiny speck off toward the nesting peak, the dead pup 4 af 
loosely from the talons that had struck clear through the ro 
body, the hind claw on each foot meeting and interlocking 4 
one front claw in a grip which nothing short of the “a 
severing of a leg-tendon could break. " 

Thereafter Shady knew why Breed showed uneasiness when » 
eagle screamed near the den. Bt 

The pups knew every note of their mother’s voice and obeyed 
it implicitly. They would be asleep in the den when a note wal 
summon them forth to play, every pup tumbling hurriedly ws 
she would give another cry when they were playing careles) 
in the open, the tone being so nearly identical with that of 
first that a man might hear it a hundred times and detect no di 
a ee every pup would dive headlong for the Dears 

ole. 

Shady learned to watch for the eagles. Nearly always it Ws 
a shadow which warned her first. She would see a swiftly mo. 
ing black speck gliding over the snowfields or darting along the 
slopes of the ridges that flanked the valley, and she instanh 
issued a warning to the pups, knowing that where there wy; 
shadow, there must be a bird above. Sometimes Breed saw te 
birds first and called. Shady relayed the danger-signal to he 
young, and even if she was half a mile away, the pups mk; 
prompt and desperate spurt for the den. 


CHAPTER IX 


HE snow melted slowly in the high country, but by mid. 

April a few bare spots showed in the more om 
meadows, the hardy mountain grass sending forth green shoot 
The rabbits were drawn from the timbered ridges to nibble thee 
first spring dainties. The surface of the drifts showed thousanés 
of tiny mouse-tracks—the mice that had lived deep under the 
snow, subsisting on food previously stored, were now comity 
forth to swarm into these first cleared patches. 

The pups had grown large and strong and were able to follor 
their parents on the meat-trail, and they soon learned to «att 
their own mice. The drifts in the passes had packed so fimly 
as to afford good footing, and the game was coming back to the 
summer range. The wolf family returned to the den no mor, 
except perhaps for a casual inspection when their wandering 
chanced to lead them to the neighborhood. 

The main tide of the elk-migration set in, great droves of cow 
boiling through all the passes and streaming down into the grea 
spots in the meadows. There was now meat in plenty, and tht 
yelping barks of the cows sounded in the valleys that had bea 
wrapped in white silence for so many months; but there was mt 
a sound from the bulls; the antlered lords whose ringing chil 
lenges had filled the whole expanse of the hills the previous il 
seemed voiceless now. These old fellows had remained up amolg 
the high bald ridges, their new antler-growth tender in its velvt 
sheath, and nothing would be heard from them till after the por 
growth had hardened and their points were polished for the net 
rutting-time. 

The bears had come from their long sleep and left the ds 
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TWO HOURS TO TRAIN TIME 


By ROYAL BROWN 


Illustratel by W. B. KING 


awake. The door of his room, which he had as usual 
: neglected to lock, had opened. The sudden stir of air 
lave indicated that even if his eyes, with all vestiges of 
startled out of thém, had not assured him that somebody 
span, aaa upon him. He had no time to consider the 
(ease instant, pao attacked. 
ich was his sole covering—the night was hot, con- 
Sada Inn’s assertion that all nights were coo! there—was 
aan awn back and something hot and damt was plumped 
Tet quivering chest. : 
. ced a voice before he could find his own. 
_ will make you feel better.” 
tne a to be doubted; he had seldom felt worse. - The in- 
ot ely feminine, and he had an awful pre- 
she ‘was young ard pretty. And although he had the 
a of his sister that a pretty girl wouldn’t bite 
14 deplorable habit of acting as if he feared one might 
test. provocation! 
: pad alarmed but quite speechless. 
y searched out his forehead. “Are you sure 
¥ t hat feverish, dear?” the visitor murmured. “Don’t you 


I’ the small wee hours David Travers came suddenly 


: r call #58 tor—” 
“aig Y Gwindied off. She had come into contact 


with his hair, which, though rigorously cut to masculine require- 
ments, was crisp and luxuriant. 

“Oh!” she cried sharply. “I—I must have made a mistake.” - 

Travers agreed with her perfectly, but lacked words to say so. 
Anyway, she paused for no further explanations, but fled incon- 
tinently. He, after an appreciable interval, glanced at his wrist- 
watch. The luminous dial informed him it was almost four. He 
gingerly removed the warm damp something which still reposed 
on his chest, and arising, switched on the light and regarded it. 

Obviously it was a poultice. The humor of the incident, which 
would have strongly appealed to most men, failed to reach him. 
He felt thoroughly ~upset—cutraged, almost. Nevertheless he 
blamed not his visitor, but Evelyn. 

Evelyn was his sister. Once he had patronized her as is an 
older brother’s privilege. Now, as 2 young matron of twenty-four, 
she patronized him, and worse still, persecuted him with deadly 
persistence. Like so many young matrons she had developed a 
monomania, the same having to do with the subject of matrimony. 

“The trouble with you,” she assured him, “is that you can’t say 
boo to a pretty girl.” 

This was true—not, however, that he admitted it. To Evelyn 
he maintained that it was no lack of courage, but a deep-seated 
indifference to pretty girls that actuated him. Evelyn, who, to 
use his own ungracious phrase, always had some girl or other she 
wanted him to meet, refused to be convinced. 
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“Bosh!” she retorted. “Faint heart never won fair lady—”’ 

(This particular conversation had taken place five days before, 
in her pretty living-room.) 

“Who wants to?” he made riposte. 

“Any man who’s not a born clam does sooner or later,” she de- 
clared. “Love—” 

“Love!” His voice was sardonic, his gesture cynical. “Some- 
body introduces you to a girl. You look her over, decide to call 
on her, send her flowers. She displays her wares, you yours. You 
examine your emotions as cold-bloodedly as a physician taking 
your pulse.” 

“What do you know about it?” demanded Evelyn. 

“Then you pop the question,” he went on inexorably. ‘Her 
father does the Bradstreet and Dun act, and if your assets are 
acceptable, there’s a big wedding. After that, you live more or 
less unhappily ever afterwards—” 

“Do you think that describes me and Ted?” 
dignantly. 

“Taking a general remark and making it personal is a feminine 
failing—” 

“Do you?” she persisted. 

“Of course not,” he admitted. 


Evelyn asked in- 


UT too wise to leave her in undisputed possession of the 

field, he attacked again, from another angle. ‘But let me 

ask you this: supposing Ted had been a coal-heaver or a plumber 
—would you have /et yourself fall in love with him?” 

“I would!” she declared defiantly. 

“Not on your life!” he retorted. “That’s just what I’m driv- 
ing at. That is what love has degenerated to—something you 
turn on and off like hot and cold water: Romance is no longer 
good form. I prefer to have a girl marry me for myself—” 

“What else would a girl marry you for,” she interposed biting- 
ly. “You’re not exactly John D. Rockefeller.” 

From that point the argument had degenerated lamentably into 
mutual recrimination that, as he reflected afterward, being the 
inevitable result of trying to talk sensibly to a woman—especially 
if she happens to be your sister. She had egged him into ill- 
considered bravado. Then she had sprung her mine. 

“All right,” she declared. “Prove it.” 

“What do you mean?” he asked with quick suspicion. 
have some girl that you’re going to throw at my head—” 

“I’m sick of throwing pearls before swine,” she broke in with 
that deplorable frankness common parenthood permits. “All that 
I ask is that you do something—” 

She paused and considered, while he regarded her uneasily. 

“TJ dare you to go to the Inn at Gull. Point!” she resumed 
goadingly. “There are simply loads of pretty girls there this 
year—” 

“Tt’s hardly worth the bother,” he interrupted hastily. “I’d be 
bored to death. And why should I put myself out to prove to 
you—” 

“T'll make you a proposition. If you will spend just one week 
there and make the acquaintance of just one girl who isn’t a per- 
fect fright, I’1l—I’ll never bother you again. What do you say?” 

— he announced airily, “you don’t really bother me very 
much—” 

“Trying to slip out of it,” she accused scornfully. 
go?” He hesitated, and was lost. 

“T will,” he assured her grimly—grimly because he felt rather 
like Daniel about to enter the lion’s den. 

“And if you don’t prove it,” she went on relentlessly, “I’m to 
give a party and invite every pretty girl I know, and you'll be the 
only man there—” 

“Look here—” he interrupted. 

“And you can prove your perfect poise and imperturbability 
that way,” she finished inexorably. 


“Tf you 


“Will you 


O, on Saturday, Travers had arrived at the Inn at Gull 

Point. Since then four days had elapsed, and all he had 

proved so far was that the mere presence of pretty girls in his im- 

mediate vicinity gave him all the symptoms one can find described 

in the most enterprising patent-medicine advertisement—and 

gooseflesh to boot. He had made the acquaintance of none of 

them—nor, Heaven helping him, would he. So far Heaven had 
helped him, although he had had narrow escapes. 

One gracious dowager, taking pity on his apparent loneliness, 
had waylaid him in the lobby with the most generous of impulses 
and frightened him almost speechless. 

“Oh, no,” he had protested when he had recovered his breath. 
Then realizing that this needed explanation he had added: “I’m 
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down here for a complete rest, you see. I’d like to awfully, by 
I think I'd better not meet anybody. Doctor’s orders, you know? 

From which grew the report that his nervous condition was hg 
And though he certainly looked healthy, with his clean tay oy 
could see, as the dowager remarked, that he was under high te. 
sion. 

Now, at almost four in the morning, he stood in his bedroom, 
visibly agitated. 

“This,” he decided, “settles it. I'll get out tomorrow.” 

On this high resolve he finally slept—after carefully taking hee 
for once the Inn’s suggestion—“Guests are requested t w 
due care in locking their doors. The Inn Company will not jy 


‘ itself responsible for money or valuables unless deposited in the 


safe at the office.” 

Obviously they would not hold themselves responsible, either, 
for guests being poulticed. 

Breakfast was a fearful ordeal; he felt a hidden significa 
behind every casual glance. It was almost as if he wor te 
poultice on his chest, for everyone to see, as the Ancient ¥ 
wore the albatross. When it was over, at last, he fled to 
and packed. Then, no gallows or guillotines for the sy 
execution of superfluous time having as yet been devised, he 
himself in the melancholy predicament so many of his peen 
experienced. Ee 

It was as yet only quarter to ten; the train did not leave 
quarter to twelve. He had two hours to kill, and he knew, 
past experience, that the chances they would die lingering) 
sisting to the last, were excellent. zg 

The chance of another encounter with the putveyor of pe 
—bearing not poultices but apologies—weighed him down i 
reason. He would have sulked in his room had not the chamber 
maid hovered outside persistently and significantly. nie 

“I wonder,” he heard her remark to one of her kind “tw 
these people who stay in their rooms all day expect us to gt 
through our work.” 

Whereupon Travers descended in search of some other sane 
ary. The lobby offered none for such as he; nor did the wie 
veranda. There, in fact, were several gloriously ornamental you 
creatures who burst into giggling the moment he appeamt 
Travers, thrusting into his pockets hands that seemed self-consté 
ous enough to have blushed, sauntered with too apparent assump 
tion of ease down onto the beach. 

This, contrary to the information found in geographies, wi 
a desert of feminity with here and there a scant oasis of 
He selected one of these, seated himself and producing a cigarellt, 
lit it He wondered if those confounded chits—of such & 
gallantry was he guilty—were giggling at him. Had they healt 
Had everybody heard? 

The day was such as August sometimes brings forth, wamiys 
with the hint of cooler days at hand. The tide was almost ™ 
the surf, whipped up by some off-shore storm, was m Ee 

A few feet away from him were a man and a girl. Ag cena 
white-striped beach umbrella all but hid them from him, Di 
could see their hands, working at hollowing a little pit in thes’ 
as they talked. The fingers touched now and then in a way @® 
suggested a fugitive caress. The man’s patently tried to 
and prolong this, the girl’s skillfully eluded. But hers 
returned, Travers noted cynically. Love? Perhaps so! But 
pose he were a plumber or a coal-heaver— 


HE cigarette he held, too long ignored, retaliated 


scorching his fingers. He flung it from him, 

without thought, but with instant consternation 
her, however, though only by inches. She had come from 
and now stood gazing at a cocky youngster who was 
canoe beyond the breakers. Travers following her glanet 
the canoeist a moment of critical attention, concluding thatt 
didn’t get a dump it wouldn't be his fault. Then his ey ™= 
back. . 

The golden brown jersey swimming-suit she wore Was SoS. 
for service and trimly molded to her figure. Its tones Di 
marvelously with the beautiful tan of her neck and arms 
the warm tints of her hair. She was neither tall nor short, 
lithe, and the lines of her shoulders and slim straight 
worthy of prolonged consideration. He gave them 
furtively, as she seated herself. Then he hastily averted 
as her casual survey of her surroundings encompass al 

One would hardly believe she saw him; yet he suffered a 
inevitable symptoms of his malady. But for once he pret 
allied emotion, an angry impatience. What was the ere 
him, anyway? He was twenty-eight, not at all ‘had-loom 


hastily al 
Tt misse 


. 
; 

















Conscious that everybody on the beach was watching him, he deliberately took 
hold of the bow and waded in to his armpits before he expertly vaulted aboard. 
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Evelyn had generously assured him,—and he wasn’t wholly wit- 
less. He could talk to a pretty girl’s mother—or her grand- 
mother—in a way that visibly charmed them. But the pretty 
girl herself! He’d rather be boiled in oil— 

At that moment memory arose and smote him. In his determ- 
ination to flee the Inn frying pan he was about to fall into the fire. 
He had forgotten the party Evelyn had proposed as a forfeit, 
with his luckless self as the sole man among all the pretty girls 
she could gather. To him, at that instant, the ends of the earth 
presented attractions tourist agencies wot not of. 

“T didn’t agree to that, anyway,” he assured himself. 
stand for it. I’ll-put my foot down—” 

Unfortunately, however, he was well aware that Evelyn would 
maintain steadfastly that he had agreed, and that though he put 
his foot down fifty times, she would bob up serenely from under 
it. Desperation assailed him; he looked about as if hoping for 
aid from some unsuspected quarter. His tortured glance fell upon 
the girl in front of him. 

There she sat. Here he sat. They were both alone. 
he should go to her and say, with calm assurance: 
beautiful.” 

Fiction had assured him, repeatedly, that men did things just 
like that, and got away with it. But then, in fiction it always 
turned out that the girl had gone to college with the man’s sister 
or something like that and had recognized him at once 
Still, she couldn’t call a policeman—but then, perhaps she could. 

The blood pounded in his ears; his tongue had suddenly gone 
dry. The idea had taken possession of him; it had become an 
obsession. He was urging himself to throw off, with one supreme 
effort this absurd shyness and almost morbid self-consciousness 
that made his life miserable. 

Too much thinking had indeed made him a little mad. He 
found himself rising; he heard himself essay speech. 

“You—it’s a—a beautiful day,” he croaked. 

Her glance inspected him from head to foot and then, an ad- 
ditional and unwarranted cruelty; reversed the process. Appar- 
ently, however, she had no intention of calling a policeman. 

“Did you think I hadn’t noticed it?” she drawled. 

Travers’ flush was painful to behold. But she was without pity. 

“N—no,” he managed. 

“Then why mention it?” she remarked and looked out to sea. 

Travers felt like a worm which has been stepped on. But as 
the testimony of generations shows, even a worm will turn at last. 

“What I m-meant to say 
was that you are b-beautiful,” 
he persisted. 

She glanced up quickly. 
“Oh!” she exclaimed a little 
uncertainly. Then, recover- 
ing herself: “Did you think 
I hadn’t noticed that?” 

Travers dropped to the sand 
—literally dropped. His legs 
refused to hold him up longer. 

The girl surveyed him, her 
admirable eyebrows | slightly 
raised. 

“Legally,” she submitted, “I 
suppose you have a right to 
sit anywhere on the beach. 
But there are certain conven- 
tions that—” 

The perspiration that beaded 
his brow was not all due to 
sun’s glow. 

“Tt’s the conventions that I 
don’t like,” he broke in. 

“So I observe,” she com- 
mented. “Why?” 

“Because they take all the 
romance out of life.’ He was 
talking haphazardly — but it 
happened to be the only way 
he could talk just then. 

“Are you seeking romance?” 

Travers nodded, speech failing him. All he sought at the mo- 
ment was a place in the sand to stick his head into, ostrich-wise. 

“Do you do it often?” Her voice was impersonally interroga- 
tive. “If so, how do you manage to keep out of the police court?” 

Travers achieved the seemingly impossible. He blushed a shade 
deeper. He was given brief respite, however. The cocky young- 


“T wont 


Suppose 
“You are very 


Breakfast was a fearful ordeal. 
When it was over, he fled to 
his room and packed. 
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ster was coming in. The crest of an onrushing comber-¢ 
canoe and carried it shoreward with irresistible moms 
slewed about in the curl and nearly capsized, Fortune 
its navigator; it slid up onto the sand half full of water by 
right side up. 

The girl caught her breath and so far forgot herself 
exclaim: 

“Didn’t he do that wonderfully well!” 

“He should have moved farther forward,” Travers 
“That would have kept her nose down and instead of 
about and taking in all that water, she would have come j 
clean as a whistle.” 

She gave him a quick, hostile glance. This he missed ¢ 
being intent on the youth, who, believing—and not Withou 
foundation—that he was the cynosure of all eyes, was 
the water run out of the canoe. This accomplished, he; 
up onto the beach and proceeded magnificently toward the 
ing pavilion. 

“Could you have done it any better?” she demanded 

“Why—I have had some experience,” Travers replied, 
conscious once more. 

“Can two people do it?” she demanded quickly, 

He nodded. 

She sprang up, “Let’s,” she announced. 

It took Travers by surprise; he so far forgot his mam 
to stare up at her, without rising. “You and I?” he qui 
somewhat perturbed. 

She nodded, ever so blithely. 
plain afterward.” 

This, Travers thought, might not be as simple as all that 
he let it pass. 

“My bathing-suit is packed—” he began. 

“Oh,” she broke in with an intonation that was not th 
flattering, “do you need a bathing-suit?” 

“T’'ll have to wade in to launch the canoe.” 

She surveyed him scornfully. “I thought,” she remarked 
ingly, “that you were seeking romance. I didn’t reali 
be romantic you had to carry a full change of costume~” 

It struck Travers suddenly that she had had no idea he 
go; she had just taken this way of getting her revenge. He 
up. 

“Can you swim?” he demanded. 

It was her turn to look surprised. 


“We'll borrow his cano 


“Why—yes,” she a 
“All right, then ¢ 
along.” 

She did not move. 

0?” 

“Why not?” he te 
and even Evelyn, had si 
there, must have rendet 
tribute. 

The girl hesitated ¢ 
briefly, and then her chit 
up. Without another w 
led the way to the 
Travers, realizing that tq 
reached the point where 
could retreat, slid down 
water’s edge. There het 
to assist her, but she ws 
sufficient. 

“Please sit in them 
he requested. a0 
frightened if it seems @ 
It probably wont.” 

Then, conscious 
body on the beach wa 
ing him, he deli 
hold of the bow ald 
to his armpits belore 
pertly vaulted 
snatching up @ 
the canoe up the 
the first comber.-lt# 
curl just as : 

crest, and a little water came over the rails; 
“Don’t mind—we’re all right now,” he said or 
thrill ran through him; he had not used & anes al 
several years and had forgotten what glorious sport #™ 
it?” he demanded. coll 
She smiled, but a little doubtfully, and he notice 
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‘ned the gunwales. “T_T like it,” she said breathlessly. 
‘ou aren’t going to tip.” 
oe x a quick searching glance. “But you said you 
a ay how much, though,” she answered unconsolingly. 

ond comber was 
way. Travers con- 
nied his attention 

ravers mal. As it passed, she 







ad of dammed a little tremu- 
ye come j 0).9-h!” 
How much can you 
nissed eal?” he demanded. 
- withougMbout twenty strokes. 
S, Was J-I have to stop 
ed, he dail breath.” ' 
yard theiiminvers set his lips, 
relaxed them to re- 
nded, im: “In that case you 
replied am better sit just as 
as you can.” 


be canoe “Was clear 
be breakers, but it 
and plunged in a 


is mameyfae that, legacy of the 
he qusigmmbore storm, tossed 

the great raft with 
-anoe—aniamoringboard and chute. 


nit, usually heavily 
with bathers at this 
was almost deserted 
. One of those who 
not them managed to reach it 
yed the springboard 
stood momentarily 
remarkelimmuetted against the 
realize beautifully lithe, 
ume— he was pitched 

idea he illy into the sea. 
ve. HegamWere—were you ever 
When it was so rough 
? Travers’ com- 

she adai™mion asked, 

then. Co™iravers nodded. He 
a canoe in 
move, seas than this, He 
‘ler furtively. She 


S all that; 






he mly was pretty— 
Hy pretty. Yet 

he didn’t feel 

usual symptoms. 

tated it was because 






her chinagm@aands had something 
ep them occupied 
me and were not 
mintuily superfluous. 
m—you do seem 
menced,” she re- 
M, Teaching for a 
E hair the wind 

5 tes her 
3 N quick] 
Hing the gunwaie, 4 
eady!” he com- 
ned shifting his 
oe Bees bers. And he added to reassure her: “I am 

val0e Is a poor man’s yacht, you know.” 
_siclewy 4 quick glance: “Oh—I never heard that.” 
¥ ooh be considering it. “I can’t imagine a poor man 
fai the Inn,” she broke out. “We've just returned from 
a, and though we thought prices were high there, 
simply aghast.” 
é ve accepted this as simply naive comment, but 
oi Rot. He suspected that in the ingenuous, indirect 

verte she was fishing for information. She had 
usly, that he was a guest at-the Inn. This had 
‘ean’ i eeeential Now, pondering his remark about a 
ie. , She Was preparing to revise her estimate, if 
mo, He thought stiffened him. 

, at the Inn,” he said coolly. 






























Very innocent of eye she added: “Is Mr. Whitney a customer of yours too?” 


on.” 


Ag he assured himself, this was true. He had sur- 
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rendered his key and paid his bill; he was simply waiting now 
for his train. 

“You aren't?” 

The surprise in her eyes was, he thought, rather too apparent. 
Here indeed, was proof of his assertion that the modern girl 


was all of a piece, all 
with an eye to elegibility 
as the inevitable fore- 
runner of romance. 

“I’m just down for 
the day—” he began. 

“But you said you had 
packed your bathing- 
suit,” she interposed. 

So he had. “I brought 
it along with me,” he ex- 
plained. He was think- 
ing rapidly now, impro- 
vising as he went along. 
“Mr. Travers always 
urges me to. He is most 
kind that way—” 

“Do you know Mr. 
Travers?” she demanded. 

This was startling. 
“Why—some—” 

“Tell me about him,” 
she urged. 

Here was a poser. “I 
—I don’t know exactly 
what to say,” he evaded 
lamely. 

“What does he look 
like?” she prompted. 

“Please sit in the mid- 
dle,” he requested. -Shé 
complied, but without 
removing her interested 
eyes from his face. “Er 
—he’s medium height 
and very dark—” he 
commenced. 

“Dark, Why, I’m pos- 
itive Evelyn said he was 
light. Do you know Ev- 
elyn?” 

“Yes—I mean no—er 
—that is, not very well.” 

“She was my room- 
mate at Vassar,” ex- 
plained his inquisitor. 
“She told me that David 
—I’m so used to hearing 
her call him that that. I 
always think of him that 
way—was here. And I’m 
simply mad to meet 
him.” 

Travers swallowed— 
visibly. But she seemed 
not to notice. 

“He’s so very funny!” 
she remarked. 

“Funny?” In spite of 
himself Travers’ tone 


was decidedly indignant and not a little resentful. 


“About girls,” she explained serenely. “Haven't you noticed 


it?” 


“Why—he thinks the average girl isn’t worth wasting any time 
said Travers with great dignity. “He—” 7. ' 
“That’s what he claims, but. it’s really stuff!” she interposed. 


“Evelyn says he’s simply scared blue—or perhaps it’s pink— 
*when she as much as suggests that he meet a girl. 


“Meet a girl! Why she’s sicked every girl she ever knew—” 


He paused abruptly, conscious that he was speaking with more 
heat than his réle called for. 


“Oh. on him?” she finished, “Oh, no, she didn’t. She never 


sicked me. I admit she did try to get some of the girls at Vassar 
interested in him, But she told me privately that -he was @ 
positive lemon!” 


“I don’t think,” observed. Travers (Continued on page 143) 
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THE OLD ” 
HOME TOWN 


HERE is a story that was old when the printing-press 

was new. It is more often dreamed than written: 

the story of the old home town. You have dreamed 

it yourseli—dreamed of going back to the old home town and 

looking down from the heights of your achievement in the great 

world on those cramped and unimaginative souls who once looked 

on you with a skeptical eye, and of doing something handsome 
for the one person who was nice to you. 

The commonest printed version tells how the great man goes 
back after many years and everybody welcomes him and admires 
him and envies him—and the aged school pringipal (who often 
warned him that he would never amount to anything) says 
proudly, “I knew you’d make your mark in the world,” and all 
that. It is a triumph, even without the girl. Sometimes he is 
married, and seeing her, he thinks beautiful thoughts about what 
might have been. Sometimes she is married, and he goes to call 
and nobly refrains from letting her know how superior to her hus- 
band he ‘really is. And sometimes neither of them is married, 
and the old home town story closes in a warm afterglow, with 
one of those autumnal romances that are so calm and so sweet. 

This story doesn’t often come true in actual life. So many of 
us who dream it never succeed as completely as we'd like. Those 
who do succeed on the grand scale lose the sting of their desire. 
We know it for the childish wish it is—this wish to. wring a 
belated recognition from the companions of our youth and get 
even for the things they did to us when we were helpless. And 
though the voice of the old home town mocks us all down the 
years, few listen—save in odd moments. We don’t go back. We 
idly dream the dream or read the story instead. Only Bill Tor- 
rance did go back. He had to go back. 


‘Ta first scene is Blondin’s—which is certainly the 
most perfect restaurant in New York and perhaps in 
the world. It is a paradox in restaurants: it is not only perfect 
but half. empty. You wonder the first time you dine there how 
so satisfying a place can give you this final satisfaction. But 
you wonder only until you get your_check. The prices are so 
outrageous that no-one would dare print them on a menu, not 
éverr Madame Blondin, who is more daring than Monsieur Blondin 
himself. 

Bill Torrance had chosen to, take Clare Sulloway to Blondin’s¢ 
because she was the sort of girl to. whom he ‘wished to offer the 
perfection that only Blondin’s affords, but especially because he 
wished to tell her formally that he loved her. Bill Torrarice had 
endeavored to propose to Clare on a dozen différent occasions—. 


once at the Empire Theater when Ethel Barrymore was doing ‘a ° 


Barrie play there, and once in the lobby of the Ritz while they 
were waiting for Clare’s mother, and once at the third hole at 
Stony Brook when there was a foursome waiting to drive, and 
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once in a hansom cab in Central Park. (Of course, ® 
girl to ride in a hansom cab is practically a proposal; 
matter, no man could take a girl to Blondin’s unless heli 
But Bill wanted to say the words; and he couldn't, andi 
know why; he wasn’t ordinarily an indecisive person. 7 
of Bill Torrance that he could walk (walk slowly int 
stopping) through the machine-rooms of any g ’ 
making typewriters or motorcars or rifles or vacuuma 
lathes, and be prepared to order changes that 
production twenty per cent. He charged two hun 
day for doing it and had more work than he could@ 
He and Clare were very jolly together. They hag 
other for two weeks. And the dinner was a ® 
But Bill didn’t propose to her. Instead he fe 
ing about altogether trivial things—such as the a 
no two tables at Blondin’s were the same size am 
thinking about quite serious things, such as the} 
flipped the outgoing freight in the yards at 
McGoorty a yard behind. He didn’t want to 
that part of his life. He had never told anyboay? 
had tried to forget it. Why was it always rum 
when he was with her? E 
Clare had such steady eyes and such a red me 
such a live thing and so happy; Clare had never 
was to have a bad conscience. They went ious 
Park Avenue in a taxicab. It occurred to Bill Tom 
was as good a chance to tell Clare as any. &™ 
firmly: “Clare, I—” But the rest of the sentence ™ 
and he had to make up something to fill the gape) 
He dismissed the taxicab—it was only ten 0 C0Gs 
Clare would ask him up—and entered the lobby) 
ment-building at which he had called thirteen 0m 
days. The elevator had gone aloft; for 4 MOMS 
alone in the lobby, alone with the bay-trees 2 BS 
echo of their own footsteps on the tiles; : 
the lights went out. Instinctively Bill took oe 
Clare’s side; his shoulder touched hers; his amy 
waist without volition. For perhaps five secomts 
the complete darkness of the lobby, facing the 
entrance, faintly outlined by the street-lights oF @™ 
felt his knees tremble, felt his heart thud, and fi 
off he heard a boy’s whistle, the shrill whistle 
by putting.two fingers in your mouth, the 
most insistent of all human calls, the whistle 
Bill Torrance shivered and dropped his arm, 
on.- Instantly his fright*was absurd. But he aaa 
whistle. He had remembered it. He hat . 
thing. wae cs 
He could not look at Clare while they 4 
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He avoided her glance when she paused at the door. 
W come in?” she asked. 
I’ve got to take the mid- 
ip Detroit, and I haven't packed my bag, and I’ve got a 


to make out before I go.” 
Why, Bill!” said Clare. “You didn’t tell me you were going 
’ 
n 


‘thought I could get out of it until this afternoon,” Bill 


meu on 

How long will you be gone? : 

Peed ten days at most. I am going to Detroit for two 

fo Chicago for two or three more, to Indianapolis—and 
” 


warfully disappointed.” 
; isa in . 
r 1” said Bill —still avoiding her eyes, “but it can’t 
oll not. But Bill—there’s something the matter. Why 
+ you come in for five minutes and tell me about it. I'd 
to help.” s 
There’s nothing the matter. 
bc innocence was the innocence of any man with the woman 
joves—perfectly transparent and perfectly impenetrable. 
re pave cefully. 
Me tight-then,” she said, and held out her hand. 
hill took it and pressed it and hated himself for letting it go. 
mother minute he was walking fast down Park Avenue, trying 
foyget what he had remembered, and remembering more of it 
ery step. His mind was busy with those memories of fifteen 
back while he packed his bag; it was so busy with them 
m he paused at the ticket-window that he forgot his change 
fl the man who followed him yelled at him to come back 
i get it. But it was only after the train had started, and he 
i ensconced himself by the window in the wash-room of the 
f, where one may smoke, that he permitted himself to re- 
ber freely and gave himself up to disturbing reminiscences. 
sat looking dully out over the gloom of the Jersey meadows 
Wwidly picturing in his mind the map of the middle states. 
ured to him that if you drew a line from Detroit to Chi- 
ad a line from Chicago to Indianapolis and a line from 


ey ow 
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Indianapolis to Detroit, you would describe a triangle, and the 
center of that triangle would fall with almost mathematical accu- 
racy on the spot that marked Siloam. He got up and took a 
railway folder from the rack in the vestibule and opened it to 
the map. Siloam was not marked, but he knew the bend of the 
Wabash River where it stood. It was a few miles off the center 
he had imagined. His trip would take him around it; his trips 
had always taken him around it. 

Bill Torrance had joined the River Gang the spring he was 
fifteen. He had rescued Snick Tiedeman, who sat in front of 
him in the high school, from the perils of a final examination in 
algebra. Snick had taken him, on the following Saturday, to the 
abandoned boathouse that was the gang’s hang-out. Bill had 
been thoroughly aware that the rest did not regard him as an 
addition to the gang. He overheard Red Weldon telling Snick 
what he, Red, thought about it. Red had referred to Bill as a 
“goody-good.” But Snick had the sort of mind that is incapable 
of entertaining more than one idea at a time; he knew that Bill 
had furnished him with satisfactory. answers to eight of the ten 
questions in the algebra examination, and this was eight more 
than he could have furnished himself. He swore by Bill and 
at Red. In the end Butch Harris had taken Bill -aside and 
sworn him to eternal fealty. What Butch said went; Butch was 
the unquestioned leader of the River Gang. 

The day had passed innocently enough, in fishing. They had 
cleaned the half-dozen fish they caught, and fried them in a 
rusty iron skillet, and eaten them. Bill had smoked his first 
cigarette, with such gravity that no one knew it was not his 
hundredth. 

They stole nothing but green corn and apples and water melons 
that summer. Most of the gang worked. Butch Harris drove a 
grocer’s delivery-wagon; Red Weldon was ten miles away on his 
uncle’s farm; Snick Tiedeman tended the soda-fountain in his 
father’s drugstore; and the rest had odd jobs cutting lawns and 
sweeping out offices. The boathouse was unoccupied for days 
on end. But the spirit of the gang revived when school opened 
in September. 

The first Saturday, Butch Harris and three of the others 
ripped a shutter off a summer cottage a mile up the river and 











In another moment he would have kissed her. But he did’ not have another 


moment. 


Down the street came a whistle, the whistle that is a warning. ». . 
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took a .22 rifle, am ax and all the pots and pans. When these 
had been installed in the boathouse, Butch announced they must 
have a boat. The rest admitted that a boathouse without a boat 
was an anomaly. 

“I'll get a boat, if anybody knows where one is,” said Snick. 

“There’s a boat in the barn behind the cottage where we got 
this stuff,” said Butch. 

“All right,” said Snick. “I’m not afraid.” 

“T’ll go with you,” Butch answered. 

They came back with the boat, loaded to the gunwales. In 
half a dozen trips the gang managed to remove everything in 
the cottage, including the stairs. It was Snick’s idea that the 
stairs could be installed in the boathouse as a means of com- 
municating with the loft. But they were too long, and there was 
already a rude ladder made by nailing cross-bars to the studding, 
and the gang made fun of Snick. He pushed the stairs into the 
river and let them float away, along with a wooden bedstead 
that took up more room than it was worth. 

The exploit of furnishing the boathouse fed some latent strain 
of piracy in Butch’s blood. He announced that he knew of a 
shanty-boat up the river that could be bought for seventy-five 
dollars. If any other member of the gang had mentioned such 
a sum with familiarity, they would have laughed. But Butch 
was not to be laughed at. They sat silent and uncomfortable, 
each waiting for another member to speak. 

“Well,” said Snick, “what would we do with a shanty-boat?” 

“Float down the river in it, you fat-head. We could go down 
to the Ohio, down to the Mississippi, down to New Orleans.” 

The gang—they numbered a dozen now—considered this pros- 
pect without enthusiasm. They were instantly aware that they 
had mothers and homes and three meals a day. But no one 
quite dared to speak of these things in Butch’s presence. 

“What'd we live on?” asked Snick. 

“The country,” Butch answered. “The ducks begin to fly 
pretty soon; the woods along the Wabash are full of rabbits and 
squirrels; and down South there’s wild turkeys and deer and”— 
here Butch paused—“bear.” 

The gang stirred uneasily. Bill felt that the prospect Butch 
held out was immensely alluring. But he could not see himself 
enjoying it.. He was an orphan and lived with his grandfather 
Sheldon,-who-had a hardware-store in Siloam. He wasn’t sure 
that being an orphan made it any easier to run away. 

“T’'ve got a job carrying papers.” 


VERYBODY turned to look at the speaker. It was 

Erny Baker. Everybody sneaked a glance at Butch to see 
how he was taking it. The sense of the meeting was beginning to 
make itself felt. 

“We'd look nice if they caught us,” Sliver Kennedy said with 
a laugh. Nobody needed to ask who “they” were. 

The boathouse was lighted by a single lantern that swung 
above Butch’s head; the lantern swayed slightly, casting eerie 
shadows; off in the woods outside a screech-owl gave its weird 
call. For a long minute nobody spoke a word. Every boy in 
the room remembered that he would be late for supper. Off in 
a dark corner somebody mumbled “reform-school.” Erny Baker 
spoke up boldly: 

; “I'm against it; and besides, I’m late for supper. I’m going 
ome.’ 

It was one of those ‘moments by which a leader stands or falls. 

Butch Harris took a plug of tobacco from his hip pocket, bit 
off a corner and tucked it away in his cheek. 

“I would go home if I were you, Erny,” he said slowly. His 
tone was not bitter or angry or harsh. It was the tone of a 
tolerant adult speaking to a very small child. “It’s where you 
belong,” he added. 

“You bet,” said Snick Tiedeman. 

“Sure thing,” -said Red Weldon. 

‘ ody heart swelled -with daring. «He wanted -to stand with 
utch. 

“I’m for going down the river,” he said firmly. 

“It’s time to get home,” Sliver Kennedy suggested. “Let's 
everybody think it over, and we'll have another meeting.” 

“No,” said Butch. “Those who want to go can say so now. 
Those who don’t can get out of the gang and stay out. Every 
man who wants to go hold up his right hand.” 

Snick and Red and Bill and two other boys held up ‘their 
Mee the rest shuffled their feet; Sliver:Kennedy slowly raised 

is, arm. 

“You're out too, Sliver,” said Butch. “You're too slow.” 

“Aw, Butch!” Sliver’s voice was appealing. 


The Voice of the Old Hoa . 


“T mean it,” Butch answered. “You're out.” 

“Out of the gang?” 

“Out of the gang—for good.” a 

“And one thing more—you fellows who didn’t held 
hands: somebody said reform-school a minute ago, 
be the reform-school for us if we get ee , 
Every man here is guilty now. So I guess there y 
snitching in this town.” 


Bi /O days later Butch called together the § 
loyal. 
Butch’s plan was simple enough: each member = 
five dollars a week; in three weeks they would have 
lars; he himself would agree to add ten dollars: § 
making a hundred dollars. 8 

“T thought the boat was sev enty-five dollars,” said S 

“Yes,” said Butch. “But we'll need twenty- five: d 
for flour and salt and bacon and sugar and beans, @ 
dollars is the least we can start on. And I make@ 
that any man who falls down on his share can h 
make it up. If he fails—out he goes.” 

Bill wondered how on earth they would earn five ¢ 
apiece. The largest sum he had ever earned in one 
dollar and ninety-five cents, and that was in the gs 
he didn’t go to school and there were lawns to cut, 
ask Butch how he was to get the five dollars. He 
one else to ask. They all waited for some one else t 

Butch grinned at them. ; 

“Every man here is thinking: ‘Where am I going i R 
lars a week?’ Aren’t you?” ” 

Bill grinned back at Butch. 

“T was,” he admitted. 

“Well, ” said Butch, “use some imagination. You a 

“We'll have to,” Red Weldon said. 

“None of us can earn it this time of year,” Butch 
we can all take it where we find it.’ q 

Snick Tiedeman frowned with the intellectual effort 
“You mean steal it?” + 

“T mean steal it,” said Butch. ss 

On the way home, walking slowly, with his hands i in bi 
Bill wondered what. Mary Parker would say if she 
promised on his sacred honor to steal five dollars a 
was “his girl.” He had never kissed her, but everyba 
his claim on her. He always walked home from s¢ 

Five days later he slipped a twenty-dollar bill out @ 
father Sheldon’s till and gave it to Butch. re 

“You're the first man to come across, Bill,” Buteh 

Bill thrilled with pride; he wanted to stand well ¥ 
but he was glad he had stolen all he had te steal in @ 
knew he could never get up nerve enough to do it agai 

Two of the boys dropped out the first week, but 5 
each got their five dollars. a 

“I’m glad they aren’t going,” Butch told the 
“Four of us is enough. But we’ve either got to 
or take a longer time. We haven’t got any time to 
d’ya say to ten dollars apiece this week?” 

The three nodded. 

Bill knew that Snick was systematically robbing i 
drugstore, but he had no idea where Butch and Red 
their share. He wondered how long it would last. 
sure to get caught. But he felt fairly safe himself.) 
father Sheldon had not mentioned the loss of the? 
bill, and it was now too late to trace it to him, 

At the end of the third week Butch counted up @ 

“Fellows,” he said, “it isn’t safe to wait. I say ¥ 
shanty-boat.” SS 

“We could just take it,” said Red Weldon. 

“If we buy it, everybody’ll know the next mo ning’ 
down the river. If we steal it, they may not fim 
it for a week: And by that time we'll be tied up d ' 
Ohio where they'll never find us.’ - 

“I’m game,” Bill said. He tried to make his vo ic 

They agreed to slip out the following night, after € 
in bed, and start down the river. Butch re 
not to leave a note. 

“I’m going to write one to my father,” “he expl 
it in the post office so’ he'll get it an hour oF 
I’m gone. I'll say that: we're: going to ride the 
Chicago. They'll telegraph the .police in Chie 
they’re trying to find us in Chicago, we "ll be on our # 
river. We'll get three days’ start clear—maybe #™ 
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thing and so happy; Clare had never known what it was to have a bad conscience. 


He didn’ 
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The next evening Bill left Snick Tiedeman at the corner. 

“I’m going to catch up with Mary,” he said. “I'll see you later.’ 

He and Mary walked down to her house and started back 
toward the school. They passed Snick on the way. When they 
reached the school, they started back toward Mary’s house. Bill 
didn’t say much, and gradually Mary fell silent. It was dark when 
they finished the third round. Bill wanted to kiss her, but he 
never had kissed her—he had never kissed any girl; he had only 
just passed into that age when it is reasonable for a boy to want 
to kiss a girl. They stood a long time under the maple tree at the 
corner of the Parker lot. The windows of the Parker house were 
yellow squares of light. Bill looked down the street. They stood, 
their shoulders touching, in the dark shadow of the maple tree. 
The masses of the trees on either side of the street were like a 
doorway, faintly outlined against the light of the arc-lamp three 
blocks away. Bill's arm went round her waist. In another 
moment he would have kissed her. But he did not have another 
moment. Down the quiet street came a boy’s whistle, the shrill 
whistle that is only made by putting two fingers in your mouth, 
the whistle that is the most insistent of all human calls, the whistle 
that is a warning. 

Bill shivered and dropped his arm. 

“T guess I’d better be going,” he whispered, and was off. It was 
Snick Tiedeman’s whistle. Bill knew what it meant, before he 
reached Snick. 

“They’ve caught Butch and Red,” Snick said. “Marshal Mc- 
Goorty arrested them both in Main Street half an hour ago. Old 
man Connors came into our store and told my father. I was 
behind the prescription-case. I sneaked 
out.” 

“What are you going to do?” Bill asked. 

“Hop a freight.” 

“Come on,” said Bill. They ran toward 
the freight-yards. Snick was slow, but 
Bill could not leave him behind when Snick 
had risked his own chance-of escape to 
warn him. He could hear Snick puffing 
and blowing behind him. They had a -good 
half-mile to run. He headed for the coal- 
yard gate. The gate was closed. His 
breath was all gone. His side was a stab- 
bing pain. He shut his teeth and ran on 
down the walk beside the high 
board fence. He was near the 
corner new. It was only twenty 
yards more to the tracks. He for- 
got all about Snick. He was 
running for his life now. He ran 
plump into the arms of Marshal 
Tim McGeorty. 

He ducked, broke away, ran on. 
He heard a shout and looked 
back. Tim McGoorty had 
knocked Snick down. He saw the 
Marshal duck his head 
and start like a sprinter. 

Bill caught a_ great 
sobbing breath and ran 
on, his legs wobbling 
under him, his head 
swinging from side to 
side. He could hear 
the sharp crunch 
of the Marshal’s 
feet in the cinders. 

Bill ducked be- 
tween two freight- 
cars, ran across two tracks, again 
ducked through a standing freight. 
He could hear the deep puff-puff of 
an engine starting, and clang of the 
bell. He ran on, ducked through a 
third line of freight-cars. The next 
line was moving. He glanced over 
his shoulder. The Marshal was 
coming like a terrier after a rat. Bill gathered himself for one 
final effort, running alongside the freight. He was only keeping 
up with it now. Of a sudden he saw the caboose coming. With 
a strength he didn’t know he had, he caught the iron rail, swung, 
held on. Tim McGoorty was a shout in the distance 

Bill Torrance, sitting beside the window in the Detroit express, 


’ 


“Yep. In my old 
home town | was 
a burglar.” 


The Voice of the Old Home? 


could feel again the pain of every gulp for air ag he cl 
iron strap, and see again the switch-lights of Siloam mn) 
the rushing dark. He had never seen Siloam since. He had 
learned what happened to Butch and Red and Snick ik 
never dared inquire. He was a thief, a fugitive from just 
whole career, his years of working in a machine-shop by & 
studying by night, had been one long flight from the sari 
awaiting him in Siloam. It had been a long useless fight ts 
must face it at last. . 

Bill Torrance finished his work in Detroit and left for ( 
on schedule. He spent three days in Chicago. It Wes tne 
go on to Indianapolis. But this time he could not 20 
Siloam—else he could not face Clare, else he could ne | 
Clare. 

Bill left his suitcase at the new brick railway station and 
up Wabash Avenue toward the Tiedeman’s drugstore, The 
ment was brick now, and there were cluster lamps every hy 
feet where formerly there had been no light but sputtering 
swung high over a few street-intersections; and there Were s 
new store-fronts. But little else was changed. He tengs 
everything as though it were yesterday. 

Tiedeman’s corner hadn’t changed. There was the same 
in faded gold letters: Cicars—TrepEMAN—Davcs, Bill Twn 
walked in. 


A young man in a suit of white duck was busy at the 9 


fountain. 
“Is Mr. Tiedeman in?” 
The young man smiled. 

“Why, no, brother; Tiedeman sold out firey 
ago. Mr. Bannister owns it now.” ; 

“What’s become of Mr. Tiedeman?” 

“The old man—he died a long while ago.” 

Bill moistened his lips. 

“Where is young Tiedeman?” 

“He’s on a farm up near Peru. Is thera 
thing I can do for you?” 

“No,” said Bill. “No. 
Tiedeman—that’s all.” 

Bill walked on down the street. 

What did “he’s on a farm” mean? Bill wi 
down one side of Wabash Avenue without st 
anyone he remembered. Larch and Stom 

still running a department-store, but le 
never known either family. He croswi 
street and started back down the other sit 
the second square was a nice-looking gu 
Store with the sign WeLpon. Bill wondt 
by any possibility that could be Red Wel 
older brother. He walked by; there wer 
or three customers in the store who hid 
proprietor from view. Bill turned and a 
the store. A heavy man, young but a 
bald, was taking orders. 
enough; he had the Weldon nose—0r hal 
Bill waited until the man was free belor 
stepped up. 
“Are you Mr. Weldon?” 
“That’s me,” said the groce. } 
I’m stocked up, overstocked you a 
say. I’m not buying.” 
“And I’m not selling,” said Bil 
I used to know your kid brother ¥2 
ago and I called to say ‘How do | 
gas ? 
The grocer looked hard at Bil q 
“T never had a kid brother,” bes 
“What’s your game anyhow? 
“You aren’t Red Weldon himst 
“T guess I am.” 
“I’m Bill Torramce.” 
“I’m sorry to say I dont 
you,” the other added incuriously. aa 
“Don’t you remember the River Gang and Butch Hams® 
The grocer grinned and held out his hand. 
“Now I’ve got you,” he said cordially. 
night they arrested us, didn’t you?” 
“T did.” 
“You hadn’t ought to have done that. 
since, have you?” 
“No,” Bill admitted. 
happened to you.” Co 


Bill asked. 
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story so far: 


HE best possible bargain—the highest price for her 
beauty—had been the ambition of Jane Lang, the 
Danie discontented daughter of the conservative socialist 
her Lang. The thread of her life became interwoven with 
se of others—with that of Peter Ogus, a radical Russian who 
‘ to be a prince and yet the friend of Lenine; with that 
Cleghorn Islip, son of the wealthy packer Abner Islip, her em- 
os ae with that of Major Weeks Ledyard, a former per- 
oe te er with the A. E. F., who had taken a similar position 
tne as too Cleghorn Islip’s life-thread had become en- 
i. wi oa —— son Anna Clotts, his ra attract- 
stenographer ; u eyo, 
hocital at the Saw they yO, a nurse in charge of the 


jae passing through a congested quarter in his car with 
» Fan over a small boy. Jane fled from the scene and 
a ag cae ag publicity—but a Red named Keenan saw her, 
Jane if Jane’s father and threatened to spread a scandal about 
Site didn’t lend his influence to the Reds. Lang’s reply 
0 : oke Keenan into insensibility. 

su had agreed to meet Anna at a lonely spot on the lake 
ay : = in time to see her murdered by her jealous 
om “Aad soy and Fg gr of Keenan’s. And as a result 

accu : i y 

k and Borginski sed of the murder and’ blackmailed by 
bomb Keenan had scught revenge on Daniel Lang. A 
, Keenan leg —— = — had killed innocent 
“tipped a partly finished bomb to Lang, then 
off” the poderal authorities to search Lang’s house. Jane 

tst, however, and hid it from the officers. 


Then 
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its present installment this great novel of America today reaches its startling conclusion. 
“wed in an early number by the first installment of its author's new novel, as different from the present 


It will be 


A DAUGHTER 
OF 
DISCONTENT 


By CLARENCE 
BUDINGTON 
KELLAND 


she left the house, determined no longer to live 
under the same roof with such a man as she be- 
lieved Lang to be. 
 , Ogus met her, and masking desire under simple 
i d + friendship, found a room for her with Mrs. Clotts. 
Coad Lang, seeking her, went to Abner Islip, and the 
two fathers became friends. Cleghorn was 
questioned, but he knew nothing of Jane. Meanwhile Jane had 
learned, through Ogus’ repulsive advances, what marriage without 
love might mean, And Mrs. Clotts learned, through an overheard 
conversation, who had murdered her daughter Anna. 

Ogus and Keenan now demand of Abner Islip compliance with 
their plans for revolution, as the price of Cleghorn’s freedom. The 
boy defeats them by falsely confessing Anna’s murder and refus- 
ing freedom In order to escape from the Clotts house, 
Jane promises to marry Ogus. Mrs. Clotts poisons Borginski 
and Keenan. Federal officers, with Weeks Ledyard, raid the 
Clotts house. 


The story proceeds: 


CHAPTER XXIX 


to the hospital on the top floor. Ruth Deyo was 
not to be seen in the big rest-room, and Cleghorn 
rapped on the white door of the little infirmary. Ruth opened it. 
She drew back, startled, made as if she would shut the door in his 
face. 
“Miss Deyo—please!” 
“What do you want? Why do you come here?” 
“To say good-by.” 
“You—are going away?” 


“cy, ” 


CY, drove to his father’s plant and ascended 


“Good-by, Mr. Islip.” 
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“Not even a handshake?” 

Ruth let him take her hand; it was cold. 

“T am going on a long journey, Ruth, and I sha’n’t come back. 
I thought—I was hoping you would let me talk to you a little— 
about myself.” 

“You're not coming back?” 

“No.” 

“Never?” 

“Never.” 

She pressed her knuckles to her lips; her face was colorless. 

“May I come in?” 

She stepped aside to let him pass. 

“Ruth,” he said, “I know what you think of me 
have let me see that.” 

eae 
had not discovered. 

“You have avoided me, because you thought I was not fit to 
know you. You were right. I haven’t been fit to know you. I’ve 
been no good. I’ve been all sorts of a rotter I didn’t 
realize it until you showed me. I didn’t care until I saw how 
you despised me.” 

“Not despised, Mr. Islip. Honestly—” 

“Yes, despised. That wouldn’t have mattered if I didn’t love 
you.” 

“Mr. Islip!” 

“Please! I have a reason for telling you this now, a sort of 
right to tell you—because I shall never see you again. But I want 
you to know it. It will mean nothing to you, but it will mean a 
great deal to me—to remember I told you I loved you, and that, 
if I hadn’t gone on this journey, I would have tried to become 
the kind of a man you might respect—if you could never love him. 
.... That will be my last thought.” 

“Your last thought!” The words startled her, frightened her. 
“What do you mean?” 

“I’ve been very foolish, Miss Deyo, and I’ve got to pay for 
my foolishness.” 

“Yes. But—” 

“Something is going to happen that will make everyone—think 
of me with—with loathing. That doesn’t matter if only you know 
the truth. I have come out here to see you and to tell you the 
truth. Nobody in the world will know it but you and my father. 
May I tell you?” 

“Ves ves,” 

“There was a girl, Ruth. You knew her. Her name was Clotts, 
and she was my stenographer. Once she was brought up here, do 
you remember?” 

She did remember—with bitterness. 

“She was killed—the night I came to you, the night you were 
so good to me; that night she was killed. She wrote me a letter 
asking me to meet her. There had never been anything between 
us, Ruth. That is the truth—nothing but a little idiocy, nothing 
really wrong. Do you believe me?” 

“Tf you say it is true.” 

“She was killed at the place she had set for the meeting. And 
afterwards, when I was not myself,—you remember how I was.— 
I came to you. I was afraid. I came to you because I loved vou 
and because, in the back of my muddled head, it seemed as if 
you were the only person in the world who could save me 
I came to you to be protected; I loved you that way.” 

“Did you—did you—” She could not utter the word. 

“That is what I have come to tell you I was there. 
Two other men were there, and when the girl was killed, they 
attacked me and accused me of the murder. Two of them! They 
found her letter in my pocket. And they said they would swear 
they saw me kill the girl. There wasn’t any escape, you see. 
. .. - But Ruth, I didn’t kill Anna Clotts. I didn’t meet her 
that night. I was just coming to the meeting when I saw one 
of those men—do the thing. That is the truth. That is the 
truth I want you to know.” 


She was afraid he had discovered what he 


UTH was trembling; her eyes were dry, but there was 
dumb agony, pictured in them. “You didn’t—kill her?” 

“I did not.” 

She shut her eyes, even swayed a little as if attacked by sudden 
weakness. 

“T’m—glad,” she said in a whisper. 

“Those men held the thing over my head—made me give them 
money—followed me about and spied on me I thought I 
should go crazy.” 

Ruth uttered a little cry of pity. 
horror of it. 


She could visualize the 


A Daughter of Dis 


“This morning,” he went on, “they forced me tp iain 
Father’s office. They were anarchists—or something 
a plot—to wreck this country—a big plot. And one 
was a leader in it. They accused me to Father. ands 
should go free if he gave them control of his busin 
food of the country—so they could make misery 
It would have been horrible. They offered to trade: 
for that. Father refused, and I hated him. I~] wap 
.... And then Father consented. He had told m 
night before that if I ever was in trouble, he would da 
anything to help me out. And he kept his word 

Ruth was staring now with wide eyes. Her lipg ‘ 
Her strong, lithe young body was tense with the « 
racked her. + 

“One of the men said something—something that ¥ 
He said the returned soldiers wouldn’t fight for theirs 
am a returned soldier, you know. I can’t account f@ 
wasn’t afraid any more You see, I had gone! 
willingly. I hadn’t been afraid of being killed over 
—it’s hard to put into words. Father had given in 
meant—possibly it meant that their plot would succes 
would ruin this country. Do you see?” 

“T—see.” , 
“T had denied the crime. But the thing got clear te 
wouldn’t see me—see the thing happen to me, and they 
one way to stop him from doing what those men dei 
I confessed to killing the girl They thought I 
—and I called the police to convince them. Now Iam 
to give myself up. But I wanted to say goodl 
first, and to tell you the truth. You must never sp 
Ruth. Nobody but you and Father know. But Il 
it will—will be a comfort to me—to think you know 
“What will they do to you?” 3 

He hesitated. “I might have been killed in France, youkia 

“Oh, you mustn’t. It’s horrible. You must get away 
mustn’t do such a thing. Go back to your father—" © 

“And see this country destroyed by anarchists and Bol 
Think what that would mean. Think a moment? Heim 
cold hand and stroked it. ' 


Pars =o See oe Ss see ee 


HE was silent, struggling with herself. She saw tht 
would mean the reign of the dregs. She saw what 

horn was doing, and in spite of her horror, her heart leaped 
something akin to pride. She looked at him with eyes tht 
never seen him clearly before, with something in her eyes that 
would remember in the last instant of his life. Tears came, 
she swayed toward him, into incredulous arms outstretched 
ceive her, and clung to him sobbing and trembling. 

“T didn’t despise you,” she said between her sobs. “It 
that. .... I loved you, Cleghorn. I’ve loved yo 
you. But—I saw things—and I tried not to love you Tit 
it. I loved you first. I’ve always loved you.” 

“You—you loved me!” 

“Yes Yes.” 

“My dear. Oh, my dear, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 

“Sorry?” She locked up at him for his answer. : 

“Because this will—hurt you. Oh, it’s wonderful, Ril 
can’t believe it; but I wish it were not true.” age 

She drew back from him, struggled to master Derseis 
become calm. -. 

“Cleghorn,” she said, “I am not sorry. 
will always love you. Ycu will always be in my hee 
If you—go on this—journey,”—her voice broke—“mys 1 
go with you—and stay with you. Oh, we must SavVe7% 
must be some way.” @ q 

“There is no way.” 

“And nobody will ever know what you have Gon 
you have done—for your country?” ae 

“Does that matter?” an 

“But I will know. Oh, even when I am dying WAR 
shall be proud—that I loved a man—who was not 

“Will you kiss me—good-by?” ‘ a 

He released her—but retained her hand, which he se 
lips. ‘“Good-by, Ruth,” he said, and the happiness 
made it possible for him to smile. 

“No. No—not yet!” 

“Yes. I must go.” s 

“Let me come with you.” oe 

“No.” 

“I will come to see you—every day, every 
let me.” 
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“Your last thought? What do you mean?” 


“No, Ruth. This is good-by.” He held her hand to his lips. 
She did not cling to him, did not make the parting more bitter 
by a display of grief. She mastered herself for his sake. 

“Good-by,” she said. “Remember—I shall be thinking of you, 
loving you, every moment. When you think of me, I shall be 
thinking of you. You will never be alone again. My love will 
be with you. And—and’”—she took his face between her hands, 
and looked into his eyes—“at—at the end, my love will be—at 
your side—to go—on the journey with you Oh, my dear— 
my dear!” 

He left her. Once in the middle of the big room he turned to 
look again: her eyes were there to meet him. At the door he 
turned for the last time, and paused an instant. That was the 
real farewell—the farewell spoken by soul to soul, which only the 
eyes are capable of transmitting. 

Cleghorn descended to the street, and in a moment was driving 
toward the heart of the city, on his way to give himself up to 
the police for the murder of Anna Clotts. 


CHAPTER XXX 


T was Weeks Ledyard who spoke first after he entered the 

taxicab with Jane Lang—and that not until the cab had 
been on its way for minutes. It is not surprising that he could 
not speak, nor that Jane herself was silent. Ledyard, astounded 
that the snare he sprung had caught such game as Jane, with the 
added fact that he had entered that bedroom just as Jane promised 
to become Peter Ogus’ wife, was weighted down with disquieting 
thoughts. Jane knew Ledyard had heard her promise—and she 


A Daughter of Disconn 





“| have been very foolish, Miss Deyo, and I've got to pay for my foolishness.” 


was on her way to a police station, under arrest! It was enough 
to hold her silent. 

“Miss Lang,” said Ledyard at last, “I—believe me, I had 
idea you were in that house.” He felt the necessity for hav 
a part in her ill fortunes. 

“You couldn’t know,” she said faintly. 

“T want to be your friend—in this. 
help—anything I can do?” 

“No.” 

“T have no right to ask questions—even as a friend. Bu 
must understand that you are in—an unpleasant situation. 

“T understand.” > 

“You were arrested in a house that was headquarters lor § 
plot to overthrow the Government. Murder had just been dont 
there. I cannot bring myself to believe you were a part 0 
plot, or had a hand in those murders.” 

“T can’t talk. I mustn’t talk.” 

“You couldn’t know,” he said presently, 
ing for you—day and night.” 

“You! Searching for me!” 

“Yes.” 

She pondered over that. 

“You will want your father at once,” he said. __,, 

“My father! Oh, how is my father? May I see him! 

“TI will arrange it. I will telephone him immediately. we? 

“Telephone him! He—you can telephone him? Where 18 


“At home.” 
be surpristl 


Is there any way 1 al 


ty 


“but I have been search 


“Not—not in—not arrested?” 
“Your father arrested?” It was Ledyard’s turn to 
“What for?” 
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! E ST have merely been useful to old friends in the Intelli- 
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a Budington Kelland 


The ‘told me Father had been arrested.” 
oe n 
Sa sie the police were—searching for me.” 
Hscefited a secret something underlying her words, some 
meusing her, pethaps—something explanatory, exculpatory. 
"he said again. 
Swas not arrested?” 


S sot—suspected of— Oh, I mustn’t—I mustn't.” 
im could be frank with me, Miss Lang— You must be 
This ig serious business.” 


seu are an officer—some kind of officer.” 
» I discovered things, and—helped. I am not an 
—- people trust you, Mr. Ledyard. I have always 
= When i see you, that is what I think—that you could 
‘ ” 
igiad you think so.” : 
mt know what to do. Such things have happened. I 
That house—it was horrible! That 
frible.” She lay back with closed eyes. “They— 
iked in my room since yesterday morning—without 


“n—a prisoner? Why?” 
ise 1 found those bombs in Mr. Clotts’ room.” 

iou—knew nothing about them?” She could not but 
ba note of relief in his voice—and something else not to 


¢ ‘ksew nothing—nothing. I had a room there; that was all. 
Peter Ogus took me there to hide me?” 


ia i om?” 
See 


‘po ce? = Why did you fear the police? Had you done 
iio make you fear the law?” 
But—” 


me one else had?” 
Ss, Oh, and I had done something—I had destroyed things, 
ve the officers.” 
R #mean you knew of some crime and destroyed the evi- 


‘ou must have cared greatly about—the man—to make you 


Not—not in the way you mean.” 

fas the man Peter Ogus?” 

No, Conceal a crime of his!” There was loathing in her voice. 
‘Thate him—I hate him.” 

“But I—” He stopped and bit his lips. 

“You heard me promise to marry him,” said Jane. 
promise; but— Oh, I can’t explain now.” ; 

ledyard was thinking keenly. Jane had thought to protect 
some one, some one she loved. It was not Ogus. She had 
fancied her father under arrest! He turned to her suddenly. 
“Was it your father?” he demanded. 

She was silent. If her father was not under arrest, it might be 
lat he was not in danger, that she had actually saved him. She 
must not speak. 

Miss Lang, something has happened that I don’t understand. 
Somehow you have been made to believe your father was involved 
Mactiminal thing. Was it this plot of Ogus’?” 

She did not speak. 

If Ogus told you so, he lied.” 

* t was not he—he didn’t tell me. 
tongue; it had betrayed her. 


“I did 


I discovered—” Jane bit 
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“Jane,”—it was the first time he had used her given name, and 
now he did it unconsciously, but not without her taking note of it, 
—‘“what did you discover? Tell me everything. You said you 
trusted me. You found evidence against your father and destroyed 
it. That’s what happened, isn’t it? What evidence did you find 
—and where and how?” 

Against her will she answered him, but she had come to the 
point at last where she must talk, where she must confide in some 
one stronger than herself. “It was on his desk—the morning after 
those bombs—the ones that killed people at breakfast. I went 
into his room. On his desk was one of those bombs, and a letter 
to him—boasting. Then officers came to search the house—and I 
déstroyed the things—to save Father.” 

“Jane,” said Ledyard, ‘I don’t know how those things came to 
be on his desk, or why they were there: but this I do know: your 
father was not concerned with them. He had nothing to do with 
this plot. I know it.” 


OMEHOW his words strengthened her, almost made her 
hope, almost made her doubt. 
“No—no—I saw them. I found them—and that letter. 
to Father.” 
“Lying openly on his desk?” 
“Ves,” 


It was 


“Was your father a careless man?” 

“No,” she said, wondering. 

“Tf he was not a careless man in ordinary matters, would he 
have left a bomb and a letter on the top of his desk for anybody 
to find—if he were mixed up in a plot to murder?” 

“T—oh, I don’t know.” 

“And officers came to search the house—that very morning?” 

“Yee.” 

“Rather a coincidence, isn’t it—that your father should have 
been so unnaturally careless on the very day his house-was to be 
searched ?” 

“You mean—” 

“Tt looks as if some man put those things there to be found, 
and then told where they were to be looked for.” 

“Oh, if only I could believe it! It was frightful. My father 
a murderer—of women and babies! I couldn’t endure to see him 
again—to live under the same roof with him.” 

“That is why you went away?” 

“Ves,” 

“But Ogus—and that house?” 

“T didn’t know where to go. I met him on the street, and 
he took me there.. He said I would be safe.” 

“Tell me everything—everything,” said Ledyard, and there was 
murder in his heart. 

The barriers were down now, and she talked, eagerly, passion- 
ately. Hour by hour, day by day, she went over the time passed 
in the Clotts house, recounting, describing. She told him her very 
emotions, her thoughts—told him of her one evening of freedom 
and of the old woman who sold hot tamales. Even he, jealous and 
miserable though he was, could not but believe in her loathing for 
Peter Ogus. ; 

“But you promised to marry him!” 

“T had to get out, don’t you see? It was the only way—to make 
him take me to a minister, so I could tell about those bombs. I 
couldn’t let those—all those unsuspecting people be—murdered.” 

The car stopped. They were at police headquarters. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said Ledyard gently. “Everything will come 
straight. I will make it come straight.” 

She gave him her hand, and at his touch she felt as she had 
felt at the pressure of no other hand. “You would,” she said 
tremulously. “It is like you to—to—make things come right.” 

They passed down the hall to the 
chief’s room, and Ledyard rapped. A 
uniformed (Continued on page 190) 





As was expected, the Soviet idea has hit the cactus. The 
sage-brush and the sage-hen are both by way of being national 


ized. And here's the first record of 


COMMUNISM 
IN 
SHADOW 
VALLEY 


By WILBUR HALL 


Illustrated by 
QUIN HALL 


Ranch had reached me from afar: later I obtained 

an invitation from Major Brush to come out and 
see for myself. But he was valueless as a historian—at the very 
outset some recollection would send him into those window-shaking 
peals of laughter of his, and the story would come to a period. 
My one hope was Stumpy Jones, that crude Homer of the 
Upper Kern, and him I cultivated assiduously. 

For days my hints and circumlocutions brought nothing more 
than grunts from the one-legged: rider, but patiently I set my 
decoys. There came, then, a certain Sunday morning, on which 
Stumpy, seizing the opportunity while the Major and Miss Letty 
were at church, to work on the hair-rope he was making for the 
girl’s wedding present, whistled me over to his side in the lee 
of the harness-room. He stretched there in the sun, looking down 
on that sweet country lying between Lonesome Mountain and 
the drowsing Kern, which is half meadow and half grassy foot- 
hills and which forms the home place of the Major’s ranch Para- 
dise. I joined him in silence—soothed by the distant murmur 
of the river, the drone of the bees in blossoming alfalfa, the 
musical clatter of copper pots and iron pans from the sacro- 
sanct precincts of Sam Li. The only human notes were an 
occasional oath or a short, high laugh from the bunkhouse, where 
the hands dawdled over seven-up. 

And as it chanced, it was the voice of one of the teamsters, 
suddenly upraised in oratory and as suddenly checked by loud, 
raucous and insulting derision, that brought Stumpy out of his 
revery. He looked off across the garden a moment, and jerked his 
thumb in the direction from which the voices had come. 

“Wouldn’t you think, now,” he inquired abruptly, “that a 
growed man would get over havin’ ideas after a while? ’Spe- 
cially a man that aint got what you'd call any extra capacity for 
ideas to begin with?” 

“As who?” I asked. 

“That there Montana mule-driver—Bird Branscom,” Stumpy 
answered. “Bird is as good a hand as I know of when it comes 
to hooking up mules that don’t belong to the same religious per- 
suasions and that has preordained prejudices against being hooked 
up at all. And he can cook a fair species of beans, containing 
salt pork, onions and chili. But he aint satisfied, Bird aint.” 


78 


Re of the late revolution on the Shadow Valley 


Fou 


“The Savi-et of the Cow-men, Teamsters, Wranglers and Hands 
of the Shadow Valley Ranch has issued their ulti-matoom,” he says, 


“How do you mean, Stumpy?” 

“Ideas—that’s how I mean,” Stumpy said with some digs 
“Give me or you or Misty Hammond or the Major a day's wi 
in our line, and three or four meals and a bunk, and wa 
get along without any ideas to speak of. But give Bird Bue 
com his choice, and he'll let the day’s work slide and pas§ 
the chuck and the blankets just for a chance to bulldog # 
throw a new idea! Funny thing.” 

“Go on,” I prompted. a 

“Well, I guess maybe you heard about the Shadow Vale 
Savi-et of Cowriders, Hands and Skinners, haven't you?... 
Uh-huh! Laughin’ about it, too, wasn’t they? Of course, Wa 
that was Bird Branscom. Just now he was elevating his wa 
organs over there in the bunkhouse, interruptin’ a peaceable gat 
of seven-up at a cent a point, with somethin’ brilliant he'd mp 
You notice what they did to him, didn’t you? Sure. And? 
tell you why. The Russian Savi-et that Bird organized bas 
him considerable behind with the hands on this ranch. Ideas § 
selling awful cheap here these days, and when it comes to Binds 
ideas—well, he can’t give ‘em away. I'll yarn you the jie 
and you'll see why.” 


oo day (Stumpy began) a slick stranger is goitt ® 
come along and talk the Major out of his bank-accows 
and his white-face steers—he’s that easy and free from cat 
If it hadn’t been for the Major, of course, Bird Branscoms ® 
idea wouldn’t have got any farther than a lot of big woe 
together and drove with a jerk-line. But what happeme 
that the Major honed to go up to Menachee Meadows wi 
Summers boys, from up Inyo way, to fish for golden trout, 
with Steve Manson away in the Canada army and no bow be 
but me and my oak peg to run the ranch, he didn't se’ 
could make it. It made him lose weight, too—o Mi 
couldn’t rig himself up and go off into the high reg 
in the office the day he was having Miss per! write 
to the Summers boys saying it was no use trying. 
And then who choad pt in but Bird Branscom and 
roclamation. w 
‘ He drawed it up himself—you could see that, by the ' 
it hung together. Get the Major to show it to you it 
It had a ten-cent bottle of red ink wasted on it, am 
couldn’t make it out at all. 
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ia si ism in Shadow Valley 
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“What blazes is it about, Branscom?” he says, grinning. 
] get Se sehereas parts clear enough, but the ‘resolved’ stops 
” 


. “The Savi-et of Cow-men, Teamsters, Wran- 
ohty —g of the Shadow Valley Ranch has issued their 
iti-matoom, Major,” he says. “We demand control of this here 
by tomorrow at high noon. Twelve o'clock, in other 
” 
sor sat back and began to take a breath. If you’ve 
ss Serie when he was kind of irritated and wanted to con- 
that fact to bystanders, you'll understand why I moseyed 
4 toward the door and motioned Miss Letty to clear out. 
But Major Brush let the breath go again, and only grinned. I 
saw his eye was resting loving-like on the case of fishing-tackle 
in a corner. 
a a wrinkle, is it, Bird?” he says, as cool as a 
pipe of cube-cut. “Go on and expand it, will you? I've been 
busy and I haven’t read up on the Russian situation as much as 
Td ought to have.” 7 ae 
Branscom took his sombrero off so’s it wouldn’t impede his 
speech any, and he started in. It’s his fav’rite sport, anyhow, 
talking is, and he never needs no urging. = 
“fil admit, Major,” he says, “that the idea is sort of borrered 
from Russia; but we aim to carry out our plans without no un- 
necessary bloodshed, of course. You and Miss Letty aint really 
joi d we haven't got no intentions of carrying this here 
plan to extremes.” He cast his eye on me then. “Foremen and 
straw bosses is different, in our opinion. They aint in on the 
Savi-et to any considerable extent—because we estimate that they 
are so handy at giving orders that they wont probable be ameen- 
able to taking em. So we figure we better get rid of ’em. Minor, 


a 


wio> 

ae down on the Hog Ranch, and Billy Cleeter and Stumpy Jones, 
here, can take their choice of being associate members of the 
Savi-et, without the privilege of voting or belonging to the Central 

1 Hands Committee, or they can vamoose. We aim,” Bird Branscom says, 

he says, “to operate the Shadow Valley Ranch in every way for the bene- 
fit and use of the hands.” ; 

Miss Letty looked at Bird, and then she looked at the Major, 

and then she put her head back, with her face as pretty and as red 

ome dif #84 Jonathan apple in October. “The 

a day's , very idea!” she says. “The impudence 

and wea you, Bird Branscom!” ; 

Bird Brus “Sho’, Letty!” the Major says, still 

and pass | ginning. “You're behind the times, 

bulldog gil. This is the day of syndicalism 
and direct action,” he says. “Labor 
has abandoned the old and clumsy ma- 

adow Val chinery of politics and is expressing its 

you? .... wishes through the medium of eco- 

vurse, Wag B0mic pressure. As far as I’m con- 

ng his wal cerned,” he says, “I bow to the will of 

cceable gund the majority. _And I wish, Letty, that 

+ he'd rel You'd run up in the storeroom and see 

And if you can find my hip-boots any place.” 

zed has pe t nonsense!” Miss Letty 

h. [desi SO4pped, and flounced out. The Major 

es to Bie laughed. 

u the yt “Women never were actuated by the 
results of pure reason,” he says to me. 
They are swayed entirely by feeling. 

is going Me, now—I’m one of the purest rea- 

vank-accn soners in Kern County. Brother Brans- 

from catim 60M," he says, all sweet and amiable, 

inscom's bi you mind telling me what the 

ords bite W Valley Soviet of Cow-punchers, 

ppened Tanglers and Rough-necks wants me 

ws with to do? : 

n trout, be Passing the insulting language of the 

nobody bet t class,” Branscom says, very 

see hor Desh i all we want of you, Major 

o think ush, 18 to give us over immediate pos- 

ra. 18 — of the ranch and all the stock 

e the lee al * sy hose and adjoining thereto, the use of this office and 


Ouses except a couple of rooms for you and Miss Letty 
and your check-book and bank-accounts.” : 
Me, I was all ready to dodge the cross-fire 
opened up. But he didn’t open up—at least, not 
vos upper right-hand drawer of his desk. He pulls 
; m Dox full of papers and takes his key off his 
Watch-chain. He shoves them both across toward Bird. 


~~ You are, old-timer,” he says. “There’s two thousand 
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dollars interest coming due on the first on the Wheeler Ranch up 
the West Fork; and there’s four thousand dollars the Soviet’ll 
have to pay Miller and Lux by the tenth for them bald-faces that 
are up in Shadow Valley. Aside from that, there isn’t any out- 
standing debts except the grocery bill and whatever Miss Letty 
has bought for her trousseau in San Francisco. Those bills,” the 
Major says, “will be in about the third or fourth—you can take 
your time to pay them, I suppose. And I guess that’s all.” 

I could see Bird Branscom was kind of floored. He’d come 
in expecting a row. And if I’d been doing any expecting myself, 
I would have strung along with him, too. But no; Major Brush 
had just one idea in his head—and that idea was getting up be- 
fore daylight in the frosty mornings of the high Sierra and drop- 
ping pretty blue and green horsehair and velvet flies into an ice- 
cold lake where the golden trout have their natural domain and 
habitat, as you might say! He just chucked the Shadow Valley 
ranch at Bird Branscom, without a quaver! 

“Miss Letty’ll go in to Bakersfield tonight to see her aunt’s 
folks,” the Major says. “And if it’s all the same to the Soviet 
Bureau of Wagons, Department of the Barn, Portfolio of Trans- 
portation, I’d like to have Red Sessions hook up the bay mule 
team to the buckboard about one o’clock and take us in to the 
Mission,” he says. 

Bird Branscom never cracked a smile. “That can be arranged, 
I guess,” he said, and then he tucked the Major’s tin box under 
his arm and turned to me. 

“Do you want to sign up as a associate member, Stumpy?” 
he says. 

I looked at the Major, and he nodded a little. So, I says: 
“Well, if there aint too much of a initiation fee and the cere- 
monies don’t require no full regalia of silk knee-pants,” I says, 
“T seckon I'll associate.” 

“We'll send the secretary around to you this afternoon,” he 
says. “And you'll probably be raised to a full member in good 
standing if you don’t make no ruckus,” he says. 

“Not on your life, I wont!” I says. “There'll be full mem- 










“Do you want to sign up as a associate member, Stumpy?” he says. 


bers enough the first time you declare dividends in this society: 
I reckon associating is good enough for me, Bird,” I says. 

“You'll please call me Comrade Branscom,” he says, very dig- 
nified, and walks out. 

“Well, Major,” I says then, “now you’ve had your fun, I sup- 
pose you'll kick the Savi-et into the road to Fogarty’s, wont 
you?” 

" “No,” the Major says, and leaned back to have his laugh. 
“When the Soviet gets one good, long, languishing look at my 
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bank-balance, I figure that it will begin to enter on the first stages 
of economic dissolution,’ he says. “And besides that, I haven’t 
been fishing with the Summers boys for four years now, and 
they say that the upper meadow lakes are plumb full of golden 
trout this year. No, Stumpy,” he says, “I’m for the revolution. 
Down with the boush-wah! Whoops, my dear!” 

That afternoon him and Miss Letty went a-wandering away 
from here, and I signed up with Fred Minor and Billy Cleeter, 
the freighting foreman, to be associate members of the Savi-et, 
without votes. 

That was a Wednesday afternoon, if I aint mistaken. 
how, I know there 
was a bunch of year- 
lings up on the Cien- 
ega Ranch that was 
getting powerful short 
of feed and had ought 
to have been moved 
pronto, and Fred 
Minor, the college 
boy that run the hog- 
ranch for the Major, 
was figuring on mark- 
ing a couple hundred 
shoats and running 
them into the oak flat 
right away, and we 
was behind on the 
Miller and Lux 
freighting contract, 
and taking it all 
around, it looked to 
me as if the Savi-et 
had its work already 
cut out for it. But 
they had their hands 
full with more impor- 
tant matters. They 
had to hold a corivo- 
cation. 

I don’t know what 
that is in the una- 
bridged volume of 
handy information 
compiled by old Dan’l 
Webster, but it was 
one of Bird Brans- 
com’s words, and for 
him it meant a feast 
of chatter and a flow 
of gab. Bird put up 
a notice on the store- 
room door, but no- 
body could read it; so 
we let that slide and 
went to the convoca- 
tion in a flock. Fred 
Minor and Billy Clee- 
ter and me,—the as- 
sociates, — we took 
back seats and _ lis- 
tened. Sam Li, the 
cook, he brought a 
mess of dish-washing 
to the window and combined duty and pleasure in a way that 
warmed your heart. Bird Branscom made the opening address. 

It was kind of flighty, but it listened good. Wages doubled, 
eight-hour day, no bosses,—straw or otherwise,—half holiday Sat- 
urday, a barbecue and free beer every Sunday and a fund for 
old age for every member of the Savi-et. That was the social 
program of the organization, Bird said. He expanded a good deal 
on the general subjects of the millenium, economic independence, 
propygandy, the removal of fettering limitations on human action, 
and the economic tyranny of capitalism; but the boys got tired of 
that early and began to interrupt and make umbrageous remarks. 
So Bird took the hint and threw the meeting open to a general 
discussion. 

There was about twenty hands in the storeroom, but they didn’t 
seem to have any discussing on their chests. 

Chalky Brode unlimbered his six-foot-two of statue when the 
pause was getting embarrassing, and made the first break. 


Any- 


wis ibdduscild 


Next morning we didn’t ask any questions. 


Communism in Shadow Va 


“Comrades and cow-punchers,” he said, “this here idear of Bird 
Branscom’s takes awful easy with me.. But what I want to knop 
is—where we going to get men to run this here ranch while Wer 
running this here Savi-et?” ; 

He sat down, and Bird Branscom give a kind of snort. “Voy 
aint got much grasp on the economic principles, Chalky,” he gam 
“The idea is that we all do the work of the ranch like we alps 
Gone it, only the ranch belongs to us now, and we divide ty 
profits.” ' 

Sam Li squealed then. “Hi, Bli’d Blanscom,” he says, “yoy oot 
swell high-tone idlee. Sam Li like catchee him shla’ plofits plett 
quick—go San Flisep 
You sabee?” 

Somebody heaved g 
horseshoe at the wip. 
dow, and there was; 
regular hurrah gf 
speaking begun. 

“No Chinks g. 
lowed!” Danny Fe. 
lows says. “If that 
cook is a Savi-et, Ip 
out of it.” 

“You bet!” the 
crowd says. And 
half a dozen put in 
their remarks in 
short, ugly words, 

Bird Branscom got 
them shut up after a 
while. “If you'll re 
in a minute,” he says, 
“T'll settle this here 
Oriental, This Say 
et is a American insti- 
tution, and no Chi- 
nese need apply, Sam 
Li’s wages will bk 
just the same as they 
was before, And if 
there’s any foolish 
ness from the mes- 
house, the C hinese 
race will have its pop 
ulation suddenly cut 
down with the we, 
aid and abetment of 
a thirty-foot rope 
If there’s no further 
discussion, we will 
now elect members 
of the central com 
mittee.” 

I turned to Billy 
Cleeter. “Let's gt 
out of here, Billy, be 
fore it gets too 
warm,” I says, and 
we went and threw 
the saddles on oll 
horses and rode dows 
to the Cienega 
move those yearlings 
It began to strike me 
if we waited for 
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It seemed a poor time for them. 


that they wouldn’t be moved for some time 1 j 
the sovereign members of the Shadow Valley Savi-et to ot 
to it. We picked up a couple of half-breeds at Fogarty we ; 
by dark we had the yearlings headed through the Nanwns 
that they could find enough grass to keep them for a while. di 
I was getting almost ready for something to eat when vi 
to the ranch here, but I was a lot readier before I got any S 
Sam Li had proved his Americanism, as the papers Sy 
striking for the eight-hour day. That made his wee = 
end about three in the afternoon. And when I got there, a af 
sitting in the little window of the spring-house, thats 7 
two-foot blocks of sandstone from the Dikes, with rie } 
Major’s double-barreled shotguns across his knees am him 
barred on the inside. The Savi-et had put olf aaa * ontt 
it felt stronger. And about eighteen of them were ™ re 
each other in the messhouse trying to make the range thee 
went down to Minor’s shack with Billy Cleeter, and the 
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i half a case of canned beans and 


Vy: Bet hing.” 
communism 1s a great thing, 

innit. “It establishes the 
‘4 untrampled right of every citizen 
his own chores, including paring the 


bacon to a black 
Far as I’m con- 


to Mis’ Fogarty’s to- 
yw morning and ar- 
for board under the 
nical old capitalist sys- 


associate Savi-et 
i around that mess- 
till it had set the 
e on fire twicet and 
up two likely messes 
ulligan stew, and then 


Li and entered into a 
of nations with him. 
come out good. If 
been at the peace con- 
ce, they could have 
yong fine without half 
pzen pre-meers and 
ical advisors, in my 
m. Li had the mak- 
of a statesman—or a 


il, next morning, after breakfast at Fogarty’s, us three asso- 
s went back and found the Savi-et holding a convocation on 
uibject of the chores. Every member had picked out a nice, 
place for himself to sit and look on while the other free 
independent comrades did the work, and the argument 
nt be settled by a vote, because they couldn’t agree on a 
factory motion before the house. About ten o’clock they 
mally get stirring, but they wasn’t ambitious, as you might 
It was a middling hot day, sultry and close, and there was 
coming up from the south; I had some sympathetic feelings 
we comrades. But that didn’t interfere with the fact that 
d the fall calves to brand and eight string teams to send 
to Caliente for that delayed freight. Billy Cleeter and 
truly did what we could, and the rest of ’em did what they 
0, and by noon the teams were off down the grade and the 
$ un into the branding corral. But in the afternoon, 
4 we got to going good and had turned out thirty 
Bird Branscom went over and rung Sam Li’s triangle 
erybody quit, 
hat's the matter with you galoots?” I says as they 
td out the gate. : 
wut o'clock—that’s what’s the matter!” Chalky Brode 


» ‘because it’s come to stay on this ranch.” 


was ahead of them. 


omrades,” he says, “this is a hell of a note!” 
the matter, Bird?” 


€ up the pay- 
tot as far as pay-roll. 


Name, and then he stopped. 


tebe checks?” 
~ &m with ink, you ignoramus,” says Pete Whaling. 


$s name—that’s what I’ve got to do.” 
» Sam Gore says. 











“You'll have to get used to the eight-hour day, Stumpy,” 
8 disgusted, but I didn’t say so. I knew better’n they did 
‘td Major's bank balance I was thinking of. And sure 
zeit We Was sitting down to chuck at five o’clock,—Sam 


mS getting time and a half for overtime, if I forgot to tell 
my right about then Bird Branscom comes in with a 


me matter is that we was goi , i 
hora! j going to have a pay-day Friday, 
ear enough in the bank to pay us about half what’s 


res all right. But they decided to take what 
$0 Bird brought out the Major’s check-book and 


filling out his own check and come to the 


t of this before,” he says. “But how’m I going 


ant no time for levity, Pete,” Bird says. “I’ve got to 


“You can write, can’t 


Pace 81 


“Of course I can write. But under the 
tyranny of capitalism that’d be forgery,” 
says Bird. 

“What’s the difference?” 

Bird snorted. “About twenty years’ dif- 
ference, I’d say. And I never thought I’d 
be any hand at making jute-sacks!” 

Well, sir, they hadn’t come up with that 
idea before. And they didn’t have any 
brilliant thoughts on the question either. 
Bird made sarcastic remarks and got per- 
sonal and nasty. Somebody suggested that 
he better write the Major and get him to 
make his bank-account over to the Savi-et 
by mail. 

“Sure!” Bird says with one of his wither- 
ing glances. ‘“Sure—and one of us’ll ride 
two hundred miles up above Isabella and 
find the Major in the high Sierra and deliver 
the mail. You fellows make me sick.” 

The meeting adjourned that night because 
there wasn’t anything else to do. It began 
to look as though they were floored. But 
you couldn’t down Bird Branscom. He got 
up with the lovely, refreshing, pouring rain 
early in the morning and announced that he 
had solved the problem of the pay-roll. 

“This Savi-et is not bankrupt, by a long 
shot,” he says. “We've got eighty head 
of fat steers ready to ship from the Mis- 
sion, and I'll go down there this morning 
and wire Bridenstine for his price. Then 
we'll have our hard-earned money, and we'll 
put it in the bank in the name of the Savi-es” 

This news changed the atmosphere quite a spell, but gloom set- 
tled down on ’em immediately when Bird began to name off the 
men that was to ride up to the Q-bar lease and bring down the 
steers. The more the comrades looked out the door at the rain, 
that was sluicing down in sheets, the more they lost interest in 
moving steers. The only bright idea that come to them was to 
send the associate members after the steers. But me and Billy 
Cleeter laughed at them. 

“Two men,” I says, “—and one of them with a oak-peg for a 


“My orders are to 
deliver cars only on 
the signed request of 
responsible shippers. 














5 Sam Li had proved his Americanism 
oo oe by striking for an eight-hour day. 


leg—moving a herd of beef-cattle in this rain! What this Savi-et 
needs is a little God-given horse-sense!” I says. — 

And Billy Cleeter laughed. “I’ve been wanting to go out to 
Bakersfield and see my wife for a while anyhow,” he says. “So 
I guess I'll sell my associate membership in this club to the first 


bidder.” 
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“Maybe Sam Li’ll buy it,” I says. But I didn’t get any encour- 
agement. 

And then their troubles really began. Fred Minor came in from 
the hog-ranch. He wore a poncho and boots, and his hat was 
turned down, but he brought enough water into the messhouse 
on his person to dip a flock of sheep. 

“Good morning, comrades,” he says. 
bad news, but I’ve got some on me.” 

“What is it now?” Bird Branscom says. The strain of being 
High and Lofty Chief Mourner of the Shadow Valley Savi-et 
was beginning to edge Bird’s temper a little. 

“It’s a mere trifle,’ Minor says. “Some time last night one 
of the comrades—Gus Ware, to be exact—exercised his inalien- 
able rights and went in to Fogarty’s and got pie-eyed. On the 
way home I opine that he decided to organize a savi-et among 
the stock on the ranch. He made his first speech to the dairy- 
herd, and then he got over into the hog-pens somehow and sowed 
the seed of enlightenment there, and then he went to sleep in 
a sty. This morning the dairy herd is somewhere between here 
and the farther side of Lonesome, and the hogs are gone a-may- 
ing. Gus is almost sober now—he says that the hogs are the most 
intelligent and appreciative audience he ever addressed.” 

“Oh, dry up, Minor!” Branscom says. “This aint any time for 
humor. What’re we going to do now?” 

The first suggestion we heard related to the immediate and 
pressing job of swinging Gus Ware out into boundless space at 
the end of a horsehair rope, and me and Cleeter and Fred Minor 
moseyed out. We judged that the meeting was going to be a 
stormy one. We didn’t have a vote, anyhow. 

Stumpy Jones lay back, chuckling, and momentarily forget- 
ting his labors. Seven-up had palled on the late members of the 
late Soviet of Shadow Valley, and one by one they emerged into 
the summer sunshine. Bird Branscom, whom I knew by the coon- 
skin cap he affected,,winter and summer, paused at the door and 
attempted to stay a fellow-cow-man. The victim ducked. “Aw, 
go write a piece about it for the papers, Bird!” he advised bru- 
tally. “Can’t you see I’m a-grievin’ for that six bits I just lost in 
there? Aint you got no respect for sorrer?” 

Stumpy Jones laughed, and nudged me. “They’re all riding 
wide of Bird these days, like I told you,” he commented, and 
fell to work on his horsehair reata again. “Come on with the 
epic of the communistic colony, Stumpy,” I urged. Stumpy grew 
grave. With a long sigh he took up his narrative. 

You don’t seem to get the fine points of pathos in this story of 
mine, neighbor. As Port Fleming was just saying: “Aint you 
got no respect for sorrow?” ‘This here ranch was clotted with 
that commodity on the rainy morning in March I was telling 
you about. 

It wasn’t any gay and festive occasion, just climb on to that 
thought: Take hogs at their best, and they don’t drive any too 
easy. Take ‘em when they’ve had a taste of freedom and are 
belly-deep in alfalfa where they oughtn’t to be, or are tasting the 
first spring vegetables, or are bedded 
down in oat-hay where they can sleep or 
eat with equal freedom from harrowing 
exertion, and they get even harder to 
persuade. But add a nice, easy, pleasant 
rainstorm to the onsomble, as you might 
say, and rounding-up hogs becomes more 
an art than a business. 

The Savi-et turned out after noon and 
herded hogs till dark. I don’t remember 
ever hearing more picturesque language 
anywheres. Billy Cleeter and Fred Minor 
and me—we decided that associate mem- 
bers would be more a aggravation than a 
help in this emergency, so we took up 
into the hayloft, where it was warm and 
dry, and watched the performance, as 
much of it as we could see, through the 
hay-door. 

We didn’t want’ to be disagreeable or 
anything; so we went down to the mess- 
house about dark, planning to get a snack 
of heartening food from Sam Li and then 
turn in. But the messhouse was cold as 
a barn, and Sam’s fires was out. There 
wasn’t a wheel turning anywheres. We 
busted into the cook’s shack and found 
Sam asleep in his’ bunk. Couldn’t rouse 
him up any either. From the smells in the 


“T don’t like to bring 
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place, we judged that Sam had taken up with the sexi 
poppy as a relaxation, and was due to have quite g 
he was ready to get back on the job. And when we 
his comrades of the Savi-et, dragging in from hog-c 


rain, we decided that Sam’s alibi would have to be a ned 


one or there would be a political assassination op the ra 
ing the shank of the day. 

So we hid Sam out in the incubator-house, where ag 
went except Miss Letty, and played a game of pinochle 
ter’s cabin, subsisting only on a meager meal of camel 
loaf of bread, a jar of sweet pickles we found in the j 
two halves of mince pie Sam had hid out under q by 
and three tins of first-class peaches. We kept away fn 
messhouse during the evening. But from what we heard 
later, the Savi-et had a good old Russian time of ¢ 
eighty dollars’ worth of good substantial plates and 
saucers was smashed somehow, and there was blood a 
the roller towel and some on a busted bench in one comer 
morning we didn’t ask any questions. It seemed a Dir 
for them. 

Things drug along this way, more or less, and mosh 
for four days, and the rain let up for a while and gy 
again and let up; and between drops, as you might say, the§ 
got the fat steers down from the Q-bar lease and tund 
into the lower meadow and fed them corn. 
wired Bridenstine, the Bakersfield beef-buyer, and Bris 
had offered sixteen dollars a hundred f. o. b. the Misi 
Bird cheered up a little, and the Savi-et began to have 
visions of dividend-day. But on the next Wednesday sig 
got a setback again. 

Bird went in to order cars for the shipment, and ke 
with Charley Forrester, the station-agent at the Missin 
rester hadn’t heard about the Savi-et to any extent, i 
because he wanted to know why Bird Branscom wast 
cars and where the Major was. 

“The Shadow Valley Ranch now belongs to the bal 
performs the labor on it,” Bird says in his grand Russian 

“Oh, the hell you say!” says Forrester. “Well, tk 
division of the Pacific and Southern railroad now below 
same hated plutocrats that it used to, and my ordes 
deliver cars only on the signed request of responsible g 
And even if it didn’t,” he says, “there isn’t a cattlecr 
than Bakersfield, and it would take me three or fous 
get them here.” 

Bird argued some, but Charley Forrester was a prelly 
arguer himself, and Bird’s ammunition scattered so mu 
didn’t bring down any considerable amount of game, Dill 
back with the depressing news. The Savi-et wanted tg 
take over the railroad, or organize the train-crews, of § 
the station-agent or something, but Bird persuaded th 
that would mean taking in quite a bit of territory. 
were at a standstill again, and no cash balance. 

Wednesday night Sam Li disappeared 
had been a lot of loose talk about the mi 
alien in the Savi-et domains, and I 
but what Sam was playing safe. Anyhor, 

what he figured. He left a 
bill. With over-time it m 
about sixty dollars for the ¥ 
the comrades laid back on 
legs and howled. To make) 
worse, the store at the Ms 
down on any more ci 
ranch until the last months # 
paid, and the rations were ™ 
There was a meeting—lm 
vocation—of the Savi-et call’ 
day morning. I horned in to liste 
I was pretty average busy xe 
steers moving ahead of starvaliat) 
was a lot of fence down on the ms 
The convocation started well @ 
a set of resolutions condemming 
alistic attitude of the railt 
was Bird Branscom’s—am the § 
ing on all loyal members of 
boycott the general store at 
Chalky Brode proposed this meu 
he’d dropped in there the ed be 
square of Horseshoe and all 
down by Andrews, (C al 
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HIS is the fifth story in the series chronicling the 
est of Peewee. 


dm WILLIAM MAC HARG 


Illustrated by 
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iarly distinctive, handsome little face whose leok of 

innocence veiled an unchildlike wisdom gained in a 
fe upon the city streets—sat halfway down the great main stairs 
d listened excitedly for the voices which came to him indistinct- 
from the library. The door from the hall into the library was 
sed; the words reached him circuitously through an adjoining 
om the door of which was evidently open. He did not dare to 
p closer to this room, where he could have heard more plainly, 
cause of servants who passed frequently through the hall below 
d would have detected him. The deeper and more easily dis- 
guished voice—which, however, spoke less often—was that of 
man who, in the queer way that the elder sons of his family 
we known, was called Jeffrey Markyn Third. Circumstances 
— Peewee that Jeffrey Markyn Third was illegitimate- 

uncle, 

The little figures clothed uniformly in blue and white, who 
d been Peewee’s companions in St. Anthony’s Orphan Asylum, 
tre his very earliest recollection. He +had not liked that or 
wer institutions, and at six had run away and found a more 
isiactory, less disciplined life in selling newspapers. There had 
tn no knowledge of who his parents were until a dying woman, 
be questionable character had been clear to his sophistication, 
sent for him and told him that he was her son. She had 
yen him secretly the name—Walter Weldell Markyn—of the 
i who, she had told him, was his father. The man, Peewee 
mi, Was rich and prominent; he lived in a great, handsome 
se which Peewee had wandered through and looked at, un- 
ted. While there, he had heard Walter acknowledge 
ees parentage to Jeffrey; to acknowledge it publicly, he had 


6 teed Ps sein small for his age of ten, with a pecul- 


































> it mm — say, would destroy the happiness of Mrs. Walter 
oe had first seen Mrs. Markyn’s picture in a newspaper; 
» mkt a” d he had seen the young and beautiful woman herself and 
he J ognized her from the likeness. She had seemed to him the 
credit oor person he had ever seen, and had aroused feelings 
nth’ Hl » wach, never having been loved by anyone or loved any- 





a could not understand. He had not wanted her 
pte s cestroyed, and he had determined that she should 
: a. : him. But he had irresistible longings to be 
=. 4 = speak, to have her touch him. He had found 
% pleasan a par ptey she walked beside the children’s bath- 
Peewee’, fr ad put himself where he could see her. 
riendlessness had interested Mrs. Markyn without 
istep an re about him; she had begun to watch for him 
mlicale to he very him. Some attraction whose strength was 
she kissed a had drawn her to the child: she trembled, 
it some unf m, as much as he did. Events had made her 
¢ Saat ortunate connection between him and her family, 
Rporary <A Sa = nature of this connection, she had found a 
ie with the or him in this great house upon the Lake Shore 
who 
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nd —m om oe alone here, Matthew Beman. 
che - Markyn’s grandfather, Markyn had also 
bed the parentage of Peewee. one : 






















A limousine stopped 
before the house and 
the man whom Peewee 
had recently regarded 
as his father got out. 


The small experience Peewee had had of feelings such as he had 
toward Mrs. Markyn made them bewilder him. He never, when 
he could help it, spoke her name; in his thoughts, and in speech 
when he was forced to mention her, he called her “she.” Seeing 
Jeffrey Markyn come to the house,—the men of the Markyn fam- 
ily, Peewee knew, almost never came there,—he had believed that 
she must be the subject of the conversation, and had crept here 
to listen. The few words he had heard had not yet made plain 
to him what they were talking about, but they had chilled and 
startled him. 

“But Walter acknowledged the boy.” This was Jeffrey’s voice. 

“He appears to have done that merely on the statement of the 
woman.” 

They were not, Peewee decided, speaking of Mrs. Markyn; 
Beman would not have called her “the woman;” he would have 
called her Marion. Whom were they talking about?’ Was it his 
mother? 

“T’ve talked with the nurse who was looking after her when 
she died—had her here and talked with her.” This was Beman’s 
voice again, strong, though cracked with age. “The coroner's 
physician came here too—they’d already got an affidavit from 
him for me, and what he said bore out that statement completely.” 

“The woman” was Peewee’s mother, then. He recalled the 
kind-faced, middle-aged trained nurse in her striped dress who 
had paced outside the door while his mother talked with him, and 
had come in and freed him from the grasp of his mother’s thin, 
hot hands. 

“The nurse’—Beman was speaking still—“had figured out the 
circumstances as they must have been. There wasn’t anybody 
she could state her conclusions to. The boy had disappeared, 
and she didn’t know Walter’s name.” 

“She agrees with the coroner’s man?” 
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“That’s not the question. The statement of the coroner’s man 
that the woman had never borne a child isn’t controvertible.” 

This talk, Peewee thought, was hard to understand. 

“The nurse simply worked out an explanation of the circum- 
stances. They don’t class the case as exceptionally remarkable; 
it’s just, from their point of view, a drug-addict case. The nurse’s 
name is Sandsby; she’s had a lot of experience and was called to 
attend this Helen Lampert a week before the woman died.” 


HE hard words, Peewee realized, were fewer in this last; 
if they would use common words, he could get at the 
meaning of their conversation. 

“The nurse says the woman talked freely to her. Her talk 
wasn’t always sane; she was an excessive drug-user. The nurse 
says the woman talked continually about a boy. The nurse didn’t 
get the impression from her at first that she believed the boy to 
be her son. All she told the nurse in the beginning was that she 
had employed a private detective agency to look the boy up. It 
was after the agency had reported to her, that she told the nurse 
the boy was her son, who had been taken from her by the courts 
while he was still a baby. She had lost trace of him afterward, 
she said, through some confusion of the court records.” 

“That was what Walter said.” 

“Because the woman told him that. The nurse didn’t see the 
agency report. She believes now, from some things the woman 
said to her at the time, that it stated no more than that the boy’s 
parentage was unknown. The woman, the nurse says, had been 
deeply in love with Walter—that is, as she puts it, with the man 
who came there afterward. The nurse doesn’t know any of the 
names, except that of the Lampert woman; I didn’t tell her any 
of them, either. The woman never hoped to marry him, of course. 
After the affair had been broken off, she left Chicago; the nurse 
thinks it was because she couldn’t bear to stay where she was 
continually thinking she might see him. She lived in other cities. 
The life she was leading and the drugs she used finally broke her 
down, and she returned to die here where her family were. 

“Coming back here revived her memories of her love-affair. 
Besides that, she saw Walter one day on the street, without his 
noticing her. That was before the nurse went to her, but she 
told of it. She had regretted, after his breaking off with her, that 
she had not had a child, and the nurse says the sight of him re- 
newed that regret. She was getting weaker and less responsibie 
mentaly all the time. Later she saw this newsboy and was struck 
by his resemblance to Walter, and her drug-crazed brain suggested 
all the rest.” 

Peewee twisted his small body on the step perplexedly. 

“Suggested what?” This was Jeffrey’s voice. 

“That he was the child whom she had wished to have. The 
agency report, which could give no other parents for the boy, did 
not contradict her hallucination. Subsequently her insanity sup- 
plied the circumstances necessary to account for her separation 
from him.” 

Peewee shivered; he was beginning to understand. He had 
thought when the woman, pressing her cracked and burning lips 
to his, had told him that he was her son, that she was “nuts;” 
afterward he had become convinced that what she had said was 
true. But she had been “nuts,” if he was understanding what 
Beman was saying. 

“The nurse was there,” Beman was speaking still, “when the 
woman sent for her father and told him about her boy. _She saw 
Walter, too, when he came there and the woman told. him that 
they had a son about whom she had never let him know; and she 
saw the boy afterward when he was brought there. There was 
no reason for the nurse, or for any of the others, to doubt the 
woman’s story.” 

“Not even considering her insanity?” 

“Her insanity was not evident, and the likeness appeared to 
ew she said. Have you seen the boy?” 

“ 0.’ 

“He looks exactly like Walter; you can’t imagine two faces 
feature for feature more the same.” 

“Good Lord! There can’t have been still some other woman 
in Walter’s life besides this one and Marion!” 

Peewee stood up, shrinking anxiously. 

“You don’t understand. I’m not thinking about Walter or 
Marion now; I’m thinking about Edith.” 

This was Beman’s voice; nothing more, for the moment, was 
said in the library, and Peewee was no longer listening to conver- 
sation which had already given him more than he could easily 
understand. The chief fact of this was clear to him. The woman 
who had told him that she was his mother had not been his 


mother; she had been merely “bugs.” It followed thy 


who, on the evidence of what she had told him, had 
parentage of Peewee, was not his father. pt 

The boy perceived, vaguely at first, as he compre 
the extent of the mistake resulting from what # 
said. That he had been taken off the streets was op 
It had made Walter Markyn give the Lamperts 
them quiet about Peewee; the boy did not know hows 
but he thought it had been a great deal. It hade 
Markyn unhappy and anxious; it had caused anxieh 
Markyn and to Beman. That fierce old man—whos 
learned, took revenge upon whomever deceived hima 
his misapprehension, taken Peewee into his own. hows 
him new clothes and had him cared for. Now that 
this was known to them, they would want to punish 
who had made them suffer so unnecessarily. Whaty 
do to Peewee? 

He noted with terror that the silence caused by wha 
last said in the library continued. : 
through talking and were coming out? He drew back 
sively up the stairs and moved backward through the® 
ing for their appearance. This brought him to another 
the winding steps of. which led down into the se 


Did this mean thagl 


He listened; some one was undoubtedly moving in the 


near the door of the library; whoever it might be, 
about to come upstairs. Peewee dashed precipitately 
servants’ stair, out at the rear door, across the court 
the passageway between the buildings opposite. He: 
Astor Street to the first cross-street and doubled by 
Lake Shore Drive. 
one appeared to have followed: him from ‘the rear, 
away, still gazing back at Beman’s’ house. : 
He had liked it, he realized, in that big house—the 


No one had come out at the fron 


* 


and the nice place to sieep. His chief reason for stay 


however, had been that he could expect to see Mrs. Mi 
cept for this he had no very deep personal feeling ove 
had just heard. He had not cared particularly for them 
he had believed; was his father; he had even resentedd 
ship because it interfered in his frankness with Mrsy Ml 
had not wanted to have parents and had been pet 
to live independently upon the streets. Events, which at 
before, had picked him up off the streets, now had throw 
upon them. The anger against him, he decided, we 
after a while; then he could see Mrs. Markyn where 
walk; she would talk to him and perhaps kiss him 
feeling that he had to have anyone to take care of ii 
while he was beginning to think eagerly about the Loop 
be pleasant to be free upon the streets again. Wi 
there. whom he had known before? Which of them 
to institutions and schools, and which of them ‘had 
avoid the authorities? i. 
He hurried south to Chicago Avenue. He had in® 
five-dollar bill which Mrs. Markyn had given him, am 
small store in which only a woman was waiting upol 
and got her to change it. The paper money he 
piece of newspaper which he found in an alley, mak 
looking package of it, and the silver he put in his 
He followed the alleys south almost to the river and@ 
Street bridge. A clock on the corner told him it was) 
he had therefore no reason to fear truant officers. 
be interfered with, even in the downtown, by the} 
roar of unintermitting traffic, and sidewalks so er 
had to dodge between the legs, filled him with delga 
south to where the wagon-men were delivering WS 
papers and got papers of his own. He saw with @ 
that the place on Madison Street which formerly Bat 
nized as his was now occupied by another boy, Wh0s® 
size forbade an attempt to deprive him of it by forte 
obliged to take a place a block farther west, where 
so many people passing. 


<4 


OMEN mostly were his customers. WSS 
approaching, he held out a paper and mal 
blue eyes under their long black lashes appealing: 
joyed, when he sold newspapers before, watching the € 
upon the woman—to see her inattentive expressioa, 
at him, change suddenly to ——— and py 4 
buy a r which probably she did not want. -*e 
i fist oy me now Pn <p indefinite unhappiness, 


of Mrs. Markyn when he saw it. A man almost as old #6 


stopped for a paper. Was he, Peewee wondered, @ 
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Looking 5 he saw her, white now as death, a light of excitement 


shining in 
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“That’s not the question. The statement of the coroner’s man 
that the woman had never borne a child isn’t controvertible.” 

This talk, Peewee thought, was hard to understand. 

“The nurse simply worked out an explanation of the circum- 
stances. They don’t class the case as exceptionally remarkable; 
it’s just, from their point of view, a drug-addict case. The nurse’s 
name is Sandsby; she’s had a lot of experience and was called to 
attend this Helen Lampert a week before the woman died.” 


HE hard words, Peewee realized, were fewer in this last; 
if they would use common words, he could get at the 
meaning of their conversation. 

“The nurse says the woman talked freely to her. Her talk 
wasn’t always sane; she was an excessive drug-user. The nurse 
says the woman talked continually about a boy. The nurse didn’t 
get the impression from her at first that she believed the boy to 
be her son. All she told the nurse in the beginning was that she 
had employed a private detective agency to look the boy up. It 
was after the agency had reported to her, that she told the nurse 
the boy was her son, who had been taken from her by the courts 
while he was still a baby. She had lost trace of him afterward, 
she said, through some confusion of the court records.” 

“That was what Walter said.” 

“Because the woman told him that. The nurse didn’t see the 
agency report. She believes now, from some things the woman 
said to her at the time, that it stated no more than that the boy’s 
parentage was unknown. The woman, the nurse says, had been 
deeply in love with Walter—that is, as she puts it, with the man 
who came there afterward. The nurse doesn’t know any of the 
names, except that of the Lampert woman; I didn’t tell her any 
of them, either. The woman never hoped to marry him, of course. 
After the affair had been broken off, she left Chicago; the nurse 
thinks it was because she couldn’t bear to stay where she was 
continually thinking she might see him. She lived in other cities. 
The life she was leading and the drugs she used finally broke her 
down, and she returned to die here where her family were. 

“Coming back here revived her memories of her love-affair. 
Besides that, she saw Walter one day on the street, without his 
noticing her. That was before the nurse went to her, but she 
told of it. She had regretted, after his breaking off with her, that 
she had not had a child, and the nurse says the sight of him re- 
newed that regret. She was getting weaker and less responsible 
mentaly all the time. Later she saw this newsboy and was struck 
by his resemblance to Walter, and her drug-crazed brain suggested 
all the rest.” 

Peewee twisted his small body on the step perplexedly. 

“Suggested what?” This was Jeffrey’s voice. 

“That he was the child whom she had wished to have. The 
agency report, which could give no other parents for the boy, did 
not contradict her hallucination. Subsequently her insanity sup- 
plied the circumstances necessary to account for her separation 
from him.” 

Peewee shivered; he was beginning to understand. He had 
thought when the woman, pressing her cracked and burning lips 
to his, had told him that he was her son, that she was “nuts;” 
afterward he had become convinced that what she had said was 
true. But she had been “nuts,” if he was understanding what 
Beman was saying. 

“The nurse was there,” Beman was speaking still, “when the 
woman sent for her father and told him about her boy. She saw 
Walter, too, when he came there and the woman told. him that 
they had a son about whom she had never let him know; and she 
saw the boy afterward when he was brought there. There was 
no reason for the nurse, or for any of the others, to doubt the 
woman’s story.” 

“Not even considering her insanity?” 

“Her insanity was not evident, and the likeness appeared to 
=o she said. Have you seen the boy?” 

“ 0.” 

“He looks exactly like Walter; you can’t imagine two faces 
feature for feature more the same.” 

“Good Lord! There can’t have been still some other woman 
in Walter’s life besides this one and Marion!” 

Peewee stood up, shrinking anxiously. 

“You don’t understand. I’m not thinking about Walter or 
Marion now; I’m thinking about Edith.” 

This was Beman’s voice; nothing more, for the moment, was 
said in the library, and Peewee was no longer listening to conver- 
sation which had already given him more than he could easily 
understand. The chief fact of this was clear to him. The woman 
who had told him that she was his mother had not been his 


mother; she had been merely “bugs.” It folldwed that 
who, on the evidence of what she had told him, had 
parentage of Peewee, was not his father. i 
The boy perceived, vaguely at first, as he comprel 
the extent of the mistake resulting from what the® 
said. That he had been taken off the streets was onipy 
It had made Walter Markyn give the Lamperts hom 
them quiet about Peewee; the boy did not know howg 
but he thought it had been a great deal. It hadu 
Markyn unhappy and anxious; it had caused anxiety) 
Markyn and to Beman. That fierce old man—who # 
learned, took revenge upon whomever deceived hima 
his misapprehension, taken Peewee into his own. house 
him new clothes and had him cared for. Now that 
this was known to them, they would want to punish@ 
who had made them suffer so unnecessarily. What 
do to Peewee? "7 
He noted with terror that the silence caused by what 
last said in the library continued. Did this mean thaty 
through talking and were coming out? He drew back: 
sively up the stairs and moved backward through the: 
ing for their appearance. This brought him to another 
the winding steps of which led down into the servants" 
He listened; some one was undoubtedly moving in th 
near the door of the library; whoever it might be, 
about to come upstairs. Peewee dashed precipitately4 
servants’ stair, out at the rear door, across the court a 
the passageway between the buildings opposite. He 
Astor Street to the first cross-street and doubled bag 
Lake Shore Drive. No one had come out at the front 
one appeared to have followed: him from ‘the rear, 
away, still gazing back at Beman’s: house. : 
He had liked it, he. realized, in that big house—the fl 
and the nice place to sieep. His chief reason for sta 
however, had been that he could expect to see Mrs, Max 
cept for this he had no very deep personal feeling over 
had just heard. He had not cared particularly for the 
he had believed; was his father; he had even resentedtii 
ship because it interfered in his frankness with Mrs, Ma 
had not wanted to have parents and had been perfect 
to live independently upon the streets. Events, which $0 
before, had picked him up off the streets, now had throy 
upon them. The anger against him, he decided, 
after a while; then he could see Mrs. Markyn where she 
walk; she would talk to him and perhaps kiss him ag 
feeling that he had to have anyone to take care of iil 
while he was beginning to think eagerly about the Loopy 
be pleasant to be free upon the streets again. Were 
there whom he had known before? Which of them had 
to institutions and schools,.and which of them ‘had 
avoid the authorities? Be 
He hurried south to Chicago Avenue. He had in 
five-dollar bill which Mrs. Markyn had given him, and 
small store in which only a woman was waiting upom 
and got her to change it. The paper money he 
piece of newspaper which he found in an alley, maki 
looking package of it, and the silver he put in his trou 
He followed the alleys south almost to the river and@ 
Street bridge. A clock on the corner told him it wasm 
he had therefore no reason to fear truant officers 
be interfered with, even in the downtown, by the# 
roar of unintermitting traffic, and sidewalks so crow 
had to dodge between the legs, filled him with deb 4 
south to where the wagon-men were delivering We 
papers and got papers of his own. He saw with @& 
that the place on Madison Street which formerly ag 
nized as his was now occupied by another boy, Wh0se 
size forbade an attempt to deprive him of it by foreg 
obliged to take a place a block farther west, wheret 
so many people passing. 
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OMEN mostly were his customers. 
approaching, he held out a paper and Tal 

blue eyes under their long black lashes appealingly: 
joyed, when he sold newspapers before, watching the® 
upon the woman—to see her inattentive expression, # 
at him, change suddenly to tenderness and pity, ' 
buy a paper which probably she did not want. +BeE 
women’s faces now gave him an indefinite eens a 
of Mrs. Markyn when he saw it. A man almost 4s 
stopped for a paper. Was he, Peewee wondered, @ # 
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Beman, he had learned, if Mrs. Markyn had had children, would 
have been called a great-grandfather. What was Beman doing 
now? What was Walter Markyn doing, now that he had found 
out that Peewee was not his son? 

When he had been on the streets before, he had found happi- 
ness in watching for the unexpected things that happened; people 
had poured past, as if they had emerged out of blank space, and 
disappeared into blank space again; and he had been satisfied 
merely to speculate upon what kind of people they were. He 
found something almost painful now in that kind of speculation. 
He felt vaguely that the people or the streets had changed. It 
did not occur to him that the change was in himself; he did not 
consider that he had been before without origin and without at- 
tachment, an atom floating in the gutters, but that now, for several 
months, he had been thinking of himself as a member of a family. 
His father had proved not to be his father, his mother not his 
mother; but they had revealed to him the feeling of relationship. 

He felt for the first time the lonesomeness of crowded streets. 
At seven o’clock, when children had to be outside the Loop, he 
gave his papers to the man who had a news-stand on the corner— 
the wagon-men would not take “returns’—and went west on 
Madison Street to Halsted. A sudden hopefulness came to him at 
sight of Halsted Street, more crowded at this hour than any 
other. The moving-picture shows were open, their entrances 
brilliant with electric lights; family parties—parents with children 
—were going in. He had money, and he followed a party in. He 
did not know why he did not find satisfaction in the picture, but 
watched instead a stout woman who was explaining it to a little 
boy and girl. He came out when the show was over, and moved 
slowly south. At ten o’clock he was at Halsted Street and Twelfth, 
and sat down upon the curb to observe a basement entrance. A 
disreputable-looking man, advancing along Twelfth Street, knocked 
at the basement door and was let in. The uses of the place, then, 
were the same as when he had been on the streets before; Peewee 
descended to the basement. An old man, incrusted with dirt, to 
whom he gave three cents, admitted him to a space under the side- 
walk where some people were already sleeping. He spread news- 
papers, which the old man provided, and lay down. He was not 
comfortable, and the place was filled with smells. 

In the morning Peewee bought rolls at a delicatessen and walked 
east on Twelfth Street, eating them. The contrast between 
Beman and the old man with whom he lodged occurred to him, 
and he thought that Beman now had got up and was eating break- 
fast with a knife and fork. The morning was growing warm, and 
beyond the buildings and the railroad tracks where the cross-streets 
ended, boys were bathing in the lake. He crossed the tracks, took 
off his clothes and made a bundle of them. He dug a hole in the 
sand, put the clothes into it, put a piece of board over the hole 
and covered it with sand. Protected thus against the loss of his 
clothes, or the impounding of them if a policeman came, he dived 
and romped with the other boys. He did not know why the satis- 
faction which he found in this disappeared as afternoon ap- 
proached. 

When it grew late enough he went to the Loop to get his papers. 
He stood a leng while watching the wagon-men, but made no 
move to get any papers, and finally walked slowly north. He 
did not consciously plan where he was going, but presently he saw 
the Lake Shore Drive and Beman’s house. He sat down on the 
esplanade across from the house, gazing at it and debating the 
problem of Beman’s anger. What would the old man do to him 
if he caught him? 


E got up after a while and crossed the driveway around 
to the rear of the house to the servants’ door; he went in 
and up the stairs, trembling a little but driven by an uncontrollable 
urge. The smell of a cigar guided him to the old man, and he 
stood and looked in upon him. It encouraged him that Beman, 
at sight of him, did not appear angry. 
“T’ve come back,” Peewee said. 
“I see you have. Come in. I’ve had people out looking for you.” 
The mild tone of Beman’s voice gave Peewee still greater en- 
couragement; he went in and pulled himself up onto a chair, 
returning the old man’s curiously scrutinizing look. 
“What’s the first thing you remember?” Beman asked. 
Peewee reflected. “The Sisters.” He felt intense relief; Be- 
man, if he could judge by his manner, was not thinking of punish- 
ing him; his attention seemed absorbed by something else. 
“Tn the asylum, you mean?” 
“Tee ee.” 
“Don’t recall anything before that at all?” 
“No sir.” 


“Don’t remember anybody else ever taking care 

“No sir.” 

The reply seemed to satisfy Beman; he studi 
his cigar. ‘How'd you like to be adopted?” 


of you?” 


ed Peewee 
he inquired 


Peewee felt that he began to understand. Adoption yl 


fact known to him, though not with its complete Particular 
person picked out the prettiest child in an institution and ¢ 
formalities followed which to Peewee were rather Vague: 4 
that, the person said to the child: “Now you mug all 
Mother,” or “Father.” He had witnessed preliminary ing 
into the antecedents of the child similar to those Beman had 
made. Was Beman intending to adopt him? He did ng} 
exactly what he thought of that; he was still a little afraid y 
old man. Beman seemed to read his thought. 4 

“Not me,” he offered. “Some one else.” 

Peewee’s pulse-beat quickened. Was it possible Beman 
Mrs. Markyn? 

“Who?” he asked. 

“Mrs. Cord.” 

The boy shook his head violently in disappointment, fj 
no wish to be adopted by some one with whom he was x 
quainted. 

“The proposition doesn’t interest you?” 

“No sir,” said Peewee. 


HE old m:n said nuthing more, Peewee watchelh 
ze while, then backed toward the door, and a 
made no motion to detain him, backed on out. He sat byl 
window, where he could see Mrs. Markyn if she came, cond 
what Beman had said. It was not wholly plain to him 
the process of adoption entailed. It did not, it was clein 
the person actually his mother; it implied, he felt sur¢ 
must live with her, however. Would Mrs. Markyn com 
often to some other woman’s house as she would come 
man’s? He thought not, and for that reason would rather m 
here; but Beman did not regard Peewee’s staying in his how 
permanent. 

He noted uneasily that he dined alone instead of eatity 
he had when he was here before, with the servants. He felt 
this, taken with the queer, attentive way that Beman hadk 
at him, denoted some change. Did it mean, he wonder 
iously, that the adoption was to proceed at once? He watt 
to the window when he had finished dinner. It was growing 
a thin mist had come in upon the city from the lake, tin 
which the boulevard lamps and the automobile lights ¢ 
hazily. 

Peewee had decided that Mrs. Markyn would not com 
late, when a limousine stopped before the house and the 
whom Peewee recently regarded as his father got out 
was a woman in the motor with him. It was not, the by 
alized, Mrs. Markyn; he could not see her plainly, but it 
some woman whom he had not seen before—pretty, did 
light-haired. Was it Mrs. Cord? It might be, he conclu 
but the car drove on with her, and Walter came into the™ 
and was shown into the library. Peewee vibrated betwea 
hall, where voices but not words could be heard in the im 
and the window. His anxiety increased, as he observed t¥ 
under a street-lamp examining an address and looking # 
house. The character of one of the men was, to the set 
unmistakable; he was a “flat-foot”—a_ plain-clothes ofice 
other’s appearance was only less definitely official. They cal 
the door and exchanged inaudible words with the servall 
knocked at the library door and let them in. A — 
picion came to Peewee. Did Beman consider that = ; 
refused his proposal of adoption, and was he consequenlys 
to return him to the Juvenile Court? ae 

Peewee retreated tentatively part way up the stairs. 3 
if it proved that he was to be delivered to the police amt 
the same line of escape that he had used before, and sé 
the back door. He went farther up the stairs, but thew 
doubtfully as the doorbell sounded again and Je he 
and Mrs, Walter Markyn were let in. Would og 
Mrs. Markyn here if they had intended turning him of 
authorities? What was happening was incomprehens! ; 
thought. The door of the library had remained eid 
heard Beman’s voice in some unintelligible suggest 
frey appeared to oppose; then Beman’s voice eae 
“No: have him in.” Beman came out into the pe “a 
about for Peewee. “Come down here,” he direct ” 
upon the stair. The boy descended, trembling. ion 

The sympathy which existed between (Continue 
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many recalcitrant freshmen 
who had run counterwise to 
the hallowed traditions that 
the decades had shaped for’the 
wise discipline of her entering 
brood ha classes. Most of her recalci- 
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é in the fairy tales, had lived happily ever after- 
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traditions, or swayed one iota by its proud record in the field of 
intercollegiate athletics. His matriculation was a matter of pure 
business. 

From the start he offered no resistance to the edict that he 
should dress as his classmates. He accepted without demur the 
diminutive black cap known to Nassau men of the last generation 
as the “ink-spot,” had a local tailor turn down the cuffs of his 
trousers, and stowed away in his trunk all but his black neckties. 
But beyond the sartorial suppression of his individuality, he balked. 
The rule that freshmen should not smoke pipes on the campus 
was no repressive measure to young Cornelius, for he had begun 
training a month before, and made no secret to his small circle 
that he expected to hold-down an end position on the class eleven. 

The first week of college passed without untoward incident, for 
by tacit consent that period was kept free of the gentler forms 
of “running” that had, through the natural channels of Nassau’s 
evolution, succeeded the hardier forms of hazing. The first day 
on which the embargo was lifted, however, catapulted him head- 
long into those lines of a freshman’s schooling that are not to be 
found in the admirable curriculum of Nassau. 

The bell in the tower of Nassau’s oldest building was pealing 
out the noon hour. From recitation- and lecture-rooms the fresh- 
men were converging on the elm-shaded walks that led through 
the main quadrangle to the dining halls of the college commons. 
On one flank of the noisy. quadrangle the library looked out 
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through its leaded panes. On another side the two literary halls, 
breathing the spirit of old Athens in white-columned simplicity 
of marble, sealed it on the south. On the north and west flanks, 
clothed with ivy, stood the veterans of Nassau. Their walls bore 
the scars of British solid shot; and there they had stood, with 
the friendly elms sentinel-wise before them, when Washington 
had checked the Hessian mercenaries and fought them to a stand- 
still at Nassau’s very gates. Here, alone in all the velvet of turf 
that covered her broad acres, was an irregular, circular patch of 
bare earth. The feet of sophomores and freshmen, storming 
about it in the old cannon rushes for class supremacy, had 
trampled it down. Towering bonfires, signalizing victories on 
the diamond and gridiron, had scorched it away. To Nassau’s 
long line, that bald spot, with the frowning muzzle in its heart, 
was the sacrosanct shrine of their alma mater. 

Cornelius Dale, striding through the arch of the library that 
debouched on the quadrangle, espied astride the mouth of the 
old cannon a black-capped stripling declaiming at the top of his 
lungs. His arms were waving like a jerky semaphore, and one 
trouser-leg was rolled above the knee. Around him was ringed a 
gathering group, laughing, taunting, shouting derisive encourage- 
ment. The oration ended in a chorus of mock acclaim and frank, 
disapproving cries of “Rotten!” 

The ring broke and scattered in chase of the hurrying fresh- 
men. As fast as they were captured, they were led into a new 
and widening ring and there converted into the Broadway Limited. 
At the head of the straggling line a grinning freshman braced on 
all fours. His flaming thatch of red hair had 
won for him the undisputed honor of headlight 
on the rapidly assembling train. On all fours, 
with its component parts emulating weirdly 
the functions of the driving wheels, the bell, 
the whistle and the sibilant air-brakes, the 
twelve-coach train got under way. 

“The caboose! The ca- 
boose!” The quadrangle 
took up the cry. 

“Here, you freshman, the 
caboose for you! Pull out 
your shirt for the tail- 
light. Hook on, there— 
lively now!” 

Cornelius Dale turned 
his eyes, flaming with defi- 
ance, at the speaker. His 
chin thrust out in truculent 
insubordination. His feet 
were spread in the token of 
refusal to budge an inch. A 
hand shot out and wrapped 
itself in his collar. Other 
hands caught and convoyed him, strug- 
gling helplessly, to the rear of the wait- 
ing Broadway Limited. They flung him 
at it, and he sprawled over the caboose- 
less end. An indignant protest rose 
from the luckless baggage-car. 

“Hey, you clumsy goat, have a heart! 

Hook on right,” it bellowed. 

“Tail-light! Tail-light!” rose the de- 
lighted chorus. A tall sophomore stooped, and a 
moment later the Broadway Limited headed across 
the quadrangle and steamed past the discreetly 
vacant windows of the college offices. The clang- 
ing bell, the high-pitched toots of the whistle, the 
plunging arms of the driving-wheels, the hissing air-brakes adver- 
tised its tortuous advance. And at the end of the stumbling, 
crawling, ridiculous train Cornelius Dale, with a patch of un- 
mistakable if unmentionable drapery waving behind him in the 
wind, played the caboose. His face was sullen with anger, alone 
in that long line of chuckling, joyous freshmen. 

“Fresh young stude, that!” “We’ve got his number.” “Who’s 
the gloom playing caboose?” ran the comment that filled his 
tingling ears. 

The notoriety of “that damn’ fresh freshman Dale,” waxed 
apace with the course of the days allotted by tradition for the 
schooling of the entering class. He grudgingly accepted the odds 
of overwhelming numbers and for that reason alone did not break 
out into open revolt. But by his sullen demeanor, lagging sub- 
mission to the whims of the ingenious sophomores, and open 
criticism of college tradition, he had become a marked man in 


Hip! ¥ 


sophomore circles. His classmates, regarding the “rynping 
huge joke that would be their privilege in sophomore year: ¢ 
disapproved their lone insurgent. i 
Despite the churlish manner that openly courted unpopyips 
however, Cornelius Dale was fast becoming a fixture a 
end on the freshman eleven. Personal graces, while a deg 
asset, were never an essential at Nassau in the selection of 
varsity or yearling teams. Dale had all the prime essentials : 
end, so marked that the head coach of the freshman eleven lf 
marked him as a brilliant prospect for the varsity in the fy 
ing year. In his football clothes he could cover the hundred 4 
under eleven seconds. Built like a wedge, from the breadth of a 
powerful shoulders down through the slimness of his hips to 
tapering ankles, his was the bu 
that had been typical of the; 
that had made Nassau’s ai 
famous for the last: decade, fag 
was a quality that Hector pu 
had never known in his mp 
and-tumble wooing of suetes 

His son had been bor wit 

a trace of it in his blood, Aap 

born divination of the point 

attack and a houndlike git ¢ 
following the ball crowned by 

physical fitness for the position 
At his prep-school, where b 
had been a lone wolf a} 

friendships, he 
held down left ¢ 

for three  seag 

His coach there 

learned the game 
a coliege where { 
end position, on 
defensive, was play 
in radically differ 
way from that @ 

Nassau. It wast 
cal, therefore, of i 
inborn pugnacity a 
of the rebellion 
career in which he had set his feet, that the 
should reach their apex on the freshman gridit 
Culbertson, star end of last year’s varsity, li 
taken the freshman ends under his wing that dy 
and the varsity scrubs were told off to give ® 
yearlings a stiff tryout for their first big game. Di 
was last of the squad to report for the prelimimy 
signal-practice, and Culbertson, a strict disciplinan 
greeted him with: “You're five minutes late. Whit 

the answer?” 

“T was dressing,” was the surly reply. 

“Qut West where I come from, they could dress 
steer in half the time,” said Culbertson. A suit 
broke over the ranks of the listening: freshmen 

But from the first play Culbertson followed bi: 
exulting in the verve and skill with which th 
youngster boxed the opposing tackle or repelled th 
attacks at his flank. From a tandem formation 
scrub backfield, nettled by Dale’s resistance, laud 
an unexpected play at him behind well-knit, driving 
interference. The freshman left tackle was 
boxed, and straight at Dale the storming backs caltt 
With feet well planted he met the shock, i 

like an eel through its shield and downed the runner on t : 
“Fine work, Dale! Not an inch! But don’t wait for 

come into you. Meet the play back of the line. If you 

nail the runner, you’ve got the interference smashe ie 

backs will get him. If you’d missed him that time, 

zone clear. Turn the play in!” 

: Flushed by his success, and still smarting from the frst re 

Dale tore his headguard off and slammed it to the turl. m4 


“I guess I know how to play end. I’ve been coaches 
last fall,” he sna el 


He had be- 

come a marked 

man in sopho- 
more circles. 


by a man whose team licked you ; 
“That will be about all, son. You can beat it . if 
and apologize to me after you have cooled off. —Here; y 
jump in at left end.” = 
The scandalized scrub team took the 
pline into its own hands that evening. 
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“Like Great Alexander, who got up his dander 
And cut a big knot, so they say 
I] come on the scene with my appetite keen 
And cut all these troubles away.” 
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Cutting the knot 


There is nothing like a keen natural appetite to 
put an end to most of the knotty health problems. 

Good digestion and nutrition follow good appetite 
and are followed in turn by stronger nerves an 
og physical condition—as sure as night follows 
ay. 

This is what makes the remarkable value of 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup. 

It is a natural appetizer. 

Made from fresh vine-ripened tomatoes, it is 
blended with other choice food-products which 
heighten both its nutritive value and its delightful 
flavor. It is at once a most inviting meal-course and 
a definite means of improved health and energy. 


Get the full benefit. Keep a supply on hand. 





PH GAMPBE 
CAMDEN, N.J.U.SA- 
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“Double line there, fellows,” ordered the scrub captain. “Now, 
freshman, you'll run the gantlet for that line of back-talk you 
handed an old varsity man. Get going, there. When we're 
finished, you wont feel so fresh.” 

In the right hand of each man was gripped a discarded tennis 
racket, or a paddle shaped from a shingle. He faced them with 
fists clenched and fight in his eyes. Then, on hands and knees, 
for resistance was futile, he started through the double line. Two 
by two the paddles lifted and swept down with tingling blows. 
Halfway through he broke clear and dived into the canal. The 
startled line straightened up at the splash and searched the 
waters for trace of the fugitive. The gathering night mocked 
their young eyes. Lusty yells brought no reply, and the quick 
patrol of either side of the canal was barren of all results but the 
recovery of Dale’s “ink-spot.” Half an hour later the squad 
headed back for the campus, hopeful that the morning would dis- 
cover Freshman Dale in his chapel seat. 

It was two days later that Hector Dale caught a train in New 
York in answer to the telegram from Nassau. The afternoon 
papers that he snatched from a news-stand flared with headlines 
about the mysterious disappearance of Freshman Dale, of the 
unsuccessful sweeping of the canal for his body, and the recrudes- 
cence of hazing at Nassau. 

“Crazy young pups!” he muttered. “So that’s the way they 
run their colleges! Made sport of their traditions, did he, and 
stood on his rights before he’d let them browbeat him and run 
over him. Tried to drown the boy, eh? Traditions! Rubbish! 
I'll see him through this if it takes my last dollar.” 

While his train was hurrying him to the old-world quiet and 
beauty of Nassau, college proctors and private detectives were 
scouring the countryside for trace of his son. The campus was 
almost deserted when his jitney dropped 
him at the college offices. Dusk had fal- 
len; the students had scattered to clubs 
and Commons for supper; and only a few 
yellow squares of light checkered the 
fronts of the dormitories. 

“Ah, Mr. Dale. You will be glad to 
know that we are running down a definite 
clue,” the registrar greeted him. “No 
doubt your son will be located within a 
few hours. We feel keenly about the 
great anxiety you have suffered. I as- 
sure you, however—” 

“The boy can take care of himself on 
‘ land or water,” broke in Dale’s rough 
voice. “But it’s a damnable outrage, and 
I'm here to see that this case is 
sifted to the bottom.” 

“The newspapers exaggerated 

it tremendously,” answered the 
registrar in a pained voice. 
“President Hayden has the case 
under his personal jurisdiction 
and will see that full justice is 
done. He was obliged to leave 
college this afternoon but left 
word that he would be pleased 
to see you tomorrow morning at 
ten.” 

“T’ll be there,” said Dale with heavy 
significance. ‘“But,’—and he shook a blunt 
finger at him, “if any real harm has come ~ 
to that boy, I'll rip every yard of ivy off 
your walls and wreck the place, or my name 
is not Hector Dale. Rubbed your pretty 
little traditions the wrong way! Defied the 
sentiment of the college! Traditions! Sen- 
timent! Rot!” 

He emphasized his feelings on those 
sacred subjects by slamming the door in the 
face of the registrar. 

The hotel was the next stop on Mr. Dale’s 

enforced and unwelcomed pilgrimage. 
He glanced with disapproval at the 
electric sign to the left of the main 
entrance advertising its bar, and com- 
municated the essence of that disap- 
proval to the clerk. 

“You’re wrong, Mr. Dale,” replied 
the clerk as he/swung the register 


around. “The college has the boys high and 
wagon. They beat Congress to it by five years, 
the use of townspeople and visitors. In the old days the 
certainly did whoop it up down there, I'll tell the world 
they drink milk.” His voice registered his disgust, “Tj 
changed; and besides, they haven't time. Too darned by 

Mr. Dale felt cheated of his natural surmise. “What 4 
do in the evenings?” he asked. 

“Study—once in a while go to the movies, Tonight they 
packing Moffatt Hall for the football mass-meeting. Qjq¥ 
man? No? Well, I believe you'll find it interesting, a 
Speeches by a lot of old grads. Rehearse cheers for Sip 
game.” 

In default of something better to do, Hector Dale my 
way toward Moffatt Hall at the end of his lonely supper. 
afar off came the strains of a band and the rollicking Verse 
song. Cries of “Peerade! Peerade! All out for Moffatt g 
came singly and then blended into an insistent roar, fry 
open window a cornet shrilled its strident alarm. From ay 
two pencils “of light stabbed the dark as a shotgun emptig 
barrels. The night was alive with the scurrying of feet 
cries, and weird, unclassified noises. And through the ¢ 
now dying, now swelling to renewed strength, ran the thre 
laughing youth. Hector Dale felt it, and before his aler 
came almost forgotten memories of the winter at the heady 
of the Chagres in Panama, prospecting for gold. A mem 
the encircling jungle at night, alive with rustlings, the 
bodies, abrupt sliding moventents in the bush, the harsh i 
deer and the short triple bark of wild pig ranging for salt de 
and mud-holes—a memory of the days when his feet were a 
bottom of the ladder up which he had fought. He tumed 
for the moment, facing those irreclaimable days of his youth 
his grim face relaxed in a wistful smile. 

The tramp of feet, the lively march of the band and freshy 
voices chanting the glory of Nassau came nearer. Around tie 
buttressed walls of a dormitory swept the long, twisting colu 

“Now, fellows, one long cheer for the team! Hip! Hip!” 
cry vibrated down the column’s length like the call of ah 
The cheer broke sharp, clear, defiant. The column hurled’ 
in laughing, scrambling groups at the open doors of Moffatt] 
He watched them tumble through the door at which he stool 

keen, appraising eyes, conscious of a new and 
interest. Then he followed and found a seat m 
rear row. The interior of the hall was horses 
its contour, the seats facing a dais, so that hes 
see the half-turned faces of those in front of hl 
What followed held the same freshness of 1 
for the gray-headed interloper. Dispassiom 
thrusting into the offing the errand on which ke! 
come, he studied the tableau before him. T 
by a necessity that practice in many lands 
sharpened to a knife edge in the judgment olf 
he scanned the mobile faces. He saw 
answer to every mood that the spe 
kindled as the sea reflects the sparkle a 
sun, the shadowing of the cloud, the dni 
squalls over its surface. Exhorted tos 
like a living wall back of the team 
coming crisis, he saw their brows kat 
serious lines and their chins frozen 
termination. When a football star 01 4 
decade called out of that past the mem 
of teams that had won undying fame 
Nassau, Dale watched their eyes kind 
a passionate faith. And when the voi 
the head coach broke with emotion, @ 
on them to bear aloft the old flaming q 
of Nassau, Dale felt them react * 
though a wave of religion, a call to arms 
a sacred cause, had shaken them. 

He stirred uneasily a 
moments, baffled by a sense 
was the spectator of a —_ 
Ceepest meaning was 0 
“ger eg He smarted undet 
sense of being an eavesdropy™ 
eavesdropper cheated by @ lal 
that was his own and yet 
him in its subtle shadings & 
he was inordinately gratet 
some shaft of humor, 


Te 


= 
fi 








































Hip! 
and dry 


‘ing. Old) 
eresting, a 
TS for Saty 


r Dale Mace 
Ly supper, 
Cking verse 
r Moffatt § 
Toar. Pr 
. Froma 
tgun emptig 
ng of feet 
ugh the ty 
in the are 
e his alert 
t the head 






























ngs, the 4 
ie harsh er 
for salt de 
feet were a 
He tured 
f his youth, 


and fresh 
Around tie 
isting col 
p! Hip!” 
call of a 
on hurled 
f Moffatt 
h he stood 
1 new and 
d a seat on 
as horseshg 
o that he ¢ 
front of bi 
ness of no 
Dispassions 
2 which he 
him. Trl 
any lands 
gment of 
He saw ti 
ee 
sparkle ol 
d, the driv 
orted tos 
e team i 
brows kai 
frozen it 
star of a 
the a 
ring fame 
»yes kindle 
1 the voice 
notion, Cal 
flaming § 
eact to il 
all to arm 


m. ' 
ily at § 
ye 





skin preparations sent to you 
for 25 cents. 


purcomplete Woodbury treatment for one week. 

Yoawill find, first, the little booklet, ““A 
Skin You Love to Touch,” telling you the 
special treatment your skin needs; then a trial 
snecakeof Woodbury’s Facial Soap -enough 
for seven nights of any treatment; a sam- 
pltubeof thenew Woodbury’s Facial Cream; 
ad samples of Woodbury’s Cold Cream 
and Facial Powder, with directions showing 
youjusthow they should be used. Write 
today for this special new Woodbury outfit. 
Address The Andrew lergens Company, 


yuu live in Canada address The Andrew 
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miniature set of Woodbury’s 


ascents for the dainty miniature set 





Spring Grove Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Co., Limited, 1710 Sherbrooke Street, 








Any girl can have the charm 
of “A skin you love to touch” 


Riseer that your skin is chang- 
ing every day—each day old skin 
dies and new takes its place. By 
giving this new skin as it forms, intelligent 
care, any girl can have the charm of a 
esh, attractive complexion. 

Begin, now, to give your skin day by 
day the special care it needs, and see how 
quickly it will recuperate from past 
neglect—how wonderfully its ‘own vital 
power will help you to overcome its 
defects! 

In the little booklet on the care of the 
skin, which is wrapped around every cake 
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, you will find 





special treatments for such common skin 
troublesas blackheads, blemishes, conspic- 
uous nose pores, etc. These treatments 
have helped thousands of women to gain 
a clear, lovely complexion. Get a cake of 
Woodbury’s today, and begin tonight the 
treatment your skin needs, By simple, 
regular care you, too, can win the charm 
of “A skin you love to touch.” 

A 25-cent cake of Woodbury’s Facial 
Soap lasts for a month or six weeks of any 
treatment, or for general cleansing use. 
Sold at all drug stores and _, 
toilet. goods counters in the (— 
United States and Canada. |i. 
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prediction of victory, broke the 
° with a shout of jaughter, the « 

Y . 4 stamping of feet. At the end of 
sea speech a student in a black sweat 


which the orange N of Nassay ob 


and with white sneakers on his feet 

- pt a his fellows in a rousing cheer, jf 
then that Dale felt himself yo, 

: through the baffling barrier His § 

would twitch to the lifting chorus, 9 
old bits of deviltry that had been j 
with the name of Hector Dale from 
Himalayas to the Rockies in thos 4 
would show in the twinkle of his eye, 
“If they can work and fight with 
same spirit they put in*their ce 
they’re some boys—some boys,” he w 
chuckle to himself. Then, as the § 
speaker strode to the front, Hector) 
had an oddly engaging thought. Nag 
Wasn’t his boy a Nassau man? Andg 
he was, didn’t his father have some ws 
rights in Nassau? But before he om 
| pursue this’ whimsical line of thought. { 

| introductory words of the chairman sy. 

them from-his mind. 

“Now, fellows, we are going to ly 
Brushes from one of the greatest backs that em 
| wore “Nassau’s colors. Jim Duncan.¢ 
tain of:the °86 team, who kitked & 


ry 4 |-goals fromthe field in his last gam 
Eve Nine . NaSsaus. for Duncan! Are y 
Strand 





ready? Hip!. Hip!” 


IM. DUNCAN! Not as a football i 

whose brilliance had not dimmed int 

-s | lapse of thirty-six years, but as a cl 

Si hard-hitting fival, Dale knew him. Ps 

- SHE: stiff, extra-choice bristles are set in thin, | ape, Be men “sgn ree a ' 

ne ; straight-up-and-down rows, and permanently 5 Ting th ‘here Jim phe ’ 
fastened through a non-tarnishable aluminum face. learned to play the game of life. 

into a durable, special composition bed. -A féw was where he had caught that flami 

minutes of vigorous brushing with the Pro-phy- | spirit that had made his name ama 

lac-tic Pen-e-tra-tor thoroughly massages the scalp, . | Mining men the synonym for fair play 


| ~ Hy e 
From the first words of his sha 
combs every strand, and smooths out. the. snarls ieapessioned talk Duncan's wa 
and tangles. 


with the depths of his feelings. i 
Persevered in, such treatment imparts vigor and message that Nassau needed but the sp 


itali : of old, a spirit that had been consectal 
vitality to the scalp and a soft, silken lustre to anew by the sacrifices that her sos 
oonee. 7 : laid on the altar of their country, 
€A Always sold in the Yellow Box. Send for free sweep the field os of old, oe 
oN book which fully describes the several styles and unblemished faith, its P 
AN 


wie : : . . college and to team. 
Ry RSE: . finishes of Pro-phy-lac-tic Pen-e-tra-tor hair and 
REPRKX 


ry 
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The New Way 


Ss ili “And they say in the Street that Ja 
military brushes. Duncan’s licked. Licked? Lord, 
can’t lick a man like that!” said Dalel 
The Old Way Florence Manufacturing Company, Florence, Mass, himself, strangely stirred at the cia 
Also makers of the Pro-phy-lac-tic his first day of pilgrimage. bs a 
Tooth Brush and Hand Brush it right here, right in Nassau, he 4 
Canadiai with conviction. 
a ee ee He was turning back to the hotel, me 
ing over his experience with a sens¢ ! 
he had lost something in his self-ma 
career, when he felt a firm hand on his 
houlder. 
: “Hello, Dale. Saw you back ther 
just as I was finishing my little 
How did the whole game hit you! 
it interesting?”’ J 
“Hello, Duncan. Rattling good talk 
right from the shoulder. Never 
you were such a great man, 
Jaughed. ten" 
4S “Only to the youngsters dows = 
1 Duncan, smiled. “I say, Dale, any 
I’can help-you? Heard: any news : 
“Your boy?” eA e 
* They found a note waiting for 2 
the hotel, and Dale read it alo 
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pet that Ji 

Lord, } : 
said Dale i Experiments with all sorts of recommended things, and hours spent 
a in tedious, expensive treatments are no longer necessary for the 


1,” he adda woman who has adopted the regular use of Resinol Soap for her toilet. 


Ns LE CTE TL TTT = Genccamernacnns 





» hotel, mus Resinol Soap is first of all a decidedly pleasing But best of all it contains just enough of the 
a sense thal toilet soap, giving a refreshing, and unusually soothing, Resinol qualities to help nature rid the 
is self-mact cleansing lather in either hard or soft water. complexion of blotches, roughness, oiliness, etc., 


hand on ® Then its ingredients are pure and wholesome. and keep the skin soft and clear. 


back thet | _ Resinol Soap has no trace of free alkali— that Three excellent reasons for adopting the use of 
little spiel harsh, drying chemical which makes many soaps Resinol Soap. Sold by all druggists and dealers 
you? Fol injurious to the skin and hair. in toilet goods. 





good talt- | H For trial size cake, free, write Dept. 5-J, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
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Complexion is Not 
a Question of Age— 


“You, too, can have a youthful 
complexion like mine. A few 


touches of Carmen Complexion 
Powder daily and soon your skin 
will regain its lovely smoothness 
and fascinating tint of blushing 
girlhood.” 


CARMEN 


COMPLEXION 


POWDER 


Carmen is the name of the powder so many lovely women 
say not only enhances Nature’s gift of beauty by perfectly 
blending with the skin—but softens the skin and builds the 
texture wonderfully. And so quickly, too! You'll really be 
surprised and delighted. 


Its genteel, delightful scent is still another reason why so 
many really smart women prefer Carmen. 


White, Pink, Flesh, Cream and the exquisite New 
Carmen Brunette Shade — 50c Everywhere 


Trial Offer 


Carmen Brunette—the new and popular shade 
will be sent in a purse size box containing two 
or three weeks’ supply for 12c to pay postage 
and packing or we will send any other shade 


you prefer. 


Stafford-Miller Company 
St. Leuis, Mo. 
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son found working in a limes 

on the New. York pike twelve sulla 
of Nassau. Will return here in the “ 
ing. Safe and well.’ ” saad 

“That’s settled, - Duncan. , 
hurt that boy with an ax. So tonal 
soy Ss a pick in his hands just 

They laughed with the ease of box 
and Jim Duncan slipped his hand into iy 
—— of the other’s elbow. 

“How..would you like to-t 
around the old place and a 
old room in West?” he suggested 

“You’re on. Let’s have a look-see % 
they used to say out in the East.” | 

They crossed the street, conscious of 
a new intimacy after years of casul 
acquaintance, passed through the great 
grilled gates, and down the narrow val 
that led to West. 

“Curious old walks they have her. 
with the wide gutters. Many’s the day] 
gr to these gutters in freshman year 
0 give gangway to a lordly s ore” 
laughed el , 

“One of your blasted traditions, ] sup 
pose,” grunted Dale. 

Duncan shot a keen look at him, “Pe. 
haps they do seem foolish to you,” k 
assented. “But they’re a part of th 
game down here, part of the unconscios 
discipline we put them through, Yu 
know most of the freshmen come here 3s 
big men from their prep-schools, and 
they need a bit of taming. We've got or 
traditions in the mining game. Dont 
know any line that has more. And afte 
all, it’s the man who lives up to the tn- 
ditions and standards of his own worl 
who gets the most out of it, isn’t it?” 

They climbed two flights of winding ira 
steps and halted before a much battered 
door. At Duncan’s rap a voice yelled its 
invitation. The two occupants of th 
room, from which two small bedroom 
opened up, jumped to their feet as Du- 
can swung open the door. 

“My name’s Duncan, ’86, and this & 
my friend Mr. Dale. Just dropped in for 
a look at my old room,” smiled Dunc. 

“This is fine of you, Mr. Duncan,” sail 
the taller of the two. “My name's Jat 
son, and this is my roommate Joe Shields 
Wont you sit down?” 

But before Duncan took his seat, be 
crossed over to the open fireplace, ait 
his fingers swept over the knife-carvel 
poker-burned surface of the lintel th! 
spanned it. 

“The old football-score that we burned 
in there thirty-six years ago with a ree 
hot poker, Dale,” he explained. “Gat, 
I’m getting old.” ree 

With ready incident of that histone 
game and with sympathetic questiomii 
he speedily placed the deferential you 
sters at their ease. Jackson threw # 
armful of wood on the smoldering fr. 
and its flames lighted up the room. 

“Yes sir, I’m working-my Way thro 
Tutoring in math’ mostly,” Jacks# 
answered in response to Dale’s query. ; 
‘= “I’m living up here because D 
¢his room once,” Shields volunis 
/ “There are his initials, ‘J. D. 5. ‘9° ™ 


{the fireplace.” 


“So you're Joe Shields? boy?" sie 
Dale. “I know him in a busmess © 








Shipped a lot of ore over his road i BY 
day.” a 
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Has this ever happened to youP 


HAT a good time she was having! 
Every minute she was growing more 
elated by her success. Her partner 


was absorbed in her conversation, charmed 
with her chic, enthralled by her beauty. 


Little by little she grew conscious of other 
eyes. She glanced to the right. The man at 
her other side was gazing intently at her hand. 


Quickly she doubled up her fingers. How 
long had he been staring at those nails? Had 
other people also noticed them? 


Gone was her peace, her unconscious gaiety. 
Every eye seemed fastened on her rough 
cuticle—on that one wretched little hangnail. 
What a horrid evening! 


You can never know when people are looking 
at your fingernails. Every day, often when you 
least suspect it, you are being judged by them. 
People no longer excuse ill-kept nails. They 
know that nowadays it is very easy to keep 
your nails lovely. 


Fifteen minutes’ care, once or twice a week, 
will keep your nails looking always well 
groomed. 

But do not cut your cuticle. The more it is 


cut, the thicker and tougher it grows—the 
more sore and unsightly it becomes. 


You can keep your cuticle smooth, firm and 
even if you manicure your nails the right way. 
Wrap a little cotton around the end of an 
orange-wood stick and dip it into the Cutex 
bottle. Then gently work the stick around 
the base of the nail, pushing back any dead 
cuticle. Wash the hands, pressing back the 
cuticle when drying them. 


For snowy white nail tips apply a little 
Cutex Nail White underneath the nails. Finish 
your manicure with Cutex Nail Polish. 


To keep the cuticle soft and pliable so that 
you do not need to manicure as often, apply 
Cutex Cold Cream at night. 


You can get Cutex at all drug and depart- 
ment stores. Cutex, the cuticle remover, 
comes in 35c and 65c bottles. Cutex Nail 
White, Nail Polish and Cold Cream are each 
35¢. 


Six manicures for 20 cents 


Today send two dimes with the coupon 
below and we will mail you a complete Intro- 
ductory Manicure Set large enough to last a 
month. Address Northam Warren, 114 West 
17th Street, New York City. 


If you live in Canada address Northam Warren, Dept. 
610, 200 Mountain Street, Montreal. 
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Why his downcast eyes spoiled her evening 


Mail this coupon with two dimes to Northam Warren, Dept. 


114 West 17th Street, New York City 








Name 








i Street and Number. 


City and State. 
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Scents of the 
Orient 


ERFUMES which come 

|| from the rainbow’s end— 
odors which the East winds 
whisper—the quaint amber 

scent of geisha dancers—spicy ex- 
tracts of Araby the blest. Prized for 
their seductive piquancy, their ap- 
pealing and enduring delicacy, their 
actual difference from all others. 


Three Popular Vantine Groups 


SANDALWOOD 
Extract 50c and $1.50 
Toilet Water . . . . $2.00 
Sachet Powder . 75c¢ and $1.00 
Toilet and Bath Soap . . 35¢ 
Talcum Powder . . . . 25¢ 


WISTARIA BLOSSOM 
— fee 
Toilet Water . . . . $2.00 
Sachet Powder . . . $1.50 
Talcum Powder . . . 8 25¢ 
Face Powder (4 shades). $1.00 
Toilet Cream . . 25¢ and 50c 


GEISHA FLOWERS 
Extract 50c and $1.50 
Toilet Water . . . . $2.00 
Disappearing Cream . . 50¢ 
Face Powder (4 shades) . 75¢ 
Sachet Powder . 75c and $1.00 


For Sale by the Best Dealers 
Everywhere 


Your dealer will gladly demonstrate to you 
the delicacy and enduring quality of 
Vantine’s Oriental Perfumes and Toilet 
Requisites. Should your dealer not yet 
have them, write us, mentioning his name, 
and we will see that you’re accommodated. 


Vantine’s fragrant burn- 

INCENSE meget gg cere 

» 75¢, $1.50, $3.00. Burners, 75¢ 

up. (Incense and Burner} $1.50 up. 

Samples of Incense,,only, mai i 
ddress 


: on request. A 
¥ 

by “8. 

eR 

















| the boy; she was very pale. 








These two frank youngsters with their 
engaging smiles, perfect blending of def- 
erence and _ self-respect, their open 
pleasure at the visit, held his fancy. To 
Duncan’s ready flow of reminiscence and 
quest of campus gossip he added his keen, 
incisive questions, quick to seize on the 
opportunity to get their views on col- 
lege life. An hour passed quickly in this 
sheltered corner of a new world to him, 
and they passed down the resounding iron 
steps with the farewells of the two echo- 
ing behind them in the old revolutionary 
building. 

“Nice boys, eh, Dale?” was Duncan’s 
comment as they gained the narrow walk. 

“Wouldn’t ask for better ones,” said 
Dale. “I'd like to have that boy of mine 
meet them.” 

“Pll take care of that,” volunteered 
Duncan. “What train are you taking 
back tomorrow? We might go up to- 
gether.” 

“I have that appointment tomorrow at 
ten. Have lunch with me and the boy, 
and we'll fix the time.” 

“You’re going to leave the boy here?” 
ventured Duncan. 

“Leave him here? I wouldn’t take 
him out of this place for the best free- 
milling ores in the State of Colorado. I 
want you to talk to him, Jim.” The name 
slipped out easily. ‘Make him see this 
place as you do, and as I am beginning 
to. Get his feet off that lone trail, and 
start him right. Will you do it?” pleaded 
Dale. 

“I’d be a poor Nassau man and friend 


| of yours, Hector, if I didn’t.” 


They parted at the hotel with a hand- 


| clasp that registered in full the -pleasur- 
able glow that the evening had lighted in 


their hearts. 
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“He'll apologize to that coach, all, 
Jim’s dead right on that,” muttered ; 
tor Dale as his head hit the Pillow 
Gad,” the thought struck him q, 
one to that registrar.” : 

Two Saturdays later Hector 
the side of Jim Duncan, cheered Nox 
on to victory in her first big game 
the season. The square, orange-tinis 
stub of the side-line badge that hung fr 
his coat lapel was a decoration in his oy 
second to none that any government} 
to bestow. As the last whistle shrilled 
the stadium filled to the riotous mang 
Nassau’s undergraduates, Jim Dip 
turned to him. 

“Hector, you old rascal, we'te pi 
to adopt you as mascot. I’ve gots 
side-line tickets for the game up in \q 
Haven next Saturday. Are you on?” 

“T'll be there with bells on,” was 
gay response. “Wonder how the fr 
men came aut up there today? Som 
was tied at the end of the first half. 
say, Jim, drop in for lunch on Moni 
I’ve got a proposition to put up to 
If you'll take it, you can snap yy 
fingers at that bunch of yours on Rect 
Street. Dale and Duncan! Think j 
over, old man. The job’s getting tooly 
for me to swing alone. So long, Jad 
Great game.” 

The clerk at Hector Dale’s apartmal 
hotel thrust out a telegram as he sai 
past the desk, humming a Nassau fog 
ball song that told of utter indifference 
long as the gang was there. He rippedi 
open, and the cup of that day's joy™ 
filled to the brim. 

“We beat them nine to six. The 
cheers for Old Nassau, Dad,” it ran. 

“Hip! Hip!” piped Hector Dale, aj 
his strong voice broke a little. 
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(Continued from page 86) 





the harsh old man and the boy did not 
give Peewee confidence in Beman; they 
understood one another too well for that. 
He looked apprehensively about the li- 
brary, as Beman took his hand and led 
him in and the door was closed behind 
them. Jeffrey came toward them, put 
his hand under Peewee’s chin, turned his 
small face up and studied it; he looked 
from it to his brother, where he sat 
beside Mrs. Markyn, holding her hand. 
She smiled in a strained way to greet 
What had 
they said to her, Peewee wondered, that 
had made her look like this? Beman, 
still holding the boy by the hand, seated 
himself in his big chair and drew him 
between his knees. 

“Now, Mr. Rollins,” he invited. 

The man who had come with the “flat- 
foot” seemed to Peewee something be- 
tween a policeman and a clerk, “Mr. 
Beman knows I haven’t been able to 
gather much on this,” he said. “It’s too 
long ago—eight years. The officer here, 
who was the one that picked up the kid, 
had forgotten the circumstance, until I 
showed him the record of the court. I’ve 
got a summary of that here.” 

Peewee shook nervously. Was he the 
kid? “Listen,” Beman whispered in his 


“He’s a tough kid,’ the man cot 
mented, “if you come to that. He's ra 
away from every home they put him# 
He run away from the Greenwood Bos 
Home, which not many run away ine 
Before that, he run away from the @ 
phan asylum. That’s how the court ca 
to send him to the Home.” 

“Begin at the beginning of the rect 
Beman said. 

“All right.” The man referred to! 
paper. “The officer took the kid 
Cottage Grove Avenue near Thirty-fft 
Street,” he said. “He remembers tht 
part perfectly.” 

“That’s right,” the policeman put i 

“He took him to the Cottage 
Avenue station.” 

“What date?” Beman suggested A 
“January 17, 1911. He was helda 
station until the roth, expecting 50 A 
would claim him—they almost always 
with lost kids. He couldn’t tell his mast 
or where he lived, and there weren't 
marks on his clothing. That's F 
“That’s right,” the policeman ‘a 

“On the 19th, nobody claiming Coal 
was turned over to the Juvenile 
The court judged him to be he 
a little under two, years old, shat 
assigned temporarily to St. a 
Orphan Asylum, expecting somedt 
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LAWN ° BATISTE 
HANDKERCHIEF LINEN 
NET’ ORGANDIE ‘VOILE 
's apartme DOTTED SWISS 








Keep your cotton blouses 
as dainty and fresh as your silk ones 


He UST because they weren’t silk you thought they Rubbing roughens them, takes away their nice 
w could be laundered any old way—your dear smoothness. It tears fine hemstitching and works 


t him a " 

bo 7 Rogers — rose colored voile and the slim havoc with lovely lace. 

away ffs emise of flesh batiste banded with soft Don’e hi il dd bati 

| “onli go on washing your voile and batiste 

~ on ran tlie antereg Ag] them in ——— blouses, your lawn and lace underthings the old 

» With the thick, heavy, Strong things. ruinous way. With Lux you can keep them whole 

the recml! But how soon they grew sad and worn! How and beautiful longer than you ever before thought 
quickly they lost the charm of their freshness! possible. Just pure bubbling suds to dip them cp 

i ! It was so unnecessary—all the pretty things a _— ~ Rg rich lather to be pressed throu 

Thirty. needed to make them last was the same gentle Lux es 

smbers th laundering that you always give your silk blouses The grocer, druggist and department store have 
and underwear. Lux. Lever Bros. Co., Cambridge, Mass. 





Fine cotton and linen fabrics can- 


not stand ordinary scrubbing any To launder fine lingerie blouses and underthings 
more than georgettes and chiffons. 





Use one tables l of Lux to a gallon o 
water, Whisk here f very hot ‘a 2 
white things soak for a few minutes. Press suds 
gently through soiled spots. Do not rub. Rinse 
in three hot waters. Squeeze water out. Do 
not wring. Dry in sun and press with hot irom, 

For CoLors—Add cold water until just 
lukewarm, Wash quickly to prevent colors 
from running. Rinse in three lukewarm 
waters, Dry in shade and press with warm iron. 






















Copyrighted 1920, by Lever Bres. Ce. 
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Proup of their leader- 
ship in style creation, 
Karpen designers yearly 
conceive and Karpen 
craftsmen carefully build 
splendid furniture of un- 
usual beauty, comfort 
and durability. 


Skilled workmen and 
modern methods unite 
in making possible the 
manufacture of this su- 
perlatively good furni- 
ture at a reasonable cost. 


a 


Send to S. Karpen 
& Bros., Chicago 
or New York, for 
the illustrated 
book, “Distinctive 
Designs.” Karpen 
Dealers Every- 
where. 








lated to him would turn up. Nobody did, 
and a year later he was brought up in 
court again, on the ground that for the 
records of the asylum he ought to have 
a name. The court gave him the name 
H. Seabury—no record of what H. stood 
for.” 

“Do you remember that?” 
asked of Peewee. 

“No sir,” said the boy. 

“Don’t remember having a name given 
you in court?” 

Peewee squirmed uneasily. What did 
all this mean? Why was he expected to 
remember? He could not understand 
what was going on. “No sir,” he said. 

“Don’t remember this policeman taking 
you up?” 

“No sir.” 

“Don’t remember being lost upon the 
street ?” 

Peewee looked at Mrs. Markyn. She 
was paler than before; her blue eyes 
were wide and fixed eagerly upon him. 
If she wanted him to remember, he 
wished that he could. 

“Let me try with him,” she said to 
Beman. 

She drew him away from the old man 
and held him against her knee. Her 
touch, as always, filled him with incom- 
prehensible feelings; he trembled and 
pressed closer to her. She was affected, 
too; her hands shook as they clasped him; 
her temples whitened and her eyes shone 
nervously. 

“We'll begin,” she suggested, “with 
things that you do remember, and see 
if then you can’t remember back. You 
told me, you know, that you didn’t know 
who your parents were.” 

“Yes’m,” he admitted. 

“But that—that woman had told you 
that she was your mother and had told 
you who she said your father was.” 

He winced and gazed at her unhappily. 
They had told her, then, about the 
woman; she must, he comprehended, if 
she knew that, know all the rest. It was 
not quite clear to him, since the woman 
had proved not to be his mother, what 
the effect of this upon her must be. 
Didn’t it matter to her now? He felt 
vaguely that there must still be pain of 
some sort in it for her; but she had for- 
given her husband, it appeared, for she 
had let him hold her hand. 

“Why did you tell me that?” she 
asked. 

He hesitated, doubtful whether to tell 
her the truth; he might, he decided, do 
that now, since the other things were 
known to her. “They said it would spoil 
your life to know about me,” he con- 
fessed. 

She appeared not to understand. Wal- 
ter Markyn moved as if startled, and 
seemed about to speak. Beman scruti- 
nized Peewee curiously; the old man 
seemed to puzzle over something, and 
suddenly to comprehend, and raised his 
hand to check Walter. “Let her go on,” 
he commanded. 

“Spoil my life?” she echoed. 
know what you mean.” 

He snuggled closer to her. He felt re- 
lief; he had not been conscious that the 
necéssity he had had of lying to her 
about himself had made him feel his 
separation from her until now, when the 


Beman 


“T don’t 


-need for that had been removed. 
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“T was at the house,” he said. 

“The house?” She drew her g 
dark brows together, puzzled. 

“T went there, after my—that y 
told me where he lived.” He points 
Walter. “They were talking ther 
they said it would spoil your life to} 
about me; so I went out and shyg 
door and went away.” 

“My God!” said Jeffrey. 

The woman comprehended. She; 
him closer; her lip trembled, ay 
eyes filled suddenly with tears, “Yq 
cnat!” she breathed. “You went ayy 
that I wouldn't know! Oh, my& 
And afterward you refused to te 
about yourself because of that! An 
so little and so friendless and with 
home! Oh, my dear, my dear! Buf 
isn’t what I meant When yous 
to me that you didn’t know you; 
ents, wasn’t it a little—just a litt 
because you didn’t believe the w 
when she said she was your mother” 

He reflected. He had, he recollesj 
thought Helen Lampert “nuts;” butt 
had not been because she said sh 
his mother; it had been because be} 
thought his father could not be then 
who lived in Walter Markyn’s big & 
house. 

“No’m,” he told her. 

“You believed what she told you” 

“Yes’m.” 

“You didn’t have any memories a 
which made you think that perhaps 
ought not to believe her?” 

He could not quite understand i 
“No’m,” he said after an interval. 

“Tt didn’t make you think bad 
anybody else when she told you this 
was your mother?” 

“No’m.” 


HE woman paused uncertainly, la 
ing about with damp eyes ques 
ingly at the others. 7 
“There’s nothing to be accompli 
this way,” Jeffrey answered to he 
“We're asking the impossible of the 
A child of two couldn’t possibly 
such memories for such a length off 
and after experiences such as this by 
gone through.” 

“That’s right,” Beman replied @ 
“It must be accepted only a am 
bility. The dates coincide—the a 
January 16th and the morning of 
17th. An unclaimed child foul 
morning on the street has grown i 
years between to look exactly like? 
Anything more definite than thi 
must simply assume. There Wem) 
know, other babies in the same @& 
body of the burned child was 
nizable. There were other bum 
recognizable bodies. You. cal @35 
you vant, that the child belonged # 
of them, that the nurse had p& 
some other’s baby—not mnectss 
mistake; she may have been @ 
reach the child and tried to save 
ether child that offered. You @ 
that the substitution never was 38%" 
that Edith’s child, escaping 
wandered off and was found ne 
ing by this police officer. But ee 
ing but assumption. It nevelUs 
proved. t adoplte 

The woman, still p 
looked up at him. “It does, 
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hea all Much homeliness is caused by 
te? three common little mistakes 
e the w 

J = ' IRST of all many women powder the 
uts;” but i wrong way. Then they are troubled all 
said she the time with an ugly glisten. 

a If powdering is to be at all lasting, the thing 


cyn’s big to do is always to apply a powder base. For 
7 this a special cream is needed, a cream which 
disappears instantly and will not reappear. 


told you?" Pond’s Vanishing Cream does just this. - It is 
made entirely without oil. It vanishes the 
emories at moment you apply it, never to reappear in an 
t perhaps unpleasant shine. Before you powder, take 
just a little Pond’s Vanishing Cream on the 
derstand 1 J 5 


oll tips of your fingers. Now powder, and don’t 
a bat think of it again. Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
1 you tha holds the powder fast to your face two or 

three times as long as ever before. 






SECOND mistake that many women 
make is failing to protect the complexion 
from the wind, sun and dust. Wind drys and 
roughens your skin; sunlight darkens and 
coarsens it; dust works into the 
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le of the pores and injures them. You can 

possibly protect your skin from this injury 

ength of f by applying the right protective 
i cream. 
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For this purpose, as for a powder 
base, of course you must have a 
cream that will disappear and not 




















orning Of reappear. Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
id found disappears instantly and will not 
grown il crop out again in a hateful shine. 
ly like ™ It has a special softening ingredient 
— 7 which protects the skin. Before 


every outing lightly touch your 
face and hands with Pond’s Van- 
ishing Cream. It leaves your face 
smooth and protects it from wind, 
sun and dust. 


PONDS 
Gold Geam & 
anishing Cream 


One with an oil base and one without any oil 
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ECAUSE you have learned to depend 

upon Pond’s Vanishing cream for a pow- 
der base and to protect the skin from the 
weather, do not make the mistake of forget- 
ting the importance of cold cream. The very 
oil which makes cold cream impractical for 
use before going out is what the skin requires 
at other times. The pure, creamy oil base, in 
Pond’s Cold Cream, makes it the most perfect 
cleanser you have ever known. Before going 
to bed, cleanse your face with Cold Cream. 
You will be horrified to see how much dirt 
comes out. Do this regularly and your skin 
will be kept clear and free from dullness. 


Pond’s Cold Cream has just the consistency 
that is perfect for working well into the skin, 
giving a wonderful massage. 


Get a jar or tube of each of these two 
creams today at ‘any ‘drug store or depart- 
ment store. Every normal skin needs both. 


Priseridcess: wer i pagar ae a 


POND’S EXTRACT CO., 185-X, Hudson St., N. Y. C. i 
Please send me, free, the items checked : 


Sample of Pond’s Vanishing Cream | 
Sample of Pond’s Cold Cream | 


Instead of the free samples, I desire the larger samples 
checked below, for which I enclose the required amount: | 


A 5c sample of Pond’s Vanishing Cream 


— ee eye eee ie ee ee ee 


A sc sample of Pond’s Cold Cream | 
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Miss Shepherd sang “In 
the Gloaming.”” The New 
Edison stood on the stage 
by her side, 
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[85 times — 


NE hundred and eighty-five times, 

Miss Betsy Lane Shepherd has stood 

on a public concert platform, and 
sung the old heart-songs with all the ex- 
quisite fervor of her art. One hundred 
and eighty-five times, a New Edison has 
stood by her side, and brought her Re- 
CreateD voice into direct comparison 
with her living voice. One hundred and 
eighty-five times, her audience has found 
no difference between the two voices, 
either in quality, or in feeling, or in 
emotional influence. 


T Dallas, Texas, on April 26, 1920, 
Miss Shepherd, who is a famous 
concert soprano, stood before her 

185th audience. She started to sing. 


**In the gloaming, oh! my darling—’’ 


With a soft, rounded loveliness, the be- 
loved melody filled the auditorium.. Puls- 
ing through its theme was the soul of a 


The NEW EDISON 
“The Phonograph with a Soul 


great artist. Its message reached the 
hearts of the hushed listeners, and sped 
their imaginations back to cherished 
memories, 


It was the magic of music! 


Suddenly Miss Shepherd’s lips went abso- 
lutely still. But her lovely voice went 
smoothly on— 


**—it was best to leave you thus—” 


The audience was puzzled. Then it 
awoke. Miss Shepherd’s voice was now 
coming from the New Edison. For the 
185th time, an audience had heard the 
Betsy Lane Shepherd test—and_ had 
been unable to tell the difference betweet 
her living voice and her Re-Creat™ 
voice, 


More than 4000 other audiences have 
heard more than fifty other vocalists 
instrumentalists make this same test © 
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THEN— 
She suddenly stopped 
singing. The New Edison 
took up her song and con- 
tinued it alone. 


no difference! 


directcomparison. Not one of these 4000 
audiences was able to distinguish between 
the artist’s original performance and its 
Re-Creation by the New Edison. 


R. EDISON spent seven years and 
M three million dollars in bringing 

the New Edison to this perfect 
realism. How he was led to concentrate 
upon realism was recently told by Mr. 
Edison himself, 


“The ordinary phonograph, as we have 
known it, falls somewhat short of confer- 
Ming upon its owner all of the pleasure and 
benefits that can be derived from good 
music, The greatest shortcoming of the 
phonograph was its lack of realism, and 
tis this shortcoming which I have sought 
to overcome. The result is a degree of 
realism in our present phonograph which is 
ing to even the most expert ears.”’ 


And Mr. Edison goes on to reveal the in- 


spired purpose which the New Edison, 
through its realism, is to serve. 


“J have been quoted as desiring to see a 
phonograph wn every American home. What 
I actually want to see in every American 
home is music, so realistic and so perfect in 
its rendition as to be an unending source of 
benefit and pleasure.”’ 


extremely interesting test for you. 

Go and ask for the **Personal Favor- 
ites’? Realism Test. He will have the New 
Edison Re-Create the kind of vocal or 
instrumental music which affects your 
emotions most keenly. You will thus be 
able to determine for yourself if the New 
Edison brings you all the emotional pleas- 
ure and mental stimulation which come 
from listening to the living artist. 


Veron Edison dealer has arranged an 


Tuomas A, Enison, Inc., Orange, N. J. 
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“It warrants more than that, even though 
we can never have absolute CONVictign,” 





= : 3 »* . What was going on was incomprehens. 
= MOHAIR y ble to Peewee. He heard the roadie 


>\\\L UPHOLSTERY FABRICS BEST/U( QW’ Beman and Mrs. Markyn said, but te 








conveyed no meaning to him. Som 
child, at some time, had been burned tp 
death in a train-wreck; he himself, jy 
some inexplicable way, they seemed to 
connecting with that child. Was it 
the talk was of adopting? Who yw 
Edith? Was she the Mrs. Cord, whom 
Beman had said might adopt him? Wx 
this some other adoption they were tal. 
ing of? What he perceived was thy 
whatever was happening was, in its pro 
gression, drawing him more intimately to 
Mrs. Markyn; she held him closer: ther 
was tenderness and protection in he 
clasp which no one had ever made hin 
feel before. He choked to feel st: j 
made him want to cry. He felt a sudden 
loss as she stood up, releasing him, 


, 
wf st @ 


Soo pogons y 
S]ovsvosnawsea 





fCeegreocoecen 
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| OEING up, he saw her, white nowas 
death, a light of excitement shiningin 
her eyes, and her full lips set tight to 
gether. She looked, he thought, like som 
one to whom some startling memory hal 
just occurred. She left him and wer 
MOTOR CARS | | hurriedly to Beman and spoke to him in 

7 HOTELS | | low tones, eagerly. The old man, liste 
—| | ing to her, frowned doubtfully. Peewee 





had, uncomprehensively, the feeling tha 


LUXURIOUS MOHAIR UIPHOI STERY | | she, in need of help, had turned to tha 
EF! | violent, harsh but capable old man, as kt 
E| | himself had once done. What heb’ 
f| | Jeffrey and Walter had gone closer ti 
"Formerly Called MASE The Standard for fF} | them to listen. Beman drew the polit 
Chase Mohair Velvet Over Thirty Years EF} | officer aside and spoke to him. Tk 

fl | officer’s reply was clear to Pewee. 

“Sure I can get him. Now?” 


; “My car’s outside,” said Jeffrey. “Us 
a fe} | it.” 
E The policeman went quickly o 
motioning to the other man, who 10: 
lowed him. 
“T'll go for the letter myself,” said Ms 
f| | Markyn. “Walter, come with me. 
SANFORD MILLS, SANFORD, MAINE i They too went out; Peewee eon 
3 i 4 - nd ol 
HE shepherds of the hills, in Angora, for thousands of years E dosing fe en ether th 
C have tended the goats whose Mohair fleece has given to the || | two men. Beman, his gray old cheeks! 
world the remarkable upholstery fabric known as Chase | | little flushed, waited in his great chai 
Velmo. The use of the highest grade Mohair fibers in E Jeffrey paced nervously up and dom 
Chase Velmo give to the finished pile fabric the greatest wearing | | halting now and then to exchange wort 


surface known to the textile world. | | inaudibly with Beman. The boy ie 
ee: f| | to question Beman, but was afraid. Woe 
All wear comes on the ends of the fibers—unlike smooth- E | the long hand of the clock had mov 


surface fabrics which wear on the sides and show fuzzy worn spots. # | halfway round, he heard the front don 
The best of dyes are used, and the colors are absolutely fast. | | again, and the policeman entered, 


sr . : 1 1 Peewee Iti 
When upholstery of rare distinction, luxurious appearance, wer. by ae nee Ba 
and lasting quality is necessary for furniture and closed motor H | greeted Beman and Jeffrey as though 


cars, Chase Velmo fabrics are chosen. BE | did not know them, and opened a hat 


Since 1847 the production of strictly high-grade materials has | bag which he carried, and oe o 
established a reputation for Chase Products, and Chase Velmo is E| | upon the table—ink ail . , oe 
the best guarantee of service, quality, beauty, and expert work- | | Oblong cards with words 


ky 
aageeS : || | along the edge of them. Mrs. Mark 
manship in upholstery material. ( fl | and Walter came in hurriedly. Them 


~ - ich Mes 

N, B.—Chase Velmo is a registered trade-mark purposely originated to F took the folded note-paper which - 
mean Mohair Velvet, and to protect you against inferior imitations. ; Markyn gave him and spread it out we 
Scores of patterns and colors. . Send for booklet. B) | the library lamp and looked at tt throw 


| Yl ifyi ass. 
L-C.CHASE @ CO, BOSTON fff SE] re i» he si, m8 
New York“ Detroit San Francisco’ Chicago ANNAN better than you ought to expect ie 
Sebhiae under such circumstances. Come 3 
he ordered. hia 

Jeffery pushed Peewee up 0) 

“Tt’s, the left hand,” the man & 
He took the boy’s small left ~~ 
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rolled his fingers one by one upon the pad 
and then upon one of the cards. “Let’s 
try again,” he said, repeating the process. 

Peewee knew what they were doing to 
him. The conversation of the streets had 
taught him that they took the finger- 
marks of criminals like this, but he did 
not know exactly why they took them. 
Did they think he had done something? 
He looked across the man’s arm at the 
letter which Mrs. Markyn had brought. 
“My darling,” it began. A corner of the 
sheet was Black with ink; and halfway 
down the page were five queer blots with 
a pencil-mark around them which made a 
little hand. It was less easy for him to 
read handwriting than print, but he 
spelled out the words written close about 
the hand: 

He’s been sitting in my lap, dear, 
while I wrote, and he tipped over the 
ink-bottle; when I started to write 
again, I found the prints of his five little 
fingers on the page; so I put his hand 
back the way that it had been and 
marked around it for you. 


Jeffrey drew Peewee back from the 
table. The man took the cards that he 
had made and put them close beside the 
letter and looked at them through a mag- 
nifying-glass. 

The clock, ticking very slowly indeed, 
became audible in the room. Jeffrey kept 
hold of Peewee; Walter walked nervously 
up and down; Beman sat still; Mrs. 
Markyn strained forward across the 
table. What was it, the boy wondered, 
that was going on? The strain in all of 
them was clear to him. 

“There’s three of them,” the man re- 
marked, “that aint good enough to go by, 
but the index and the middle finger are 
plain.” 

The clock ticked on again interminably. 
The man looked up at Mrs. Markyn, and 
she leaned eagerly toward him. 

“They’re the same,” he said decisively. 

Peewee had heard of people’s fainting; 
he had never seen it, but he thought that 
she was going to do it. He heard Jeffrey’s 
voice: “My God! Think of the strange- 
ness of the thing! That woman, crazed 
with drugs, picks the boy up on the street 
because of his likeness to Walter and 
sends him to us, and he proves to be 
Edith’s baby! Mo wonder they say God 
moves in a mysterious way!” 


EEWEE did not fully comprehend the 
words. Mrs. Markyn was coming 
toward him. She stumbled slightly, as if 
from weakness, as she crossed the floor. 
“Wait!” Walter warned her. “He 
doesn’t understand. He thinks you're 
Marion.” 

She stared at him as if trying to find 
meaning in his words. 

“I didn’t know that until just now,” 
Walter made clear to her. “When you 
were speaking to him of himself, he said 
it was for your happiness that he hadn’t 
wanted you to ‘know about him. You 
didn’t realize what he meant by that... I’d 
talked with him, of course; you had too. 
I can’t remember that he ever spoke your 
name. I assumed it was my wife that he 
had met, because he thought so. I think 
he told me that it was. Of course I never 
dared speak of him before her. The 
place he saw you, too, was at my house. 
When you brought him here—” __ 


“The talk was very short,” Beman 
broke in. “The boy’s mistake is plain 
enough. I saw it too. He’s too be- 
wildered now to understand.” 

The woman controlled herself. Her 
body quivered as she drew Peewee to her 
knee and clasped him with her trembling 
arms; her sweet blue eyes showed com- 
prehension now, shining through tears, 
and strangely deep and tender, as she 
fought her feelings down and tried to 
conquer his perplexity. 

“Dear, how did you find out who I 
was?” 

He wanted to remember that, if it 
would please her. So much had hap- 
pened in between; the time had been so 
long! 

“I saw your picture.” 

“Yes, dear. Did it have my name on 
it? Tell me about the picture.” 

He was beginning to recall. There had 
been two pretty ladies in the picture, 
this one and— Wasn’t the other one the 
woman he had seen tonight, who had 
leaned from the limousine to speak to 
Walter and then had driven on? He was 
almost sure of that. Their names had 
been below. 

“Tt said ‘Mrs. Walter Markyn,’” he 
observed. 

“Ves, dear.” 

“And—” He hesitated. 

He realized now a familiarity in the 
name which Beman had spoken to him 
that afternoon. 

“And Mrs. Cord,” he said uncertainly. 

“What told you, dear, which one was 


eg 


He could not answer that; something 
new to him, and incomprehensible, which 
had stirred within him at her pictured 
face, had centered all his interest on her. 
He had choked to think’ how pretty she 
was, with what tenderness and sweetness 
in her look, and he had coupled the name 
whieh he had supposed was his_ father’s 
unquestioningly with her: 

“Dear, don’t you understand,” she 
queried, “that you took the wrong one?” 

He gazed at her doubtfully. 

“Try to understand. I am not Mrs 
Markyn. She was the other one. The 
other name belonged to me. I was Edith 
Markyn once; now I am Mrs. Cord.” 

He had trouble comprehending this re- 
versal of his thought; everything he had 
done regarding her since first he had seen 
her had been because he had believed her 
to be Walter Markyn’s wife. Her feel- 
ings at his indecision broke from her con- 
trol: “Baby, baby, it isn’t only that! I 
am your mother—darling boy, your 
mother!” He felt her. kisses on his 
cheeks and mouth; her lips, which had 
felt always cool and sweet before, were 
hot, burning, almost as Helen Lampert’s 
puffed, cracked lips had burned him. She 
was clutching him as she controlled her 
sobs, and he looked from her around 
questioningly at the others. 

“Listen,” he: heard her say to him. 
“Long ago I had a little boy—a baby, 
two years old. My husband was a naval 
officer—Lieutenant Arthur Cord. That is 
your name too—Arthur. He was on his 
ship off Porto Rico. You don’t know 
where that is; it doesn’t matter. The 
fleet was having gun-practice, and there 
was an explosion of a gun, and afterward 
of ammunition; and many men were 
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hurt, and he was too. I wasn't ing 
cago when they told me; I was in¥ 
York with you, my dear, and no gj 
of my family with me. I had tog 
him—to your father, and I sent yj 
care of your nurse here to Chicago tomy 
family. The train was wrecked, m§ 
Lake Front; the car that you were ny 
burned, and the body of your nue 
found with a dead baby whom th 
had made unrecognizable clasped jy} 
arms. We thought, of course, thi} 
was you, my dear. My husband @ 
I thought I’d lost you both at. ong’ 


E was commencing to understand 
“I'd brought back with me & 

your father’s things—even my own let 
to him, which he had saved. Pj 
them all these years. Thank God % 
that, for on one of them there wer 
printmarks of your baby fingers, Ea 
for those, we never should have kaom! 
She raised her eyes, bright witht 
tears, toward Beman. “And 
you,” she said to the old man, “J 
should have found him.” 

Peewee was adjusting himself; 
he comprehended, was not related § 
or to him; the woman who had beep 
Walter was Mrs. Markyn. 

“Tt was the likeness,” Bemap 
“Inquiry about the woman led met 
coroner’s man. When he told mesh 
never had a child, the boy’s likenes 
Walter became inexplicable. The & 
boy’s record showed the coincidence 
dates. It is no more remarkable fork 
to look like his uncle than if heh 
looked like his father.” 

“How much about the boy does Ma 
know?” Jeffrey inquired. 

“Nothing.” Walter raised his heat;! 
had been sitting with his face bune 
his hands. “She has never even heaid 
him, I think. We have the boy hin 
to thank for that.” He flushed, loca 
from his brother to his sister. “Amal 
past rises to strike at him—” 

“Tt’s buried now with Helen Lamp 
Jeffrey replied. Beman nodded. 

The*manner of the men toward! 
self, Peewee perceived, had chan 
there was frankness in their look, # 
tenderness. They were recognizing & 
the knowledge he had gained of fam 
told him, as of themselves; he 74 
grandson, he recalled, of Jeffrey Mai 
Second, the great-grandson of th § 
older Jeffrey Markyn. He thought 04 
great houses in which the family ii 
he would be free, he understood, to# 
and out of those houses. He woudl 
good clothes and ride in motos. * 
would have the things which he had# 
other boys having—bicycles and # 
Truant officers and agents of the Jur 
Court would not dare interfere with! 
He would never live again in imstt® 

He forgot these things, as he! 
into the face of the woman; It ¥8™ 
her, he understood, that he was s% 
live. He had not been quite su ® 
she had told him first, that he had 
her to be his mother. What he 
was that she should be as she had@ 
been toward him, and he was nobg@s 
how a mother was. But what hes 
in her face made his throat clos 
and he sat still on her lap, gasillé? 
sively at his uncles. 3 . - —== | 
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woman to be an ardent admirer of fairy-fine Luxite and 
is not surprised to learn that her wardrobe contains only 
: it wa / y this radiantly beautiful and fine textured hosiery. 


: ee wil VA ch OWADAYS one naturally expects the charmingly sowned 


a : Salar Vad) Offered in pure silk, silk faced and lisle styles for men and 
be SUM, < Ko adie ; : 
e had ¥ _  — i Oo” women, in a broad variety of colorings and in a wide range 
at he of prices. 


1S not of LUXITE TEXTILES, Inc., 688 FOWLER STREET, MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 
t he sim LUXITE TEXTILES OF CANADA. Limited, LONDON, ONT. 


A Thousand Tints 


and Tones of Green 


and as many of blue or yellow or brown or 


any other color. 


Any one of them is yours when you paint 
interior walls and woodwork with Dutch Boy 
White-Lead and Dutch Boy Flatting Oil. 


Thus it is easy for you to work out in exact 
detail and harmony any imagined color scheme 
for your painter produces the exact tint and 
tone you desire, stirring in the color as he 
mixes the paint. The variety is infinite. You 


are not limited to stock tints. 


Soft, Dull Finish 


Without losing any of the well-known ad- 
vantages of a white-lead paint, you obtain a 
surface that is smooth, silky, free from gloss 


or glare, and restful to the eyes. 


Washable and Durable 


Walls painted with Dutch Boy White-Lead 
and Dutch Boy Flatting Oil are impenetrable 
to dirt or water, and can be washed as often 


as necessary without injury. 


This means durability. 


NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY 


New York Boston Buffalo Chicago 
Cincinnati Cleveland St. Louis San Francisco 


JOHN T. LEWIS & BROS. CO., Philadelphia 
NATIONAL LEAD & OIL CO., Pittsburgh 
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THE IMMEDIATE JEWEL 
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page 31) 








“It’s so—so cheap, Lyn.” 
‘d exclaimed fiercely: “Cheap? 
jap? Well, thank the Lord it is cheap, 
) Elder! It’s lucky there’s something 
a's cheap. Goodness knows, I'd never 
any fun that wasn’t cheap, the way 
yw and Father—” 
Beth’s voice was suddenly stern: “Lyn, 
1 not let you talk so. When Father 
i 1 both work all the time, and you do 
hing but spend. You're ungrateful!” 
“Ungrateful?” Lyn’s voice was like a 
«am. “What have I got to be grateful 
? Tm a thin, scrawny, sickly, cough- 
little fool, not fit to do anything ex- 
pt play around and have a good time, 
th no money to do anything else if I 
fit, and you call me cheap and un- 
teful. You old pig! You sneaking, 
ying old—” 
Beth had sought to quiet her; it was 
» late, Lyn’s very anger had over- 
ed her, he broke into a fit of cough- 
p, Beth, her arm about her sister’s 
ulder, could feel the frail body twist 
d writhe as though it would be torn in 
ces by the torment it endured. Lyn, 
il speechless, -brushed her sister’s arm 
y, flung herself down on the bed, 
ied her face in her pillow. Her coughs 
be mufiied. She muttered brokenly: 
hate you, Beth. Hate you. Get out 
f—my room! Get out—of here!” 
Beth knew her sister, knew the futility 
further words when Lyn had given way 
such @ fury as this. She went toward 
door, stood there for a en 
ns Coughing ceased. After a little Lyn 
d from the darkness: 
see you there. Go away.” 
beth said softly: “Oh, Lyn, if you’d 
ly see! You're not only bringing sor- 
‘0 yourself. You're bringing it on 


ja laughed maliciously. “You take 
ecious good care I’ll never bring any 
Won you, don’t you, Beth dear?” 
Beth went quietly to her room. After 
ng while she fell asleep. 


CHAPTER III 


HE early morning sun woke Beth, 

when it rose high enough above the 

s to strike in through her windows. 

te was an alarm clock on the floor be- 

t bed; she reached down for it 

‘found that it was almost five o’clock. 

Was set for five, and Beth 

don the “silent” catch, and thought 

hap lucky she had waked. “If I 

ant, the alarm would have disturbed 
i,” she reminded herself. 

Was accustomed to rise at five, for 

7 yilvays planned to be at his 

: ere was no hired girl 

get his breakfast for him. Lyn cae 

| €Nough for the steady drain 

tly th — late hours; 

fu? it fell to Beth to prepare 

father’s breakfast, and pg oe 

got slowly out of bed now, 

. window to look out, and 

sat the day would be fair. “But 


it’s going to be terribly hot,” she told 
herself. “The lab will be like an oven.” 

She went through the hall to the bath- 
room; and when she emerged, the shock 
of the cold water had put color in her 
cheeks and cleared her eyes. There was 
nothing in her appearance to suggest the 
vigil of the night before, nor the unhap- 
piness that weighed upon her now. When 
she was fully dressed, she went to her 
father’s door and looked in. Jim Elder 
was fast asleep; and Beth smiled a little 
as she looked at him. Her father seemed, 
sometimes, singularly like a child. He 
was sleeping now as peacefully as one, his 
breath coming softly. Beth called to 
him: “Father! Oh, Father!” 

He stirred, and grumbled, and chewed 
air after the fashion of waking men, and 
opened his eyes and looked gropingly 
about, as though trying to find some 
anchorage to which he might cling. 

“T’m going down now, Father,” said 
Beth; and at the sound of her voice he 
became awake, and waved his hand to her 
and said cheerfully: 

“That’s right, Beth. 
fore the coffee boils. A fine night to 
sleep, wasn’t it, Beth. I'll’ tell you, I 
feel like a spring lamb this morning. A 
great night to sleep!” 


I'll be down be- 


|) pair smiled a little wistfully as she 
went down the stairs. Sometimes she 
was a bit impatient with her father for 
being so blind to so many things. 

The kitchen, having been shut up all 
night, was hot and stuffy. She opened 
the .windows and the doors, and the cool 
air of morning crept in from beneath the 
plum trees beside the back porch. These 
plums were ripening, and Beth delayed 
her work long enough to go out and pluck 
one or two and eat them, tossing the 
stones toward a bed of parsley. 

When she went indoors again, the 
kitchen had had time to cool a little, and 
she began preparing breakfast. A few 
minutes later, coffee, eggs, bacon and 
toast were simultaneously. ready for the 
table. At the same time she heard her 
father coming down the stairs; and she 
passed the hot plates and the viands 
through the slide from pantry to dining- 
room while Jim Elder received them on 
the other side and set them on the table. 
Then Beth took off her apron and went in 
to pour his coffee for him, and they had 
breakfast together. 

Her father had begun talking to her as 
soon as he came downstairs, bending to 
look through the slide, amiably discussing 
the beauty of the morning, the prospects 
for a hot day, the disappointing spatter 
of rain during the night. “I was hoping 
we'd have.a shower,” he said. “Flowers 
need it. Don’t seem right to have to 
sprinkle them with the hose, all the time. 
We always had flowers when your mother 
was alive, Beth, and no hose nor water- 
works then, either. Guess there was more 
rain then than there is now. Looks like 
the Lord figures if we’re so smart with our 
water-works, we don’t need His rain. I 
tell you, Beth, there’s such a thing as 





being too uppity about improvements and 
such truck.” 

Beth laughed cheerfully. “Mother 
used to have a sprinkling-pot, though, 
didn’t she? I'll bet she did!” 

“Sure,” said Jim Elder. “I can remem- 
ber in the evenings after supper, she’d get 
it out, and I'd fill it at the pump and 
carry it for her, and she’d sprinkle all 
the beds, till the flowers was just drooping 
with the drops that hung on them. And 
I’d smoke my pipe and watch her.” 

“The hose is so much handier than a 
sprinkling-pot; don’t you think it is?” 

Her father shook his head doubtfully. 
“T don’t know about that. Flowers don’t 
seem to take to the water when it comes 
that way. Don’t have such flowers now 
as we used to have. Trouble is, folks are 
getting too independent. Always figuring 
out short-cuts and new ways of doing 
things. The old ways are good enough, 
Beth. Give them a chance. I’ve kept 
store right here in town for more than 
thirty years, and there aint.a mime of 
change in my store now from what it was 
in the beginning, before I bought out 
Bartlett. He died right after that, too. 
He figured he’d sit back and chew his 
tobacco and take things easy, but he up 
and died, Beth. Weren’t meant to take 
things too easy, we weren’t. That’s why 
I don’t like all these short-cuts we’re get- 
ting, all the time—hoses, and _ things.” 
He had been eating placidly while he 
talked; and his food did not in the least 
interrupt his words. “One thing’s just 
the same, though, Beth. You cook bacon 
and eggs and make coffee just like your 
mother used to. I declare, eggs taste 
like the same hen laid them.” ; 

“You never get tired of bacon and eggs, 
do you, Father? I suppose you’ve eaten 
bacon and eggs for breakfast ever since 
you were a baby, probably.” 

“Guess I have,” said Jim Elder. “I 
never could see why a man should get 
tired of bacon and eggs. Guess men 
don’t, for that matter. .Noticed, when I 
went to New York two years ago, they 
had bacon: and eggs on the train, and 
they had bacon and eggs at every hotel 
I went to. Long as a man can say ‘Bacon 
and eggs,’ he wont ever need to go 
hungry—not in this country, Beth. 
There’s nothing like them to stand by a 
man.” 

He was sopping the last yellow traces 
from his plate with a half-slice of toast; 
and Beth watched him, smiling comforta- 
bly. She was far too wise to attempt that 
remodeling of the parent which has be- 
come one of youth’s national sports. 
Jim Elder was Jim Elder; and as far as 
Beth was concerned, he suited her. Lyn 
sometimes scolded him for his table man- 
ners; but then, Lyn seldom came down 
to breakfast. 

When he was done with his eggs, he 
drained his cup, took the fresh one that 
Beth poured, filled it half full of cream 
to bring it to the mild temperature that 
he liked, and drank it at a gulp, parting 
his thin mustache with deft fingers. Then 
Beth went out to the front porch with 
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him and saw him start for town, 
we ten minutes of six; and he wy 
the store by six. Other merd 


won ea 2 e~ ee and the 
‘ e g, im Elder always @ 
A Vital Need When Fire Threatens | vin ic sie tie ae SS 


promise, scattered fresh damp 
a | where it would do the most 209 
Ca SS considered himself ready for } 
There were heaps of dust hi 
vegetable-boxes that had not bw 
turbed in all the thirty years of jy 
keeping. 

When he was gone, Beth va 
into the house, a little wearily, Qy 
upstairs on tiptoe and looked j 
but Lyn seemed to be still ¢ 
There were the dishes to be wats 
| beds to be made. Beth had aly 
| hours on her hands after her faths 
| parture, since she was not expecta 
Furnace before eight. In this 
put her own room and her fay 
rights, aired out the house, sya 
dusted the sitting-room and wat 
dishes. When they were clean 
kitchen was in order, it was hil 
seven. She wondered whether 
yet awake, and stood in the 
and called very softly to her sista 
did not answer; and so Beth dem 
younger girl was still sleeping & 
glad; Lyn needed the rest. 

For fear of waking her sister, 
not go upstairs again. But & 
mirror on the hatrack in the 
studied herself with some cate 
a hairpin, tucked a lock of hairs 
over her ear, loosed the mast 
which she wore over her pleasaniif 
essence shirtwaist and knotted it afresh 
Coie & Co. quarter before eight she gathereil 

papers on which she had been wom 
night before, selected half a dou 


folded them and put them into 
rene I if; KILLS FIRE velope. ae pie aa 
y ypifies the I 


| dered if it became her, and soa 


True Spirit of Fire | the envelope full of papers, aid 
Prevention Day or two, and left the house. 











Fire Prevention Day, Ocroser 9TH, emphasizes the need CHAPTER IV 

for safety and prevention against fire. Heed it by removing ETH always appro 
fire hazards and by warning those who are careless of the work with a certain sect 
perils of flame admitted trepidation. Since Mt 
were performed so close the 
The man or woman who really wishes to be protected against | Sites of Crescent Furnace that! 


. . . essary to raise one’s voice tobe 
fire buys a Pyrene Fire Extinguisher. Pyrene should be | aj this timidity may not hawt 


installed in every home; a woman or child can operate it. | prising. But—it was not Me 


tori 7 aa which inspired in Beth the reludi 
Factories and garages need Pyrene; it smothers any fire at the | 3) "tine oppressed her, Salm 


start, even a gasoline or electrical fire. On motor car or | Furnace, loved the roar ol 

- . i Then she was a HIUEe 
truck Pyrene reduces the cost of fire insurance 15%, thus pay- of for ben oe 
ing for itself. when it was possible, she likell 


-np-ti i 
: . ; the shed at casting-time, liked 
Every Pyrene Fire Extinguisher bears the approval label of the against the very foot of the 


Underwriters’ Laborateries. This label means that Pyrene has the slag poured from the @ 
Stood the most exacting tests of unbiased experts. Pyrene is behind her in a stream of fm! 
always ready for action. It works in any position. It saves 15 the iron was drawn, flowilg 

per cent on automobile fire insurance. Price $10 with bracket, docility to its appointed place 
sand. There was an épit © 


PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., Inc. struggle, of battle, in the spy 


’ this wise 

it never appealed in this wise” 

m “vat - 90 mr see her the bint seemed always 1 

Atlanta Chicago Kansas City San Francisco ing, lending itself so eagerly 
Pyrene Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal, P. Q mands ef men. yielding its 
tasks that lay before it. Bae 


Sold by hardware and electrical supply dealers and garages | when she passed a steel 
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A Beautiful Car of 
Restful Comfort 





Cleveland quality is plainly reflected in the handsome Sedan. 
This body, of distinguished dignity and grace and comfort, makes 


wide appeal among discriminating purchasers. 


quality is apparent. 


The Cleveland Sedan, splendidly 
upholstered and finished and of the 
finest workmanship throughout, seats 
five persons restfully, and offers the 
very maximum of comfort in all sea- 
sons. The windows are automatically 
adjusted, wide open or partly open to 
the soft fresh air, or closed snug and 
tight against the driving rain or Winter 
blasts. 

The sturdy chassis underneath gives 
évery assurance of dependable service. 

powerful, flexible, quiet Cleveland 


Touring Car (Five Passengers) $1585 
Sedan (Five Passengers) $2595 


The mark of 


motor, most highly refined of the over- 
head valve type, the long underslung 
spring construction, positive brakes and 
an unusual ease of control are features 
of distinction which make the Cleve- 
land a better car. 

A leading automobile house in over 
2,000 cities and towns in the United 
States is showing the Cleveland Six. 
You will find it worth your while to 
see and have explained to you the 
many fine features of this splendid 
six. 


Roadster (Three Passengers) $1585 
Coupe (Four Passengers) $2495 


Prices F. O. B. Cleveland 


CLEVELAND AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO 


Export Department: 5 Columbus Circle, New York, N. Y. 


Cable Address: ““CLEVE-AUTO” 
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A Real Razor-made Safe 


Standard Set 
One Dollar 


Razor with attrac- 
tive American ivory 
handle, safety guard 
and package of three 
Durham-Duplex 
Blades (6 shaving 
edges). Allin handsome 
American ivory case. 


You “hop to it” with a smile, and 
finish up the same way, when the 
Durham - Duplex is on the job. 
Good-bye to scraping and “pulling”’. 
Good-bye to face-burning and skin 
irritation. 

The famous two-edged, detachable 
Durham - Duplex Blades are the 
longest, strongest, keenest blades 
on earth, oil-tempered, hollow- 
ground and scientifically stropped 
to an edge of surpassing sharpness 
—and guarded to prevent cutting. 


It’s the greatest blade ever. You'll say 
so yourself after a single shave with 
this real razor. 


DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR Co. 
Jersey City, New Jersey 
FACTORIES 
JERSEY CITY, U.8.A. SHEFFIELD, ENG. 
PARIS, FRANCE TORONTO, CANADA 


Sales Representatives in all Countries 


Additional Blades 
50 Cents for a package of 5 
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like resting. her hand affectionately 
the cold girders. She wanted to § 
them: “Good work, my friends, I 
what you’ve come through, I know 


from red ore to cold steel. know 


strength and your weaknesses, Joy 


No, Beth was not afraid of ten 


nace. She was not afraid of the hams 


| fires. Her unconfessed trepidation § 


another source. 

Trav Hartley was chief chemist 
Furnace; she was his assistant, 9 
worked side by side, day by day, m 
their tests and studying the reactions 


prescribing the formulas which wept 


lowed in loading the huge charge ing 
stack’s red top. Their shoulders toy 
now and then; they called, one upon 
other, to check and correct each ais 
tion. They supplemented each the 
work. Each knew the other’s ma 
knew the other’s ways. They 
good team, efficient, trustworthy, ih 
And they had worked thus, side by 
for almost three years. 

Travis Hartley’s father owned 
cent Furnace. Some day it «would 
long to Trav. In the meantime 
young man did the routine che 
work that was required, and 
to know the ways of iron, and 
himself for the responsibility that 
one day be his. He was a year of 
older than Beth; he had been ad 
or two ahead of her in school, hadg 


away to college, and come back tog 


her already holding the assistants 
in the laboratory. She had a ma 
aptitude for chemistry; it fascinated 
enthralled her; and she had made he 
fit for the work that she was called 
to do. 

Trav remembered her as a high @ 
girl, that is to say, a child Hel 
her a woman, more experienced # 
own field than he. She had taught 
the practical end of the work; and ti 
it was true that his more adequatem™ 
ing and his more original habit 
thought soons carried him beyond Dif 
still deferred to Beth in a way tht 
found indescribably - pleasant— 
turbing. Trav had never asked i 
marry him; yet Beth knew he loved 
and would ask her if she chose. 
had been occasions when it was ™ 
sary for her to rear a barrier 0 
them; occasions when he had been 
to speech. Beth did not wish him to 
her that he loved her. She was# 
afraid, each day, that he would; and 
was, by the same token, a litte ® 
pointed when she went home each @™ 
noon, because he had not done s0 

“But you're a fool, Beth,” shet 
self on such occasions. “Youre # 
fool. If he did, you wouldn't have 


AS she drew near her destinalii® 


could see the ugly black simak 


the hot-blast stoves at = Furnace @ 
ing themselves ahead of her. © 
ently she left the street and picket 
way between two loity piles 0 
dery ore, and the roar of the 
folded her like an — 
thus to the laboratory d00r. ‘ 
Trav, she saw, was ahead die 
In his shirt-sleeves he bent er ob 
of test-tubes at the other 9% 
room; and she paused for — 


3 , 
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The NEW Series HAYNES TOURING CAR 
cA Car of Distinct Character 


ISTINCTLY the latest and most 
advanced automobile—the new 
series seven-passenger Haynes Touring 
Car is presented just at the time @uch 
a car is uppermost in your thoughts. 


Ninety S igi cent. Haynes built, it is a 
masterful exposition of the four factors 
of character which Haynes established 
and maintained -—beauty, strength, power 
and comfort. 


Its comfort is ideal—Haynes engineers 
have provided a 132-inch wheelbase and 
Haynes designers have created a wonder- 
y toomy tonneau, with deep, broad 
seats as comfortably inviting as the easy 
chairs and divans of a restful home. 


Its beauty is distinct—thé higher hood, 
its majestic sweep of the body lines, 


LL 


the neat, artistic fittings, the fashionable 
upholstering of genuine leather—all these 
blend into a most dignified picture. 


The famous Haynes. motor, with its 
apparently unlimited reserve of velvety 
vigor and potent power, is the heart of 
its mechanical construction. A newelec- 
tric starting system simplifies the act of 
getting under way to the mere detail of 
pushing down a lever on the instrument 
board instead of pressing a foot pedal. 


The widespread demand for Haynes character 
cars increases without sign of diminution. We 
would urge that. you make an immediate reser- 
vation of your new series Haynes Touring Car. 


Tue Haynes AuTOMOBILE COMPANY 


Koxomo, INDIANA U.S. A. 
EXPORT OFFICE: 1715 Broadway, New York City, U.S. A. 


IAIN 


PHARACTER CA 




















-~ Power 


FIRST 


-~ Comfort 


CAR ~® /920 


Ge Beauty ~~ Strength 


aM 1803-3 THE 











HAYNES IS AMERICA’S 





Gi 


"This advertisement copyrighted, 1920, by The Haynes Automobile Company. 
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Lest We Forget 


’ ‘HE ROCK OF AGES GRANITE 
monument erected now in tribute to the 
departed will stand unchanged through 

coming generations. For this beautiful gray 

granite is as enduring as the everlasting hills. 


How often, in old time churchyards, the togab- 
stones of an earlier day are found crumbling 
and discolored with age, their inscriptions 
almost if not quite obliterated by the eternal 


-attacks of the elements, the very names upon 


them fast falling into oblivion. 


No such fate awaits the memorial shaped from 
ROCK OF AGES. Modern machinery and 
improved methods make possible the quarrying 
and shaping of this hard and imperishable 
granite. It is in truth the finest and most fitting 
of American monument niaterials. The names 
that are entrusted to it for perpetuation will not 
be forgotten. 


In effecting a decision as to a memorial, whether 
private or public, our comprehensive descriptive 
booklet will be found of the greatest assistance. 


BOUTWELL, MILNE & VARNUM CO. 
MONTPELIER, VERMONT: 
Quarries at Barre, 


the Granite Center 
of the World. 


Quarriers of 
Rock of Ages 
Granite 
Refer to Dept. C 











© 1920 B. M. & V. Co. 





The Red Book Ma B 


the doorway, watching him, stud 
lines of his broad shoulders, He 
to feel her eyes, swung around oil 
Hello, Beth! I beat you for once 
She nodded, smiling. “I stoma 
watch a robin getting breakfast ” she 
fessed, and put her hat in her te 
where it would be protected from { 
smoky dust that filled the air about 
Furnace. While she crossed to hers 
Trav, watching her, said: 
“You look a bit tired, don’t your" | 
“T thought I was looking un 
fresh this morning,” she told him 4 
not tired.” , 
“Sleepy, I mean. I'll bet yoummp 
working at that stuff that botheredims 
terday. Did you?” a 
Beth smiled. “A little while ie 
to bed as soon as I got sleepy.” 95 
He did not say any more; aay 
plunged into the day’s tasks with nom 
ther word, but Beth felt his eyes ams 
now and then, and wished he wu 
watch her so, and began to feel as 
as he said she looked, and wonderedif 
was sorry for her, and_ told herself 
quit wondering, and pretended tobe 
so busy whenever he turned in herd 
tion. q 
In mid-morning Carl Winsor stickh 
head in the door and called tof 
“Hello, folks!” Carl, a year or twoul 
than Trav, had gone into the Jaw, like 
father before him; and he had been eam 
ed prosecuting attorney the year bel 
He and Trav were close and iti 
friends; and Beth liked him. She 
at his greeting and said, “Hello, 
and went on with her work. Tray lo 
over his shoulder as Carl crossed tom 
side, and exclaimed cheerfully: 
“Hello, old head. Come in and 
down a while. Rest your hands and 
What are you doing in these parts?” 
Winsor lighted a cigarette, ‘seated lm 
self on the edge of the bench, swung 
feet. “Talking to a couple of mena® 
casting-shed that know Madden” 
“The chap that—” ‘ 
“Yes, clubbed his wife, in Oneams 
blind drunks. His case comes a 
week.” ; 
“Get what you came after?” 5 
“Oh, these fellows were his 1 
I just wanted to find out 
knew anything. What are you doing ¥ 
that stuff?” Bigs 
“Figuring out a charge. I didn't sem 
you last night.” aa. 
“No; I was tied up.” 
Beth, absorbed in what she wae! 
heard their voices only as a steady, ¢ 
ful drone. It was not unusual 100% 
or some other of Trav’s friends 
in: and Trav did not mind ther’ 
to him while he worked. Beth had learnt 
the trick of concentration, learned (0% 
nore them. 


' 


FTER a time Beth chanced to 
a page of notes which lay @ 

of the tables that stood under 
winéows of the laboratory, 
she crossed to get it, 7 “= throu 
window a man coming towary : 
ing. The man was Curt Shelling, 
a minute Beth’s hand slip 
throat, and she paled @ little. 1 
was herself again before Shelling 3 
the door. He was 2 not MMM 














he Red Book Magazine 


CHANDLER SIX 


Famous For Its Marvelous Motor 
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Leadership Established 
by Superior Service 


HE Chandler is a handsome car of dis- 

tinguished gracefulness in each of its sev- 
erai types of body, but Chandler leadership is 
founded on the excellence of the chassis. 


The Chandler has earned its position of leader- 
ship among sixes by the superiority of service 
to its host of owners. 

A really marvelous motor, a wide range of 
flexible power, masterly endurance, and staunch 
construction throughout, have made the 
Chandler the first choice car. 


Thousands who have sought the certainty of 
service, the desired performance under all con- 
ditions and a genuine satisfaction, have found 
these qualities in the Chandler. 

See the Chandler Coupe Before You Choose Any Other 

Chandler closed car bodies offer a maximum of 
Wiecomfort and protection the year round SIX SPLENDID BODY TYPES 


feng net Coupe, illustrated here. is Seven-Passenger Touring Car, $2095 Four-Passenger Roadster, $2095 


ly roo i : ; 

a0precia and finished ‘Guuuhen Wee will Four-Passenger Dispatch Car, $2175 

ee te the full measure of satisfaction that Seven-Passenger Sedan, $3195 Four-Passenger Coupe, $3095 Limousine, 83.595 
= (All prices f. 0. b. Cleveland, Ohs5) 


There are Chandler dealers in more than a thousand towns and cities 


BE CHANDLER MOTOR CAR COMPANY, CLEVELAND, O. 


Department: 5 Columbus Circle, New York Cable Address: “CHANMOTOR” 


SRO RT EY TOME NTE 
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itor at the laboratory, since his busine 
was the buying of pig iron for stig, 
the Pittsburgh mills, and they kept bi 
on the ground to maintain relations vii 
the three furnaces in town, and with 
others scattered through the district ik 
was a middle-aged man, with an ugly 
Beth had always found him ped 
unattractive. , 
He came in with the excessive joviality 
that his type often affects, took of his 
hat to Beth, clapped Hartley on the shop 
ov a to Winsor. Trav turned from 
. . 1is work and watched the vat 
“Sorry boys — she’s so/d! She’s a good car, but the first | jor him.to , Seeger rn ae | 
fellow along, just had to have her because that Effecto finish | ing seemed in no hurry. He called Bel 
k ps into the conversation by addressing j 
made her look so snappy: question or two to her; he told a storyg 
eR Be Recline , ; an ’ 
You can sell the old how Effecto enamels level which he laughed ane - Winsor, it 
ee. , perched on the table, his feet swi 
bus more quickly and cto themselves, and how puffed his cigarette and eyed He. 
easily if you’ ll just give it AUTO. . smoothly and easily they curiously through the smoke. Bs 
a coat or two of Effecttco FUYAWT.SHE.S§ _ tlow off the brush. cidedly ill at ease, watched his own feet 
Auto Enamel. And you Effecto Auto Finishes nodding now and then in response ty4 
can get at least a hundred dollars more! are sold in Black, Blue, Green, Red, direct word. After a while he asked: 
But then, it will look so good you'll Brown, Yellow, Gray, Cream and “What was it you wanted, Shelling? 
want to keep it! White — nine snappy enamel colors; The man waved his hand careless 


And all this costs so little — two or also clear Finishing Varnish and Top “Nothing. All through business for ti 
Ss costs s be Sent Dreeiinn. day. That’s the way I manage thing 


three dollars for Effecto, a few heurs . , Gives me time to enjoy life. Just bet 
of interesting work and 24 to 48 hours Effecto is not a paint, wax or polish. in to see your father—some price a 
for drying! ‘Then you havea lustrous It is the original, genuine auto enamel. justments. Thought I'd ‘come over a 
new finish on your car that will last Be sure you get Effecto. Sold by say hello.” 
longer than the finish most manufac- paint, hardware and accessory dealers. “Well,” Trav told him, “you've sif 
Send for Color Card and Name of Local Dealer 2.” 
, : . ; : E ¢ Shelling laughed. “Why the grouch? 
Being self-leveling, Effecto is so easy ~ * iy tone st Mpaffalo. N. y . “I’m not grouchy,” Trav replied ‘Th 
to apply, showing no streaks, laps or Canadian Address: —simply busy. My work isn’t so fore 
brush marks. It’s fascinating to see 103 Courtwright St., Bridgeburg, Ontario nately arranged as yours.” His tone wi 
exquisitely polite, and by the same tok 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF PRATT & LAMBERT VARNISHES | jo ws. petentiy. insalting. Shel 
Meee e RCE 








turers put on new Cars. 


flushed a little, laughed at Winsor. 
“TI don’t believe he wants us around 


FROM HOUSE T0 HOUSE ~My | he remarked. eS 
LEAVING BRIGHTNESS AND CLEANLINESS I don’t object to Carl,” said Tram 


“He doesn’t talk much.” 


GO THE WHITING-ADAMS “Meaning that I do?” Shelling looked 
BRUSH ES H| | angry and a little uneasy. 
H “Why, not necessarily,” Trav & 


They are spry and catch the nimble dollars. plained. “But—I am busy. And afi 

Save the Surface, brighten and beautify. all, your business is with my father.” 
*WALL BRUSHES - FILLER BRUSHES - STUCCO BRUSHES: “There are other men I can do bit 
Send for [lustrated Literature ness with besides him,” Shelling replie, 
JOHN LW H ITING -J.J. ADAMS CO., Boston.U.S.A. a faint note of bluster in his voice. 1m 

“5 Nic is caren nears nodded cheerfully. : 
“That’s your privilege, of course,’ & 
os ~ - said. “Perhaps you'd better be about 
The man laughed; he tried to me 
Trav’s eye, changed his mind abouts 


crossed to Beth’s desk. “Youve got! 

; hard boss,: Miss Elder,” he told bet 
“Now, if it was you, you'd not send me 

away.” oe 

Trav started toward him with a gud 


REG. U.S. PAT OFF —— = his haa! 


movement that Winsor checked, 


i: It makes a ditference” L ; 4 on his friend’s shoulder. Beth only 


\@ coolly: 


HAVOLINE % “I’m afraid I should have to, Mt 



































Your Car Deserves It 


c Shelling.” : 
O DO its full duty your car needs the protection of Shelling, little beads of penser 
the best oil, Neither heat nor wear will break oll ; on his forehead, backed away nes 
up the protecting film of Havoline Oil. It makes a makes a difference i He looked toward Trav, gf 4, 
real difference in the smooth-running efficiency and 3) right,” he said, “I'll run along. 
long life of your motor. And it gives more miles to | ce | Wi Sp ? 
the gallon. Don’t just say “oil”—ask for your | ‘ ip , ” coid Cane 
grade of Havoline Oil, and in its sealed containers. Not just now, salc he 
When the man was gone, 4% pak 


INDIAN REFINING COMPANY # his fist on the table, started to on 
ncorporated , i 

vey ‘ looked at Beth and held his- tongue” 

a * smiled at him; and Winsor asked 

An independent company that produces and refines its own petroleum “ : ‘ 

ably: Trav? 


“Don’t you like Shelling, 














Touring Car . $1485 

1850 
Sedan. . . 2450 
F,0. B.South Bend 


SPECIAL-SIX 


TouringCar . $18 

2-Pass. Roadster ~ 

Roadster 1875 

ling replied Saw: 2o5 
voice. Tra F.0.B, Detroit 


BIG-SIX 


Touring Car . 
ton oe” 


SPECIAL-SIX 

ECAUSE Studebaker manufactures 

completely in its own factories its 
bodies, axles, motors, transmissions, 
steering gears, springs, tops, fenders, 
and cuts its own gears and other 
vital parts, middlemen’s profits are 
eliminated. 
With such unequalled manufacturing 
advantages and large quantity pro- 
duction, Studebaker is able to offer 
cats of sterling high quality at prices 
that make them the most exceptional 
values on the market. 


50-H.P. detachable-head motor; 
119-inch wheelbase, giving max- 
imum comfort for five passengers. 

All Studebaker Cars are equipped with Cord 
Tires—another Studebaker precedent. 


Pace 115 
































Pace 116 


Sharpens itself! 


UILT right into the frame of the AutoStrop Razor 

is a remarkable self-stropping device— simple and 
efficient — which quickly renews the fine, keen edge of the 
AutoStrop blade day after day. 


You don’t have to take the razor apart nor even remove the 
blade, for you have in the AutoStrop Razor a safety razor 
and stropping device combined in one. Just slip the strop 





No skill necessary 


No skill in stropping is 
necessary to renew the 
fine, keen edge of the 
AutoStrop Razor blade. 
Just slip the strop through 
the razor head and passthe 
razor back and forth along 
the strop. You don’t have 
to take the razor apart 
nor even remove the blade. 








On razors, strops, blades, etc., 
hereafter manufactured by us 
we shall apply the trademark 
“Valet”’ in addition to the 
trademark “‘AutoStrop”’ as an 
additional indication that they 
are the genuine products of 
the AutoStrop Safety Razor 
Co., New York. 


through the razor head, and 
move the razor back and forth 
along the strop. In 10 seconds 
you have a new, sharp shaving 
edge! 500 cool, comfortable 
shaves are guaranteed from 
each dozen blades! 


Ask your dealer today about 
the AutoStrop Razor trial plan. 


AutoStrop 
Razor 


Quick—Economical 


Autos} rop { 


SA 
RAZOR 
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*““He’s a beast,” said Hartley, 
“Pleasant chap, seems to me. 
think it would be a joy to do am 
with him.” Carl winked at Bethy 
turning back to his work, said jm 
dertone that was more deadly gf 
oath: : 
“I'd like to knock his head off 
“Why? What’s he ever done tay 
“Not a darned thing. Just daw 
his looks. He makes me mad” 
“He isn’t very amiable,” Carl am 
“But it’s a lot easier to laugh at ious 
than to get sore at them,” 
Trav said uneasily: “Some omy 
ing to take a cowhide to him, gp 
these days.” 


CHAPTER V 


N Thursday of that week Tray Ha! 

ley came back from lunch with yg 
that he must go to Chillicothe that aie 
noon. His father was accustomed to sal 
him, now and then, on such missin 
“T’ll go over in the car,” he said, “2 
back tonight sometime. Don’t want # 
go along for a ride, do you?” 

Beth said she thought not. There ws 
work that would keep her busy throw 
the afternoon. Trav knew this was tn 
and declared it was tough luck. 4 
probably have dinner with Joe Bama 
and Elsie,” he said. “You remember 
sie Pater. They were married two @ 
three years ago.” 

“Yes, of course,” Beth told him. 4 
remember her.” At something in 
tone Trav laughed, and said: 

“Oh, I know. Elsie’s an awful litt 
gossip. But she’s a good sort.” 

“Of course,” Beth agreed. again; al 
Trav said a little impatiently: 

“That’s right, get sarcastic. Just! 
same, Elsie’s a good fellow.” 

“Of course she is,” Beth told him, it 
the third time; and he, groaned in mis 
despair and held up his hands in token 
surrender. 

His absence left Beth alone in the bt 
oratory that afternoon. It was ome® 
those pleasantly cool days which sume 
occasionally brings; and Beth enjyt 
the walk home when her work was dt 
Lyn came whirling to meet her in ® 
front hall, wrapped from chin to toe# 
an attractive belted coat of light tan, a 
the girl’s eyes were dancing. Lyn ™ 
always happy when she had new clothe 
and Beth was happy when Ly # 
happy. 

“Tt just came, Beth! It just cam 
Lyn cried. “Isn't it a beauty, Bel 
Isn’t it lovely?” 

Beth mois her sister turn and iW 
before her; she admired the coat till ev 
Lyn was contented. “But its too wil 
to wear in the summer-time, 4% 
said. “Anyway, it would be too, wie 
for me.” 4 

Lyn shivered prettily. “Not ra 
Beth. You know I hate being cdl ; 
sides, I—” She laughed. “I'm go 
wear it tonight, Beth. Going pu 
Curt. He drives so fast I’m alway 
frozen.” a YY 

Beth, her smile fading, said: " 
hadn’t told me.” And Lyn 
grily: 


“Why should I tell you? 
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When an automobile skids on a crowded It is high time that careful, sane motorists i 
ce ae thoroughfare it is more of a danger to other adopt some means to protect themselves and i 
gee vehicles and persons than to itself and its pedestrians and prevent the awful loss of life : 
in token a 
Occupants. and property caused by skidding. 

> in the l 5 
ras one There is nothi ddenin so nerv ee 3 
bey pect ; Ces eerenapians Senge ote The courts should not regard skidding as q 
Nich sum tacking as to have another motorist skid into ; . r 
th enjoyel cling ‘the lives of andl eect an unavoidable accident when Weed Tire 
Kk was he y ae — . Chains, the proven device for preventing it, 7 
her ia and smashing your car, especially when you are so easily available and at so reasonable 
. to ee know it could have been prevented by the use ost Y 
4 ‘an of Weed Tire Chains. — 
new clothes | 
a o Some of the larger cities are greatly agitated See that you do not lay yourself open to iF 

over the skidding menace and committees severe criticism. Always put on your Weed 
ne swt have been formed to draft stringent ordinances Tire Chains when the roads are slippery 
auty, for the protection of pedestrians and roadusers. and uncertain. 
n and tril 


oat till ert 

| se ° . 

i" faxeg American Chain Company, Incorporated 
aoe Bc YY Cok 






BRIDGEPORT \@/ CONNECTICUT 


a | 
ip 
“H5,) 7 e ~4 
| ma In Canada: Dominion Chain Company, Limited, Niagara Falls, Ontario 
Maal | Largest Chain Manufacturers in the World 
The Complete Chain Line — All Types, All Sizes, All Finishes — From Plumbers’ Safety Chain to Ships’ Anchor Chain 


aid: “Ia t . GENERAL SALES OFFICE: Grand Central Terminal, New York City 
j DISTRICT SALES OFFICE: 
Philadelphia Pittsburg Portland, Ore. San Francisco 








Chicago 








MIOOOOCOO00000D0O OOOO COOCOOOCOO CODCOD CODCOD OOO OOO OOO OOO OCOO COO OOOCOB OOO C00000000000000000000000000000000000000000 











Pace 118 


500% 


Salary Increase 


How T. E. Murray became 
secretary and treasurer of the 


Rochester Tank & Boiler Co. 


UR years ago T. E. Murray was 
enjoying moderate success as the pro 
prietor of a retail store in Jamestown, 
N.Y. Though doing well, 

he was not satisfied. He 

saw broader fields beyond; 

he determined to“arrive.” 


Realizing the vital part 
law pleys in business to- 
day, he enrolled for the 

Modern American Law 

Course and Service of 

the Blackstone Institute. 

At home, in his spare 
moments, he learned law. 

The result tells its own story. Today Mr. 
Murray is secretary ‘and treasurer of the 
Rochester Tank & Boiler Co., Rochester, 

Y., and his salary has increased more 
than 500 per cent! 


Law—the guide to success 


The biggest factor in his rapid rise to suc- 
cess, Mr. Murray says, is the knowledge he 
gained from this Course. He says: “Any 
man with the ‘want-to-get-there’ spirit should 
surely enroll for the Modern American Law 
Course and Service.” 

In these times of uncertainty and new 
legislation, big business is looking for men 
who can think clearly and act wisely—men 
who are trained in law. 


Your opportunity 
Through the Modern American Law Course and 


Service, you can now learn law at home, easily, quick- 


7 &. Murray 


in everyday language, the entire Course is under- 
standable, ) and interesting. Only an average 
of a half hour daily is required to complete the Course 
on the prescribed schedule. Easy terms of payment 
are allowed. 

Ex-President Taft and eighty other leading legal 
authorities have co-operated to produce the Course. 
It is endorsed by leading law and commerce schools, 
practicing attorneys and supreme court justices. It 
opens a real opportunity, too, to those who wish to 
enter the political field or practice law. We guarantee 
to coach, without additional charge, all subscribers until 
they have successfully passed their bar examinations, 


FREE BOOK 
“The Law-Trained Man” 


Obtaining this valuable 118-page book was Mr, 
Murray’s first step to success. ake it yours. The 
book will show you how law will help you in your 
business and your work —why you 

should read law, for business success, 

in preference to any other branch 

of business training. mt free. -Mail 

coupon today. Blackstone Institute, 

608 S Dearborn Street. Dept. 1797, 

Chicago. Illinois. 

ase ee Se eS eS eee eS 


Send “The Law-Trained Man,” i18-page book, FREE. 


Name 





Business 
Position 





Business 
Address 





State 
withX Law for Business [_] Admission to Bar 0 


Blackstone Institute 


Organized to meet the demand for law-trained men 
608 S. Dearborn Street, Dept. 1797, Chicago, Ill. 











tell you, you just fuss 
ask permission, I guess.” 

“Of course not, Lyn,” 
She put her hat away. 
anything for supper, Lyn?” 

“Dad’s bringing chops,” Lyn said. “I’m 
sick and tired of Hamburg steak.” 

Beth nodded. “I'll put some potatoes 
on.” She left her sister posturing before 
the mirror and went into the kitchen. 
When Jim Elder came home, half an hour 
later, vegetables were ready; and it was 
a matter of a few minutes to prepare the 
chops. Lyn ate very lightly, barely tast- 
ing the food on her plate, and skipped 
away from the table almost at once, run- 
ning up to her room to dress. 

Beth said, a little huskily: “Lyn’s going 
out with Curt Shelling tonight, Father.” 

Elder picked a chop-bone clean of the 
last crisp shreds of meat, nodded, and 
chuckled. “Lyn leads them all a dance,” 
he agreed. “She’s a gay little thing, Beth. 
House would be pretty sober, sometimes, 
if it wasn’t for Lyn. Don’t know what 


Beth agreed. 


“Did you order | 


I don’t have to | 





I'll do when she gets married and goes | 


away somewhere.” 


Beth heard Lyn coughing faintly, up- | 


stairs; and she said slowly: 
she'll never—marry, Father.” 
were abruptly filled with a warm flood; 
but her father laughed cheerfully and de- 
clared there was no fear of that. 

“Lyn’s the marrying kind,” he said. 


| “She can have any boy in town, Beth. 


Oh, she’ll be leaving us, one of these fine 
days. You'll see, Beth. Make some man 
a mighty cheerful, singing little wife, too, 
Beth. She’s the sort to—” 

He was still talking when Beth rose 
and began to transfer the dishes from 
the table to the pantry slide; but he | 
sought the front porch while Beth went 
to the kitchen to wash them. When she 


“Maybe | 
Her eyes | 


Red Book Mate 
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No bumping the 


bumps 


Garco has prevented may 
men from losing their hea 
when confronted with emerge. 
cies. It’sreliableinaction becauy: 
it’s reliable in construction, Ifs 
as tough, durable and grippiy 
as experienced brake lining 
manufacturers can make it, 

Garco is made of the best matensls 
the markets of the world can provi 

The more responsible dealers sl 
Garco., 


|General Asbestos & Rubber 


NEW YORK 


Charleston, 5S, C, 
CHICAGO 








had finished, and came to the porch, he | 


was gone—uptown to the store, she knew. 


| She went back into the house and called 
ly, at small cost, as 40,000 others are doing. Written | 


Lyn, but her sister did not answer, so 
Beth guessed Shelling had come while 
she was in the kitchen. 
where they had gone, wondered how late 
Lyn would be. 


LITTLE after nine, Beth’s father 

came home and found her sitting on 
the front porch in the’ shadow of the 
vines. Boys were playing “Go sheep, 
go,” under the arc-light on the corner. 
He sat down on the steps and watched 
them for a while, telling her how he had 
played that game in his day. 

Beth, though she seemed to listen, 
hardly heard him at all. While she was 
alone there, a slow oppression had set- 
tled down upon her; she had a sense of 
crisis, a sense that events were brewing 
this night a dreadful cup for her to 
drink. She was always unhappy when 
Lyn was out with Shelling; this was a 
mood she expected. But tonight there 
was something more. She was conscious 
of the mumble of her father’s voice, con- 
scious of his going when he rose and 
stretched himself and yawned and climbed 
the stairs to bed; but she paid him no 
heed. 

After he was gone, Beth sat a little 
longer on the porch. Then the boys gave 
up their game and drifted homeward; and 
she felt a little lonely and went indoors 
and settled herself to read. 


She wondered | 





Refrigerators 
Conserve “Sod perfect 


sT. PAUL MIN ™ 


INSYDE TYRES 


~-genaine inner armor {vr auto tires, Double mileage; 
prevent punctures and blowouts. Easily applied 
without tools. Distributors wanted, Details free, 


American Accessories Company Dept. 228. Cincinaati, 








The Most Economical Form 
of Permanent Construction 


Made in large units, Hollow Tile - 
rapidly and economically. The 

resists fire and decay, preserving 
beauty of your house and saving 
repair expenses. First costs are last ost 
Hollow Tile, with its insulating air oh 
keeps your home dry and healthful 
warm in winter — cool in summet. 
These features unite to bestow upon 
home a comfortable, safe, a 
character at an economical cost. 


ee 


Let our book “Hollow Tile for 
your home-building plans. rus 
THE HOLLOW BUILDING 
ASSOCIATION 
Conway Building, Chicago 
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b*... OF SIGNALLING is a distinct advan- 
tage of the Weatherproof All-Season Top. 













Rubber 


., Its flexible, sliding, silent doors rise smartly at the ( 


lightest touch to any height. They close with 
Similar ease. Ventilation is obtainable without 


tugging or effort. 


In addition, the entire sides may be quickly 
removed by sections, depending on the degree of 


protection desired. 


Skillfully built, of light yet strong construction, 


snugly fitting, and free from irritating noises, the 








Weatherproof All-Season Top makes low priced Closed for partial protection. 
Flexible, sliding doors, remov- 
closed car convenience possible for Ford touring Bi eR i i 


car and roadster owners. Write for literature and 


dealer’s name. Immediate delivery. 
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The Ideal Drink 
for the Children 


PURE AND WHOLESOME 


It has a delicious flavor and an attractive 
aroma of which no one tires, because it is the 
natural flavor and aroma of high-grade cocoa 
beans prepared by a mechanical process. No 
chemicals used. 


Booklet of Choice Recipes sent free 


WALTER BAKER & CO. Ltd. 


Established 1780 
DORCHESTER, MASSACHUSETTS 
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Sometime after ten o'clock gh 


| conscious of a muttering of thunde j 
| the distance, and came out and ay 
| night skies to the west flicker 


far lightning. She guessed the stoms 
over near Chillicothe, and remembs 
that Trav Hartley was there: hers 
softened a little as she thought of Ts 
She stood at the end of the porch jy 
while, listening to the distant sm 
then went indoors to read again. 
She was still sitting quietly, a book 
her lap, some two hours later, we 
Shelling’s car. stopped before the hus 
Beth did not leave her chair at the soni 
but she heard Lyn come running to 
the steps almost as soon as thg 
stopped, and knew there had beep 
long farewells this night. Lyn j# 
open the screen on the front doora 
came into the hall, and appeared fg 
instant in the doorway of the sith 
room. Beth saw that her sister had be 
crying; then Lyn was gone, the newa 
billowing behind her as she darted 
the stairs. When Beth rose to fol 
she heard a low burst of sobs, broken} 
a fit of coughing, from the room abor 


HERE was a curious beauty aba 
Beth as she put out the light 


| started to go to Lyn. Her face was cal 
| her eyes were gentle and kind. Buk 
| heart was sick with fear. She fu 


Lyn flinging off her clothing recklewi 
jerking at her hair, tears running & 
her cheeks. Beth went in, took hes 
ter’s hands,.held them for a mini 
“Let me fix your hair, dear,” she said 

Lyn cried: “No, no, don’t touch m 
Don’t touch me, Beth.” 

But Beth gently insisted; and #% 
ways, Lyn yielded to the stronger 
She sat down while Beth brushed ™ 
hair and braided it, watching Beths ia 


| in the mirror, saying nothing. Bethaw 
| no questions; there was no condemmall 
| in her eyes. So, when Lyn was ready! 


bed, the younger girl cried desperatdly 
“Oh, Beth, I’m in the most awful ms 
The damnedest mess, Beth! 


Beth put her arm around her ssiei 


shoulder. “Well, that’s all right, yum 
Everybody gets into a mess now andi 
It will look differently in the mom 
“The morning?” Lyn laughed har 
“Elsie Pater wont wait till morning i 
bet she’s telephoning right now, @* 
Wells, or Annie Norton, or some” 
Getting them out of bed, just to td 
them.” She began to cry agaill. 
Beth led her toward the bed, made be 
lie down, covered her over. “Go tos 
Lyn,” she said. “Go to sleep. 
always look worse at night.” , 
“T tell you, this is awful, Bell ® 
couldn’t look any worse! And it @ 
look any better.” 
Beth ‘hesitated, asked gently: “Dow 
want to tell me, Lyn?” aa 
“I’ve got to tell somebody, Ins 
sullenly. Beth stroked her sisters 
head, and sat down on the edge ot? 
bed, and waited. Lyn did nots i 
a little while, so that Beth asked at 


“Where did you see Elsie?” 

“Tn Chillicothe,” Lyn told her #8 

“Oh! Over there? They ra 
derstorm over there, didn’t th 

Lyn nodded. “Yes. That Oe 
the trouble.” She sat up i 
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‘jp Beth, broken and frightened. 
‘te whole 
h 






Coat - 
beer be enough, in itself; if 


“Beth, 
town will be talking about me 
I can’t stand it, Beth!” 
d her close, saying nothing; 
ut the older girl’s eyes were weary. 





“Tt’s not fair, Beth. It’s 
” 
“What was it, Lynnie?” Beth asked 
. “You'd better tell me.” 
“Why, we went over there to supper,” 
said, in a rush of confession, “to 
dance, you know—at the new inn there. 
They've a wonderful orchestra. And just 
when we were starting to leave, it began 
omin. I got a little wet; so we went 
jack in, and Curt sent me up to a room 
fo get dry. He takes such- good care of 
” 


wpeth smiled a little, wistfully. 
“Well, it was after ten o’clock when I 


it wasn’t really anything, either,” | 


darted to come downstairs,” Lyn told her. | 
“And Curt helped me into my coat. He | 


said there were some people from here in 
where they were dancing, and so we came 
out the side door, where they wouldn't 
seus. His car was there. And just. as 
we came out, Beth, they came along— 
saw me and Curt, coming out of the 
ladies’ Entrance, Beth. Oh, it was 
n 


“Who came along?” Beth asked gently. 
“Trav Hartley and Joe Barnard and 
Bie. And they saw us. I whipped my 
telat up in front of my face, Beth. But 
T know Elsie knew me. She'll know my 





coat, anyway. And she'll tell everyone. 
Beth, I just can’t live in this town any 
more. I wont, Beth! I’m going away. 
itold Curt so; and he said he’d take me. 
He said he’d fix it all right. He—” 
Beth, hugging her sister in her arms, 
soothed her to silence. She asked a ques- 
tii or two. Lyn said the new coat had 
been around her, that she had hidden her | 
face in its folds. And her hat covered 
Mer tair. As she answered Beth’s ques- 
tions, she was sobbing, exclaiming, trem- 
bling. But under the compelling mag- | 
teism of the older girl’s stroking fingers, 
she quieted at last, drifted off to sleep. 


We 


the covers over her; and she stood 





Lyn was asleep, Beth drew 


Yomger girl. She knew Lyn, knew that 
tnder the child’s recklessness was a foun- | 
of pride, knew that this pride was 
Strongest safeguard. Thus far 

: no gossip about Curt Shell- 
Mand Lyn, But now! Beth knew EI- 
iit Pater, Elsie Barnard—knew her ma- 
prattling tongue, knew that | 
tale would lose nothing in the telling. | 
yn were ever touched by such an | 
of whispers, she would be | 


ze 


capable of any madness. 

Was wearied and sorrowful; but | 
a. Lyn was asleep, she knew 
Reve ara to do. It was so fortu- 

the coat was new, that Lyn 


the two were alike in stature. The 
fit her as well as Lyn. 






let “ig a careless word. 
oe up the garment, where Lyn 
@st it upon a chair; and with the 
; her arm, she turned out the gas 


a ite to her own room. 
(To be continued) 





ft @ little while looking down at the | Mr. 





ted Worn it before—so fortunate | [BR 
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DORIS KENYON, in “The Girl in the 
Limousine” says— 


“ There is such a dash and thoroughbred 


air about 


Cray’s Adventures begin | 
in our November issue. 
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Husband or Lover 


Which Would She Save? 


Brothers they were—yet now, in the 
bitter silence of that bleak midnight, their 
swords clashed in a blind, cold hatred. 


One was her husband—the other she 
loved. Which would she save? 


Magnificent beyond all words is this tale 
—gripping, yet lofty—for through its pages 
stalks the figure of an inescapable destiny. 

Fighting—scheming—plotting—mystery— 
love—adventure—all these are in the tale— 
and genius is in the telling—the exquisite 


genius of 
Robert Louis 


STEVENSON 


25 Volumes 


Adventure, Humor, Mystery, Historical 
Romance, Essays, Poems. Also Steven- 
son’s Letters. SO Illustrations. 


He makes it so real that we forget every- 
thing about us in the joy of it. He is the 
man whose soul wouldn’t grow up for the 
tiresome things of this old world. It stayed 
always young, having the most splendid 

adventures. He takes us with 
him in his stories; he makes us, 
téo, forget that we have grown up! 


But it was America who first 

) discovered him— America who 
proclaimed him! That was 
because his spirit was the kind to 
thrill every true American— 
because he has put that spirit into 
his books, because they fascinate 
the gentlest woman and the bravest 
man alike and to-day Americans 
love him best of all. They read him 
more than they ever did before. 


AT LAST 


THISTLE STEVENSON 
for Little More than Half Price 


For years the lovers of beautiful books 
have looked with longing eyes at the famous 


Thistle Edition. 


But the Thistle Edition was so costly to 

A launch that the price was beyond the reach 

of most people. You can have the Thistle 

ba Edition at less than half price. The great 

7 outlay for plates has largely been worked 

off, and the Stevenson heirs have generously 
reduced the royalties, 


Never Again at This Price 

The paper for these books was bought 
when prices were lower than they are ever 
likely to be again. 

This price is made for the present edition, 
and we cannot agree to continue it. The 
price of binding alone makes it impossible 
—to say nothing of the high price of paper. 
Send the coupon now. Don’t wait and pay 
more. Act now and save money. 


SEND THE COUPON TO-DAY 





Galesesen Sons, 597 Fifth Ave., New York 


lete set of ROBERT LOUIS 
STEVENSON 's ‘Thiethe tte Ballon in 3 x 25 Volumes, bound in attractive 
pL aot. was gilt books are fot satifactory, I will 
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withi 45 ‘aon Ay expense. Otherwise I will send 
$3 at once and $30 month for Tmonths. For cash deduct 
toe per cent from remittance 
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GREEN GLASS 


(Continued from page 41) 





He studied her carefully—the spare fig- 
ure, the sandy hair drawn plainly back 
from her forehead, the manner in which 
she averted her face from him and held 
her pale bleak eyes cast down. She was 
evidently exerting all her powers of re- 
pression, and this only betrayed her ex- 
treme agitation. 

He had seen this woman _ before,— 
never at Fenwashe’s; of that he was 
certain——but where or under what cir- 
cumstances he could not for the moment 
remember. 

“Hannah,” he said abruptly, “were 
you aware that the pendant Mr. Fen- 
washe gave his wife this evening has 
been stolen and an imitation substituted 
in its place?” 

If she was acting, it was extremely 
well done. The news appeared to affect 
her like an electric shock. 

“No! Not really, sir!” She recovered 
herself in a measure. “Stolen?” she re- 
peated. “It doesn’t seem possible. She 
was wearing it. I fastened it myself 
around her neck.” 

He noticed that even in this moment 
of surprise and seeming consternation she 
still kept her face turned from him. 

“When did it happen, sir?” she asked 
in a voice that she struggled to make 
more composed and natural. 

“It probably happened before she went 
down to dinner.” He spoke with stern 
ee emphasizing the word “be- 
ore. 


SHE fell back limply in her chair, her 


sallow skin turning a sickly white. He 
thought that she was going to faint, but by 
a desperate effort she managed somewhat 
to rally. In that moment of self-forgetful- 
ness, though, she turned her face toward 
him, and Achison then remembered—a 
gleam of recognition showing in his eyes 
—just how and where it was that he had 
seen her before. 

“But that couldn’t be!” the woman 
was insisting wildly. “The pendant was 
on her dressing-table when I went in just 
after Mr. Fenwashe came out. She 
showed it to me, and I fastened the clasp, 
with her sitting before the mirror watch- 
ing me.” 

“You forget that while the jewel was 
on the dressing table Mrs. Fenwashe left 
the room—only for a moment, but long 
enough for the exchange to have been 
made.” 

“Oh!” She put her hand against her 
open mouth. “Oh, you’re trying to fasten 
it on me!” She rocked back and forth, 
beating her hands on her knees. “I 
wouldn’t touch it. It’d be too dangerous. 
She knows I’m honest. I’ve taken her 
jewels to the bank time and time again, 
and I’ve had charge of them traveling. 
Oh, don’t let them put anything like that 
on me. It would ruin me for life.” 

“Then if you know anything about 
this, you’d better tell it at once—Ella 
Stairs! You see, there’s no possibility of 
getting away with it.” He was hammer- 
ing at her in the tone that had frightened 
many a crook into a confession. 

“Yes,"—as she stared at him with 


scared, trapped eyes—“I reme 
perfectly, and you'll have mi 
chance before a jury if I 

years ago when I was district 

a Middle Western town I conm 
on the charge of stealing a dig 
your employer, and that yous 
up for a term of three years. 

“I swear on the Bible, Mga 
that I never took this pendant! 
solemnly. “But what’s the ¥ 
huddled down in utter dejectig 
body’ll believe me.” She cop 
face with her hands and broke 
terical weeping. 

“Now, now!” Achison spoke: 
not unkindly. “You are not 
You’re under suspicion, thou gh, 
best way you can clear yoursel 
are really innocent, is to help i 
the real criminal.” 

“T'll do anything, anything™ 
fervently. “I wont leave ag 
turned. You don’t want to hol 
tharge against me, Mr. Achigg 
gone straight ever since, excg 
She broke off sharply, looking 
wished. she had bitten her tong 
fore she spoke. 

“Except for—what?” His stg 
manding gaze coérced her, “B 
a clean breast of it, if you Wi 
help you.” 

She twisted 
writhed. a 

“Well, except for those ring 
and I wasn’t alone in that 
they mean to Mrs. Fenwashey 
She’s got plenty of better one 
of them. And I’ve got to log 
my old age. I’m getting @ 
ladies don’t want my kind ate 
like young, pert faces.” 4 

“Who was in that job with 
interrupted her excuses. 

She shut her lips firmly, am 
almost fanatical look in her eyesam 
lenly shook her head. e3 

He shifted his ground. “Telli 
Is there a love affair between Si 
washe and young Ramsey?” 

“What makes you think 
parried. 

“I saw them together on thet 
they went down to dinner 
they did not see me. 
rather interested in each other 

Hannah smiled scornfully.¥§ 
on his side, I tell you; hes @ 
her. Oh, she likes him, too; 
as far as it goes. That is aS aa 
goes with her. She’s vain, 
admiration, but she never loses 
She likes her fine clothes 
berth too well to run any @ 
then she’s fond of Mr. Fenwat 
her own way. Not much a 
but she’s pleasant and easy @ 
with.” 3 
“Has there been any Com 
between Ramsey and herself?" 

“Yes, from him—lover letters 
if she ever answered them.” 

Achison tapped thoughtfully #° 
arm of his chair. 

“Get them,” he said brie 
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eA tender, added Grace 


“Dans mon fameux 
atelier a Paris je la fais 
pour vous, oui—-cette 
pure et fine poudre de 
riz Djer-Kiss—si bien 
aimée de vous parce 
que si francaise.” 
—Kerkoff, Paris 
Translation :—In my 
famous atelier in Paris 
I make it for you, yes 
—this fine, pure Djer- 
Kiss Face Powder— 
so liked by you be- 


cause so French! 


In Djer-Kiss Face Powder—a purity, a softness, 
a raffinement which you will find only in the 
finest French Face Powders! 


—delightful is that distinctive fragrance, a 
tender added grace of beauty which you will 
find in no other face powder—but only in Djer- 
Kiss itself! 


And in Djer-Kiss Rouge—with its natural, color- 
ful charm of the rose—you will discover this 
same purity and odeur si délicat. 


Combined in use—wisely, naturally —Djer- 
Kiss Face Powder, Djer-Kiss Rouge, bring the 
final distinguishing touch to the toilette of 
Madame, of Mademoiselle. Do try them both! 


These three specialites— ROUGE, LIPSTICK, CREAM—are 
blended in America with pure Djer-Kiss Concentre imported from France. 


EXTRACT 
SACHET 


FACE POWDER VEGETALE 
TOILET WATER TALC 
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Made in France 


In return for fifteen cents the Alfred H. Smith Company, 

50 West 34th Street, New York City, will be happy to 

- send vou samples of Djer-Kiss Extract, Face Powder and 
oe Sac het. 
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em to me. Now, listen; where is your 
” 


a across the hall from Mrs. Fen- 
7 

“ood! After you leave her tonight, 
iT want you to undress as usual, turn your 
4 down, and so on, and then put on 
our dressing-gown and seat yourself be- 
ride the door. Let it seem to be closed, 
wut leave it sufficiently ajar so that you 
an see into the hall. Then for the rest 
of the might you are to keep watch on 
{rs, Fenwashe’s door.” OTT is 
Hannah gave a clicking sound indicative 
f amazement, but was too cowed to 
make any comment. eet 
“Can you keep from nodding?” he 


oa danger of my nodding tonight. I 
wuldn’t be able to close my eyes, even 
ii I went to bed.” 

“Very well, then. If Mrs. Fenwashe 
comes out of her room, you are to fol- 
low her without being seen, and find out 
where she goes. If she talks to anyone, 
try and overhear what is said. If any- 
one comes to her door, you are to make 
sure who it is, and also try to overhear 
anything they may say.” 

“Yes sir, Nothing snall escape me.” 

“See that nothing does—for your own 
sake. Now you may go. Send the butler 
in, please.” 


UT-neither from the butler nor from 

any of the other servants did Achison 
dicit any fresh information to shed light 
om the situation. By the time he had 
finished the somewhat monotonous task 
of interviewing them, Fenwashe returned 
and began eagerly plying him with ques- 
tions. But the lawyer’s replies were large- 
ly non-committal. 

He explained that he had really gleaned 
nothing in the way of direct evidence, 
but had obtained some corroboration for 
certain surmises of his own which he 
wanted to turn over in his own mind be- 
fore confiding them to anyone. And with 
that, he bade his host good night and went 
up to his own room. 

The next morning none of the women 
vere down to breakfast. Of the men 
Ramsey was one of the first to appear. 
Ih view of the fact that by some sort 
of subtle telepathy he had become a sub- 
ect for speculation with everyone pres- 
ett, the situation was a rather difficult 
me; and neither Fenwashe, Ayres or 
Ward was very successful in concealing 
that they felt it so. Achison, however, 
met it with his customary aplomb. 

At the conclusion of the somewhat si- 
«at meal Fenwashe spoke up awkwardly, 
wey a deeper brick-dust color than 


h The detectives are due about eleven,” 
" nr $0 it might be well for you all 
could around. Never thought anything 
tioned, me to having my guests ques- 
i” ut you fellows have insisted on 


We surely do,” Rupert Ayres shot a 
toward Ramsey as he spoke. 

Saw it, he ignored it; but 

iin all Moved toward the door, he 
The Voice for the first time. 

a, Mr f something else you ought to 

‘, seuWashe, if you'll allow me to 

it; and that is to examine the 

Ore it goes out,” 


The others stared at him in almost 
open-mouthed astonishment; they hadn’t 
expected anything of the kind from him. 
Fenwashe seemed even more taken aback 
than the rest. ° 

“Hadn’t thought of that.” He glanced 
uncertainly toward a pile of letters on 
the hall table. 

“Ramsey probably doesn’t mean that 
you are to open them and acquaint your- 
self with the contents,’ Achison put in. 
“It will be well enough if you run your 
fingers over them and make sure that 
none of them contains a suspicious en- 
closure.” 

“I see,” said Fenwashe with an expres- 
sion of relief. ‘Well, I suppose there’s 
no precaution we ought to overlook.” 

He approached the table, picked up the 
letters one by one, and rather shamefaced 
at the proceeding, pressed them with his 
fingers. Most of them were addressed in 
feminine handwriting, but there were sev- 
eral written by the men. 

“That's mine,’ volunteered Tracy 
Ward. It’s to my dentist asking him to 
switch my appointment.” 

“Feel it carefully, Fenwashe,” joked 
Ayres. “That next one’s mine.” 

“No question about that being mine,” 
Achison remarked smilingly, as Fenwashe 
took up a stout manilla envelope, the big, 
red seal stamped with a scarab. “Papers 
in the Castleman case.” 

“Classy!” commented Ayres, taking it 
from Fenwashe and looking at it, while 
Ramsey gazed over his shoulder. “In 
another incarnation, Achison, you were 
probably the herder of the sacred cats 
in some old Egyptian temple.” 

“T shouldn’t wonder.’ Achison had 
picked up the Persian which was always 
purring at his heels, and was scratching 
it under the chin, to its manifest enjoy- 
ment. 

Meanwhile Fenwashe, having examined 
the entire pile of letters, thrust them into 
the leather pouch which was used for 
conveying mail to and from the post 
office. 

“A clean bill of health,” he announced. 
“It’s certain that the emerald isn’t in any 
of them.” 

“Tl tell you, though, Bailey,” broke 
in Tracy Ward with the air of one who 
has just evolved an important idea, “the 
skipper of your launch is probably all 
right, but I'd give no one any chance to 
slip a package into that mail-bag. If I 
were you, I’d carry it to the post office 
myself.” 

“He’s right, Bailey. 
urged Ayres. 

“It means an hour’s wait over on the 
other side,” grumbled Fenwashe. “These 
letters ought to go right away if they’re 
to catch the morning mail, and then I'll 
have to stay there until those pesky de- 
tectives show up.” 

“T’ll go along and keep you company,” 
offered Ayres. 

“And I,” put in Ramsey. 
some shopping to do.” 

There was almost an audible gasp at 
this. Whether he knew it or not, Ram- 
sey had exploded a small bomb. It looked 
for a moment as if Fenwashe would flatly 
refuse the request; but the atmosphere 
cleared, as Ramsey added, turning to 
Ayres: 

“T hope, if it’s not too much trouble, 


I would do that,” 


“T have 
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He made 
the world 


blush for 
shame 


He was feared and 
worshipped, hated and 
loved. Alone he defied 
the world. He died as 
he had lived---in trag- 
edy. But he left a her- 
itage of literature that 
will live forever. No 
one can afford to miss 
the lesson it teaches. 


Brann, the Iconoclast 


Brann’s life was a fiery crusade for Truth. 
With the fury of an avenging angel he 
hurled himself upon every fake and fraud 
in Christendom. With a boldness that out- 
raged convention, struck terror to the hearts 
of the timid, blasted the lives of the guilty; 
he laid bare the shame of the great and 
mighty, the rich, the titled, the powerful. 


Wherever he discovered sham or hypocrisy, cor- 
ruption or oppression, there he unlooséd the thun- 
derbolts of his fury. nd because no power on 
earth was strong enough to stem the outpourings of 
his flaming spirit, his enemies, maddened by his 
merciless exposures, silenced him at last with an 
assassin’s bullet. But the Truth he wrote in letters 
of flame is immortal and cannot die. 


They Could Not Silence Him 


For now, in twelve handsome volumes, the fiery 
genius of Brann the Iconoclast lives again. Never 
before have his complete writings been published 
—never before has the opportunity been offered to 
know the full compass of his amazing wizardry of 
words — to feel the spell of his irresistible power 
of language. 


Elbert Hubbard said ofhim: 


**He saw through the hollow mock- 
eries of society and religion. He 
was an Iconoclast—an Image 
Breaker. He unloosed his tongue 
and pen in denunciation of all and 
everything that appeared to stand 
between the sunlight and hisideals. 
He was the Wizard of Words — 
the Master of our Language. He 
took the English language by the 
tail and snapped its head off for 
his own delectation and the joy of 
the onlooker.’’ 


Send No Money 


You may have the entire set of 
12 handsome volumes of Brann — 
3800 pages — for free examination 
in yourown home. Read the vol- 
umes for five days—then return 
them if you are not more pleased 
than you expected to be. VE you 
decide to keep them, as you surely 
will, send only $2, then $5 a month 
for a few months. This free exam- 
ination offer was first made to a 
few people who had read some of 
Brann’s writings. And they said, 
*“We do not need any free exam- 
ination— we KNOW we want 
EVERYTHING Brann wrote.*’ 
But whether or not you are familiar 
with Brann’'s writings, this free 
examination offer is open to any- 
one who is responsible. If you 
are interested in reading the works 
of the most unique character in 
American literature, mail the cou- 
pon NOW. Send no money — 
examine the set free—pay on easy 
terms if pleased. Write NOW. 


The Brann Publishers, Inc. 

Dept. 3810 
130 E. 25th St., New York City > 
THE BRANN PUBLISHER: 


ERS, Inc., 
130 East 25th St., Dept. 3810, New York City. 


Gentlemen: Send me the 12 volumes of Brann (complete) pre- 
paid. I will either return the books in 5 days after I receive 
them or will send you payments as checked in the square below, 


( ) $2 after 5 days, $5 month. Total $27 
( ] $7 after 6 days, $10 month. Total $27 
Note: 5 per cent if cash in full is sent after 5 days’ free examination. 
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CA Legacy of Happy Hours 
for Those You Love 


A Prudential 


Monthly Income 
Policy 


Will make their tomorrows as care- 
free as their today. 

A Prudential Check can be put in 
the hands of your loved ones on the 
first of every month—a token of 





love eternal. 
Thousands know this day as 


PRUDENTIAL DAY 
THE NATIONAL PAY DAY 


Insure in 
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INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


Incorporated Under the Laws of the State of New Jersey 


Forrest F. DRYDEN 
President 
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you'll stick around with me on my er- 
rands. I don’t know just where to look 
for the things I want.” 

“Glad to,” assented Ayres with unac- 
customed heartiness; and with Fenwashe 
jealously clutching the mail-bag, the 
three accordingly set out. 


At the dock they found old Hiram, | 


the skipper, folding up and putting 
away the tarpaulin covering of the launch, 
and as he assured them that he was ready 
to start at once, they all clambered aboard 
and took their seats, Ayres and Fenwashe 
a little forward, Ramsey close. beside the 
engine. 

Unnoticed by them, and apparently ab- 
sorbed in watching the maneuvers of a 
speed-boat which Ayres had pointed out, 
the young man reached down and with 
one hand gave a surreptitious twist to 
the screw regulating the flow of gas to 
the carburetor. It would not put the 
engine definitely out of commission, he 
knew, but he banked on it as something 
that would keep old Hiram guessing for 
an hour or more before he discovered 
where the trouble lay. And Ramsey’s 
object was to keep the launch from meet- 
qc the mail-train. 

Nor was he disappointed. A moment 
later Hiram cast off, and leaping aboard, 
proceeded to start her up. But although 
she responded gallantly for a revolution 
or two, the diminished flow of gas caused 
her speedily to die. Hiram fussed and ex- 
plored among his valves and pistons, but 
never suspecting where the real trouble 
lay, of course was powerless. 

Fenwashe and Ayres joined him, pro- 
lific with suggestions and advice. Even 
Ramsey deceitfully offered counsel. But 
still the engine steadily balked, and the 
minutes sped away. At last as by an in- 
spiration Ramsey discovered what was 
wrong; but it was then too late to catch 
the mail. 

“No use going over now until the detec- 
tives are due,” said Fenwashe, “unless 
you fellows are keen for it.” 

But Ayres and Ramsey both protested 
against putting.him to any inconvenience; 
and so, with Fenwashe still carrying the 
mail-bag, they all returned to the house. 

When they reached there, they found 


Achison still seated in the hall and talking | 


to Mrs. Fenwashe and Eileen Ayres, who 
by this time had come downstairs. 
glanced up startled at the three men. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” cried Mrs. 
Fenwashe nervously. “I thought you had 
gone with the launch.” 

She looked wan and haggard in the 
bright morning light; there were dark 
shadows under her eyes, and her delicate 
features were pinched. 

“Engine-trouble,” explained her hus- 
band shortly. “Before we got it fixed, it 
was too late to make the mail.” 

“Tt’s an ill wind that blows nobody 
good,” said Achison lightly. “I see you’ve 
brought the letters back with you,° and 
that gives me an opportunity to add 
some rather important notes to those pa- 
pers I was sending down.” He stepped 
over to where Fenwashe stood with the 
mail-bag. “If you'll give them to me, 
Bailey, I'll take them to my room, put 
in the additions I want and have them 
ready for you by the time you are start- | 
ing again. 
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“One of These Is Guilty” 


“I see gold—masses of it — shining 
—glittering. There are two who are 
fighting for it—a man and a woman. 
One of them is a thief. There is only 
one other who knows the truth, and 
she is long since dead. If I can talk 
with her spirit——’”’ 


gripping horror of it all makes a story 
it is impossible to put down until the 
breathless end. Read it. It’s in this set by 


RICHARD D AVI S 


HARDING 


(First Uniform Edition) 


Whether it be the blinding heat of an 
African desert—a lonesome island in the 
Pacific— or the deep mystery of a London 
fog — Davis always had a breathless story 
to tell. He knew that Romance was not dead. No man 
ever knew so many different kinds of people. No man 
ever visited so many strange lands or saw so many wars 
in so many different places. He was at the Boer War — 

he was in Cuba—he saw the Russo- 
Japanese War — he was in Mexico— he 
was in the Great War. More than ever 
before Americans love him. 

Theodore Roosevelt said: “ His 
heart flamed against cruelty and injustice. 
His writings form a text-book of American- 
ism which all our people would do well to 
read at the present time.” 


FREE rarxincton 


4 Volumes 


Our foremost living American novelist 
today is Booth Tarkington. Every 
American sees himself as a boy in 

“Penrod.” The world cannot grow tired of 
his entrancing story’ Monsieur Beaucaire.’ 

Tarkington hears the very heart-beats 
of the American people. He is simple, 
direct, startlingly real. His humor is the 
humor of the burlesque, but of that finer, 
bigger kind—with a deep, underlying 
purpose. 


Booth Tarkington knows how to write 
about love. Nowhere else can you find 
romance so delightful—so enthralling. 
Because of his closeness to real American 
life, Columbia University’s $1,000 prize 
for the best novel of 1918 went to Booth 

Tarkington for “The 
Magnificent Ambersons."’ 


Never Again 
at This Price 


This is a remarkable offer 
and it cannot last long. No 
American home can afford 
to be without Richard 
Harding Davis and Booth 
Tarkington. Signand mail 
the coupon at once, and you 
will get one at low price 
— the other 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS 


CHAS. SCRIBNER’S SONS, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Send me, all charges prepaid, complete set of Richard Harding 
Davis, in 12 volumes. Also send absolutely FREE the set of Booth 
Tarkington, in 4 volumes. If these books are not satisfactory I will 
return both sets within 10 days, at your expense. Otherwise I will 
send you $1.00 at once and §2.00 a month for 13 months. For cash 
deduct 10%. 
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“Thanks.” 
Fenwashe drew it out for him, excused 
himself to the women, and tucking the 
cat under his arm, went upstairs. 


HREE minutes later Ramsey knocked 

at Achison’s door. There was no 
answer, and he knocked again. Then 
footsteps crossed the floor, the bolt was 
drawn and Achison appeared. 

“Ah, you, Ramsey?” An expression of 
surprise, not altogether pleasant, crossed 
his face as he saw his visitor. He held 
a thick digest in one hand, his finger 
thrust in it to mark the place. “What is 


it? Those excitable women trying to} 


calm their nerves by sitting down to a 
game of bridge? No use calling on me 
this morning. I’ve got a dozen or more 
references: to look up.” 

Ramsey was gifted with a most en- 
gaging and persuasive smile. He used it 
now. 

“T know I’m intruding,” he said, “but 
I’ve got to get my interview with you off 
this evening or it wont catch the boat, 
and there are one or two points that I’m 
not exactly clear about. I wont keep you 
five minutes, and then I can put in the 
rest of my day getting my stuff in shape 
—that is,’ he added, his mouth twisting 
wryly, “unless these detectives nab me, 


as everyone in the house seems to hope | 


they will.” 


Achison opened the door a little wider. | 
“Tl 


“Come in,” he said unwillingly. 
give you five minutes sharp, no more. 
Sit down.” 


The room was large and cheerful, with a | 
big table drawn up before a long French | 
window opening on the porch. Although | 
Achison was spending but a few days at | 
Isle of Rest, he had succeeded in investing | 
the luxurious guest-chamber with his own | 


atmosphere. The air was heavy with the 
fragrance of fresh roses; they were placed 
in vases about the room, and a bunch of 
them bloomed in a rare old bowl of Japa- 
nese powder-blue on the table which Ach- 
ison was using as a desk, with his own 
desk-fittings of bronze in Egyptian de- 
sign spread out upon it. The cat was 
curled up asleep beside a tray of loose 
scarabs. Over one or two of the chairs 
was thrown a length of rich brocade, and 
a water-color recently purchased by him 
rested on the mantelpiece. 

The lawyer seated himself at his tem- 
porary desk, and looked across it at Ram- 
sey, who sat facing him. 

“Now,” he said, drawing out his watch 
and laying it in front of him, “fire away.” 

“It’s this way,” began Ramsey. “In 
spite of all this excitement in the house, 
I've been thinking a good deal over this 
interview with you. You’ve given me 
such corking material. Wonderfully in- 
teresting career, yours—just the sort to 
fire the imagination of the reader. Boy 
born in humble circumstances, practically 
a waif, and yet before middle life becom- 
ing one of the most eloquent and convinc- 
ing pleaders at the bar. Of course I’ve 
touched principally on the high lights, 
and the contrasts afforded by the different 
stages of your evolution. Your feeling, 
for instance, that you had reached the 
height of your ambition, when as a boy 
you became one of the Quartette of Jug- 
gling Quinbys, doing big time on the 
vaudeville circuit, and yet always seeing 





He took the envelope as | 
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“And, oh, she dances such-a-way” 


You'll never need to leave your favorite partner 
in the middle of a dance. With the Columbia 
Grafonola you can dance to the last lingering note 
and step. ' The Non Set Automatic Stop takes care 
ofthat. This exclusive Columbia feature is at its 
best for dancing. Nothing to move or set or 

measure. Just start the Grafonola and it 
plays and stops itself. 


The leading stars of the stage make 
records exclusively for Columbia. 


4 
LG? COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE Co. 


a? 4 New York 
x 
RF Pe Canadian Factory: Toronto 
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Standard Models up to $300 


igns up to $2100 
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Growing up with 
OLGATES 


OLGATE 


(BBON DENTAL CREAM 


[ 


$1005. in Prizes 


T least one of the stores in your neighborhood will havea special 
window display of Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream. These 

windows will be ready to photograph beginning October Ist. 
Anyone not over seventeen years of age may try for generous 
money prizes, which will be given for the best photographs of a 
Colgate display. 
Look for a store window with the Colgate pictures and packages 
init. The dealer will gladly allow you to take a picture of his window. 
Look on the back covers of some of the October magazines where 
you will find all the rules of the contest. Or write to Colgate 
& Co., Dept. D, 199 Fulton Street, New York, for particulars. 
Ask an older friend who takes pictures or the man from whom 
you buy films to advise you how to photograph windows. Taking 
pictures through plate glass is a tricky operation and one that you 
may never have tried before. 
And let parents remember, too, that by encouraging the boys 
and girls to enter this unique contest, there is not only added zest 
to. Kodak-ing, but a fresh interest in the importance of brushing the 
teeth regularly, night and morning. The delicious flavor of Ribbon 
Dental Cream is an important help in forming that habit for health. 





115 CASH PRIZES 


Enter your photographs in the contest, for which 
prizes will be awarded as follows: 
For the best photograph . - $100 
For the 3 next best . ‘ $ 50 each 
For the 10 next best. . a $ 25 each 
For the 101 next best $ 5 each 
Total $1005.00 


Prizes will be awarded before January Ist, and win- 
ners will be announced in an early 1921 issue of 
various magazines. In case of a tie, each will receive 
the full value of the prize tied for. 











Colgate’s—the safe dentifrice—is endorsed by more dentists than any other dentifrice 
199 Fulton Street, New York 
i MRC = «=i TT CNL TTR 


Dept. D 
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something beyond it. Then T'ye play 
up two or three of your most spectacy 
courtroom stunts, as when in you & 
fense of a murder-case you picked 

half-empty vial of poison which had be 
brought into court by the Prosecution x 
Exhibit A., and in the face of judge ay 
jury drank it off.” ata 


CHISON had been leaning easily fy. 
ward in his chair. He did ut 
change his attitude now, but the Cigarette 
which he had been lifting to his lips re. 
mained poised. He was not looking g 
Ramsey, and yet the latter knew that bi 
whole attention was focused on him, Ty 
next moment he had inhaled a puff 
the cigarette, and blowing the smoke m 
in a succession of rings, lazily watchs 
them float away. . 

“Ves?” he said. 

“That trick has been done befor’ 
Ramsey continued; “but I believe th 
lawyer who attempted it was immediaieh 
whisked away to a doctor and a stoma 
pump. That was not done, you said a 
your case? 

“_e.” 

“Why not?” asked Ramsey, jottiy 
down some notes on his pad. 

“That,” returned Achison blandly, % 
one of my professional secrets. I a 
afraid I shall have to leave you and yor 
readers in the dark about it.” 

“Still, you would have no objection t 
my trying to puzzle it out, and whiting 
my own conception of how it happened?’ 

“None whatever. Go as far as yw 


| like.” 


“T have an idea that I have hit on th 
right solution.” Ramsey spoke slow 
He leaned his arms on the table a 
looked steadily at the other. 

“Mr. Achison, the man who was cleve 
enough to put that thing over is cet 
enough to find the Holmescroft emer 
—or to have taken it.” 

At this unveiled insinuation the chang 
in Achison was unmistakable. He bai 
been merely wary before, but now he ws 
like a tiger about to spring. His hané 
stretched out as if to clutch at Ramsey 
throat. 

“How dare you say such a thing to! 
man of my standing?” he cried hoarse 
And then, his anger fading, a flicker 0 
amusement crossed his face. With? 
gesture of contempt he resumed his seit 

“You’re an ingenious lad and a & 


| perate one, but you should have thougl 
of something more plausible. The lit 


is, young man, that before I ever saw tht 
pendant, the original had disappeared, 
and you know it. It happened belt 
dinner last night on the stairs, when Mx 
Fenwashe unclasped the emerald fu 
her neck and handed it to you.” 
Ramsey started violently. He was™ 
so.completely the master of his nerves ® 
was his opponent. The blood rushed ® 
his face, but he made an effort to col 
trol himself. ‘ 
“May I ask,” he said thickly, “™ 
was the witness of this alleged o# 
rence?” j 
“An irrefutable one, to me at leas. 
Achison showed his teeth in a wide 
“Myself! I had just come out of 0 
room, and I observed the little sce 
from the end of the corridor. 
if either you or the lady will val 
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USE FACE BRICK. 


“THE STORY OF BRICK™ 
An artistic booklet with attrac- 
tive illustrations and useful in- 
formation for all who intend to 
build. The Romance of Brick, 
Extravagance of Cheapness, 
Comparative Costs, How to 
Finance the Building of a 
Home, are a few of the subjects 
treated. Your copy is await- 
ing your request. Send today. 








—— 








Beauty and Character 
of the House of BRICK 






EAUTY and character are the qualities 
we want our homes to express. They are 

not dependent on size and cost, but on design 
and materials. Through its wide variety of color 
tones and textures, Face Brick offers artistic 
possibilities beyond the scope of other materi- 
als; and by its durability and fire-safety, and by 
reducing repairs, depreciation, insurance rates, 
and fuel costs to a minimum, it is the most 
economical material in the long run, for the 
cottage as well as for the mansion. These mat- 
ters are fully discussed in “The Story of Brick” 


American Face Brick Association 


1131 Westminster Building - Chicago 


Painting after House of Robert E. Seyfarth, Architect 
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Hit the Trail to God’s Country 
with James Oliver Curwood 











Read the latest and best Curwood novel 


“The Valley of Silent Men” 


Adventure with him into the wild places and meet the man- 
hood and womanhood of the Far North. You will not only read 
—you will /ive the story of Sergeant Kent, the best man-trap- 
per in the Royal Mounted, who lied gloriously to save a friend 
—the story too, of Marette, that wonderful little goddess of 


The Valley of Silent Men 


By James Oliver Curwood 

who wrote “The River’s End” 
<<Itis my ambition to take my readers with meintothis heart of Nature,”’ 
once said Mr. Curwood. And this he does because before he wrote 


«« The Valley of Silent Men,’’ he himself travelled down those fabled 
streams flowing north with the wild ‘‘riverbrigades’’ of God’s Country. 


James Oliver Curwood portrays great souls and strong who wage their 
battles of life and love in the open spaces. No wonder that he has such 
a large and loyal following. No wonder that more than 100,000 
copies of The Valley of Silent Men were sold before publication day. 


Hit the trail to God's Country with James Oliver Curwood, in 
«« The Valley of Sicent Men,” illustrated by Dean Cornwell, 


Get your copy today, wher- 
ever books are sold— $2.00 


osmopolitan Book (orporation 


19 West FortietH Street. NEw YorK. 
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contradict me. I am sure she will ng 
under proper questioning.” , 
Ramsey’s jaw was set, his eyes bated 
and furious; but he tried to keep bi 
voice cool. 7 
“Possibly not, but I don’t think ap. 
thing of the kind will be required, Seas 
thing tells me that the missing pendy 
is now here in this room, so ‘Dear that 
it is within reach of our hands.” 
Steel-hard eyes looked into Steel-hard 


| eyes. It was a duel to a finish betes 
| them, and they both knew it. Achism 
| was the first to speak. 


“That means that you are ready 
confess and return the jewel, eh? [cq. 
gratulate you. The matter can be bushel 
up. Fenwashe wants no publicity, ti 
the only wise and safe course for you 


| follow. You are too shrewd not to knoy 
that your position is a most precarious 
| one.” 


“I do,” returned Ramsey grimly, “s 
pecially if you keep edging that revolve 
out of the drawer at your elbow. Yu 
nay observe, also, that my hand is in 
my coat pocket. I don’t want to boas, 
but I am a fair shot.” 

Achison laughed a rich, hearty um. 
tuous peal, and pulled out the drawer. 

“What a crude fool you are!” he sid 
scornfully. “I’ve got a better silencer 
than a pistol, and no damage done. Only 
a small package of letters, my dear boy 
written by an ardent yeung man toi 
beautiful lady.” 


AMSEY stared horrified and incree- 
lous as Achison held them up befor 
him, and then hurled himself across the 
table, upsetting flowers, cat and tray of 
scarabs, and seizing the letters tore them 
from the other’s hand. Achison realy 
made no effort to prevent him. 
“Only the envelopes,” he jeered. “Th 
letters are safe. And now,” he went @ 
authoritatively, “sit down and listen i 
me. I know your kind, Ramsey; yoult 
an old story to me; so I'll put it cleatl 
before you where you stand. I dislike te 


-use names if I can help it, so I will fram 


up your indictment in a hypothetial 
case.” 

“‘Frame up,’ is good,” muttered Rat 
sey. ‘However, I am curious to lear 
just what a mind like yours Is capable 0 
concocting. Go ahead.” 

Achison joined his finger-tips togethet 
a touch of amused triumph in his expit 
sion. 

“Let us say that a certain young & 
cal, one of a group of high-class Europeat 
thieves, meets in Paris under propitioé 
circumstances a charming American Wal 
an. She is the wife of a very, y 
man who loads her with costly gifts 
rascal is well educated, good-looking ( 
accomplished, and she finds him 4 ” 
nating companion. He makes the most? 
his opportunities, and succeeds in wilt 
—well, let us say her regard. re nc 

“No interruptions, please! as Rams) 
broke in hotly. ‘During the ume “ 
they were much together, the lady 
some valuable rings. Some effort 7 
made to recover them, but it ont 
where. Eventually she returned t0/ 
ica to her doting husband. 100 
how jealous these elderly hus 
apt to be—but she continues We 
spond with the young rascal, WA0 Sa 


Tne 
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If fire drills wont do — What ¢ 


alld believe it—a fire in one hospital out 
of every eight, each year” said the famous sur’ 
gon, “That shows the need for radical action.” 


‘Frankly, I'm puzzled,” he said earnestly, “we've 
again and again, of course. But they 
ae unwise for hospital use.” 


‘Even when the patients are told several times 
that a fire drill will occur at a certain time, even 
with lowtoned gongs and the drills executed in 

quietest way, often we have had very serious 
etbacks to some of our more nervous patients, 
they were afraid that it might a real 

t are we going to do?” 


t hospital fire drills were practical. They are not 

wt ct saving lives—and they can’t save the buildings. But 
mel Automatic Sprinklers can do both—and do. With 
ad Sprinklers, nurses and doctors won't need to live 
work M constant dread of extra-hazardous rooms, X-ray 
hol lamps, electrical devices, inflammable ma- 
Wal andthe like. With Grinnells on duty, day and night, 


GRINNELL 


EXECUTIVE OFFICES 


even the patients have perfect assurance that they arereally 
safe. They know that when the fire starts, the water starts 


With Grinnells, even fires in the most unthought of 
places are quickly extinguished. For instance in Butler 
Asylum, Providence, R. I, fire started under a radiator on 
the stage in the auditorium. Ore sprinkler opened and put 
it out. In the Homeopathic Hospital, Rochester, fire started 
on the roof, but sprinklers put it out as soon as it pene- 
trated. to theattic. In the Rhode Island - Hospital, fire 
started in some mattresses stored in the attic. Grinnells 
were there. The fire amounted to nothing. 


Not all hospital authorities, or even the hospital archi- 
tects, realize the great need of sprinklers for hospital build- 
ings. Perhaps it is partly due to this fact that we have 
such an appalling number of dreadful hospital hres—one 
fire each year to every eight hospitals. 


Read—“Fire Tragedies and their Remedy” 


Our book “Fire Tragedies and their Remedy” touches 
on the subject of hospital fire traps and hospital fire safety, 
and if you would like to have a copy for your own infor- 
mation and use, we shall be glad to mail one to you. Just 
drop us a one-cent postal—TODAY. Address, Grinnell 
Co., Inc., 273 West Exchange Street, Providence, R. I. 


COMPANY 


FROVIDENCE, R. I. 


Complete Engineering and Construction Service on Automatic Sprinklers. 
Industrial Piping, Heating and Power Equipments. Fittings, Pipe, Valves. 


“LL AUTOMATIC SPRINKLER SYSTEM— When the fire starts, the water starts 
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his tracks Dy a pretense at journakg 
work. . 
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She Keeps Her Hold 


on Youth 


Peo the noonday of life she has 
carried the glory of her youth. 
The leaping pulse of perfect health, 
the beauty of yesteryear, still are hers. 

Pyorrhea, which afflicts so many 
over forty, Has passed her by. In its 
blighting touch, Pyorrhea is akin to 
age. Its infecting germs deplete 
vitality. They cause the gums to re- 
cede, the lips to lose their contour, 
the teeth to loosen and decay. 

Take care that this enemy of 
health and beauty does not become 
established in your mouth. Watch 
for it. Visit your dentist often for 
tooth and gum inspection. 

If you have tender or bleeding 
gums (the first symptomof Pyorrhea) 
use Forhan’s For the Gums. 

Forhan’s For the Gums will pre- 
vent Pyorrhea—or check its progress 
if used in time and used consistently. 


Ordinary dentifrices cannot do this. . 
Forhan’s keeps the gums firm and 
healthy—the teeth white and clean. 


How to Use Forhan’s 

Use it twice daily, year in and year 
out. Wet your brush in cold water, 
place a half-inch of the refreshing, 
healing paste on it, then brush your 
teeth up and down. Use a rolling 
motion to clean the crevices. Brush 
the grinding and back surfaces of the 
teeth. Massage your gums with your 
Forhan-coated brush —gently at first 
until the gums harden, then more 
vigorously. If the gums are very ten- 
der, massage with the finger, instead 
of the brush. If gum-shrinkage has 
already set in, use Forhan’s accord- 
ing to directions and consult a den- 
tistimmediately forspecial treatment. 

35c and 60c tubes in the United 
Statesand Canada. Atall druggists. 


Forhan Company, New York 


Forhan’s, Limited, Montreal 


FOR THE GUMS 
Checks Pyorrhea 











. ~as Ramsey again g 
to interrupt,—'there are none of 
lady’s letters in existence, but shy 
fortunately was not so discreet in roml 
to the rascal’s. : 

“Let me continue. Within q { 
months the rascal follows the lady fpé 
country. He is welcomed, becomesain 
quent visitor at her home, and is jay 
duced socially by herself and her tp 
band. Then he learns, either through | 
or by means of the customary mi 
ground wires, that a famous jemid 
about to be sold and that the bushy 
is negotiating for it. His confederm 
promptly have a replica made of & 
jewel, and it is turned over to the mg 
with the understanding that he is tog 
his wits in substituting it for the origin 
Fate throws a fair opportunity his wy 
and he is quick to make the mos 
The pendant he fastens so tenderly af 
caressingly about the lady’s throat isn 
the one she took off 

“But he failed to reckon with circum 
stances. It is unexpectedly and inoppe 
tt nely disclosed that the jewel IS am 
plica. He is marooned on an island, 
cuests, all old and intimate friends of 
family, naturally direct their suspicm 
toward the stranger among them. 7 
lady learns this, and she is greatly 
turbed. That same night she goes to& 
rascal’s room after midnight, and remaj 
there with the door closed for some time 


GAIN Ramsey started violently; ig 

this time he resolutely kept sila 
although the tense lines about his mow 
betrayed the effort it cost him. 

“Tf that were known,”—Achison tapi 
the table impressively,—‘the husha 
would not overlook it. He is—I kom 
him well—not unlike Cesar in his demi 
that the wife on whom he lavishes 
much must be above suspicion. In ait 
tion to these compromising letters wid 
I hold, her maid will if necessary sw 
to many corroborative details—times @ 
places of meetings, conversations OW 
heard, tender scenes. In short, the a 
would be deprived of home, friends, it 
band, and left without a single fimand 
or social anchor.” 

He paused a moment, and then # 
significantly: “Her fate is m 
hands.” 

Ramsey breathed hard: there 
beads of sweat on his brow. He took w 
his handkerchief and wiped them of 
a hand that trembled. 

“Pretty black,” he muttered; “put I 
not done yet. You put up yours 
thetical case; now listen to milR ™ 

‘as rapidly recovering his confidelea® 
was rapidly re g 
his voice grew steadier. 

“The ‘master mind’ has becomes 
monplace phrase,” he said, 
joke; but I see now that it exists. 
have already outlined the plan te 
for stealing the jewel of is mf 
substituting a counterfeit, and I se 
another leaf from your book pcm 
that opportunity sometimes ere 
than expected. In this case It 
bold stroke. : 

“The possessor of this mind eo 
been an expert juggler and sleight-e 
performer; so when the em 


i 


fu 
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WF TRAVELING GOODS 





PERSON may be able to select clothes, 

food, even furniture with all confidence 

—yet will confess frankly that they do 
not feel entirely sure about luggage. 


That's the reason well-intentioned people buy 
luggage that grows shabby after a little use. 


And you can’t blame the average dealer for 
carrying luggage that has been cheapened by the 
maker. He's under price pressure from a good 
many of his customers. 


It takes the real merchant to stand firmly on 
unquestionable quality. So much of luggage 
quality is inside. There may be $20 difference 
in actual value between one bag and another, 
and you might never know the difference until 
you had put the bag into service. 

* * * 
When you think of quality in relation to 


luggage, you start looking for standards of quality 
—and that brings you straight to Belber. 





Belber—the dominant {quality name of the 
luggage business. 


Belber—the concern that has built up in thirty 
years the largest business in fine luggage in the 
world. 


Belber—the people who have placed luggage 
of smart metropolitan style and of quality beyond 
question, into the hands of the better class dealers 
everywhere. 


Few people can judge the quality of a Trunk 
or Bag from its appearance in the stores. But 
they can remember this name—Belber. This is 
the utmost guarantee that the luggage is thor- 
oughly sound in every particular. 


Find the merchant who makes a specialty of 
Belber Luggage. Most likely he is the fore- 
most merchant in town. You can trust him 
to give you dollar for dollar value in the luggage 
you buy. 


The Belber Trunk & Bag Company, Philadelphia, Pa. 


If you do not 
name of 
Belber dealer 
nearest you, 
write us. 


Sales Offices and 


Factories: 


New York 
Philadelphia 


"Woodbury,N. J. 


Pittsburgh 
Chicago 


Oshkosh, Wis. 


Minneapolis 
San Francisco 


See A Me aC 
ae — 
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HARPER & BROTHERS, 17 Franklin Square, New York 


Send me, all charges prepaid, set of Arthur B. Reeve —in 12 
Also send me, absolutely tree, the set of Edgar Allan 
If the books are not satisfactory I will return 
Otherwise I will send 


volumes. 
Poe—in 10 volumes 
both sets within 10 days at your expense. 
you §3.50 within 5 days and $3 a month tor 12 months. 
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The Fortune Teller 


“T see a man—a dark man. He is 
talking earnestly to a young girl. She 
is trying to avoid him. He seizes her 
by both arms. They struggle. He has 
his hand at her throat. She falls. He 
strikes her. He goes—I cannot see 
where he goes. It is dark—dark—” 

What happens then — how _ this 
medium knew —that is the perplexing 
mystery solved only by the marvelous 
genius of 

Za 


CRAIG KENNEDY 


TheAmerican Sherlock Holmes’. ii», 


Ghe American Conan Doyle 


He is the detective genius of our age. 
He has taken science—sciefice that 
stands for this age—and allied it to the 
mystery and romance of detective 

fiction. Even to the smallest 
detail, every bit of the plot is 
worked out scientifically. For 
nearly ten years, America has been 
watching his Craig Kennedy— marvel- 
ing at the strange, new, startling 
things that detective herowould unfold. 


FREE—POE 


10 Volumes 


To those who send the coupon 
promptly, we will give FREE a‘set of 
Edgar Allan Poe's worksin 10 volumes. 

When the police of New York failed 
to solve one of the most fearful murder 
mysteries of the time, Edgar Allan Poe 
—fart off in Paris—found the solution. 
The story is in these volumes. 

In England and France, Edgar Allan 
Poe is held to be the greatest writer 
that Ameriea has produced. To them 
he is the great American classic. 

This is a wonderful combination. 
Here are two of the greatest writers of 
mystery and scientific detective 
stories. You can get the Reeve at a 
remarkably léw price and the Poe 
FREE for a short time only. Sign 
and mail the coupon now. 


HARPER & BROTHERS 
(Established 1817) 
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| from hand to hand after dinner, he takes 


the chance while attention is momentarily 


| diverted of palming it and substituting 


his replica, just-as in the crowded court- 
room he palmed the vial of deadly poison 
introduced in evidence and substituted 
for it a similar vial containing colored 
water. 

“This accomplished, he deliberately sets 
to work to manufacture suspicion in an- 
other direction, and spins, I concede, a 
fairly deceptive web. Still, he dares not 
keep the jewel in his own possession; so 
in order to get it out of his hands, he 
places a lot of papers in a stout envelope, 
first making a perforation in the flap of 
the envelope just the size of the emerald, 
and fastening the pendant with gum to 
the inclosed papers in such a way that 


| the stone will protrude through the hole 


in the sealed flap. All then that remains 
is to cover the emerald where it shows 
through the flap with a great blob of seal- 


| ing-wax, and he can pretty safely defy 
| detection. With the pendant held firmly 


in position just under the flap, the thick- 
ness of the papers and the envelope will 


| prevent anyone from discovering even 


with pressure that there is anything under 
the sealing-wax. 

“And that,” concluded Ramsey, “‘is just 
the method this ‘master mind’ attempted 
to follow, and he stamped the warm seal- 
ing-wax with his scarab signet. A bit 
risky, perhaps; but he had to take a 
chance.” 


CHISON’S lips were white; his nar- | 


rowed eyes showed points of fire: 


but his voice lost none of its silken | 


smoothness. 
“Again your ingenuity compels my ad- 
miration.” He bowed as to an opposing 


barrister. “You'd go far, my young | 
friend, if I were not going to land you | 


in prison for probably the best part of 
your natural life. But just how did you 
arrive at these fantastic conclusions?” 

“Oh, I don’t mind letting you know. 
When Mrs.—that is, when the lady came 
to my room last night to tell me how 
you had diverted suspicion toward me, 
and to beg me if I had the jewel to re- 
turn it,—for that,” Ramsey broke off to 
say, his mouth twisting bitterly, “is why 
she came,—I naturally began to question 
your motives. I couldn’t understand what 
was back of it, or why you should pick 
me out as a target. 

“I was still awake, puzzling over the 
matter, when about three o’clock I be- 
came conscious of a strong, acrid odor 
like smoke. At first I thought something 
was burning, and I set out to investigate. 
My nose led me directly to your door, 
but as there was a light showing over the 
transom and I could hear you moving 
around inside I did not trouble to make 
any further inquiry. For I recognized 
by that time that the odor I smelled 
was merely that of melting sealing-wax. 

“I could not help wondering, though, 
what you were doing with so much seal- 
ing-wax at so late an hour, and ponder- 
ing over it, I finally hit upon the solu- 
tion, although at the time it seemed to 
me almost incredible. This morning when 
you went down to breakfast I was watch- 
ing, and the sight of that letter in your 
hand with its great mat of wax upon the 
back confirmed my~suspicions. Then I 
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Clean Your | 
Closet Bowl the 
Modern Way 


All the dipping out of water, 
scrubbing and scouring methods 
are out-of-date, unpleasant and 
unnecessary. Just sprinkle a 
little Sani-Flush into the closet 
bowl, according to directions— 


flush, and the task is finished. 


It is not only the easiest and 
simplest way to clean your closet 
bowl, but it is the most effec 
ive. Sani-Flush leaves the 
bowl shining white and cleans 
every corner—even the hidden 
trap—and it cannot harm the 
plumbing. 





The Hygienic Products Co. 
1023 Walnut Ave. , Canton, Ohio 


Canadian Agents: 
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LTD., Toreate 


Sani-Flush is sold at grocery, drug, hard- 
ware, plumbing and housefurnishing store. 
If you cannot get it locally at once, send w 
25c in coin or stamps for a full-sized can 
postpaid. (Canadian price, 35¢; foreign 
price, 50c.) | 


Sani-Flush 


| TRADE “AR MEG. wv S PATENT DFFICE 


Cleans Closet Bowls Without Scouring 











Pace 137 























Waltham Colonial A 


Extremely thin at no sacrifice of accuracy 


imus movement 21 jewels 
Riverside movement 19 jewels 


$200 to $325 or more 
depending upon the case 


The Waltham Scientific Method of Mounting Jewel 


Bearings that is so Important in Your Watch 


HE bearings of a watch are 

jewels because a precious stone 

is the hardest known substance 
for use in this important function. 
The harder the material and the 
smoother its polish the less resul- 
tant friction. 


The chief problem confronting the 

old-time watchmaker when he first 
conceived the idea of using 
precious stones was a correct 
method to secure properly 
the jewels in the plates of 
the watch. 


To do this, he cut a seat in 
the watch plate, then with a 
sharp tool forced the metal 
over the edge of the jewel. 


So important was the necessity of 
securing the jewels rigidly in rela- 
tion to their bearings (with the 
pivot hole exactly in the center and 
the jewel in perfect alignment with 
the plate and pivot so that the 
pana could be removed easily for 
cleaning or repairing when injured) 
the Waltham Watch Company, 


This story is continued in a beautiful 


nt free upon request. Walt 


after years of painstaking development. cre- 
ated a scientific method of jewel setting which 
made it easy for the jewels to be so removed 
and reset without affecting in any way the 
original time-keeping quality of the watch. 


This scientific Waltham Method secures the 
jewel ina separate brass or gold setting. This 
setting is cut to a diameter to fit perfectly 
its aperture in the plate, then pressed nf - 
correct position in relation to che pivots ( 
axle) completing the jeweled bearing. 


The special tools invented by Waltham so 
expand the jewel setting in its aperture that 
it becomes rigidly located. This eliminates 
the method of using holding-screws and 
greatly simplifies the work of the watch re- 
pairer whenever it is necessary to replace a 
jewel bearing. 


The Waltham Scientific Method of mount- 
ing jewel bearings is a distinctive and better 
way of securing the jewels in the setting, 
and also of the setting in the plate. It pro- 
vides the easiest and safest way for the re- 
pairer to handle your watch. It protects 
the original time-keeping quality of- the 
watch. It reduces upkeep and insures a 
continuous satisfaction because of depend- 
able time-keeping service. 


This is one more reason, in addition to many 
others of like value, why your watch selec- 
tion should be a Waltham. 


let in ghich ye 


a will find a liberal watch education. 
m Wi ich Cor ; 


‘ompany, Waltham, 


WALTHAM 


THE WORLD'S WATCH OVER TIME 

















Pace 138 


Day in 
Tre Life Of 
Muriel 
5 riche 


At the beginning of a busy day, Miss Ostriche 

slips on her — the imported French 

Veil with the slender elastic edge. No fussing 

with pins or knots. 
The Joente93 adds a touch of 


Paris to her costume and 
keeps her hair from blowing. 
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At luncheon the J3cnnié 73 is 
such a convenience. Miss 
Ostriche just slips it up under 
her nose and sips her tea in 
comfort. And when she 
leaves for the studio she still 
wears herdainty Jenne 73 Veil 
—a delicate silk mesh with 
an all-over design of chenille 


dots—Pat. No. 120, price 25c. 


Other exquisite patterns at 
all Department and Drug 
Stores—10c, 15c, 25c and 50c. 


5 onnte 73 VEIL 


IMPORTED FROM FRANCE 


“just Slip iton/” 


Guaranteed by 


The 3cnnté}3 Co., Inc. 
222 Fourth Ave. New York 
Also Importers of J3o»nt}3 Human Hair Nets 
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The Red Book Magey 


went into your room and secured 
corroboration from your wastebasket 

He reached into his waistcoat 9g 
and drew out a number of little disks g 
from the manila envelope and the ds 
of, thick paper which formed jy 
tents. 

Achison scowled. “I'd better tak 
inventory of my belongings,” he said 
Sultingly. “Perhaps those SCT aps aral 
all you carried out.” 

Ramsey went on unheedingly. 

“I was determined that your jj 
should not leave the island. I was yy 
certain of my ground that I dared 
cuse you, but I tried to put Feng 
in the way of showing you up. Hef 
me, though, and then my only recog 
was to delay the launch. : 

“When we came back with the mi 
bag, I never took my eyes from your fy 
If ever a man showed blind fear, yd 
then, until you saw you were still nots 
pected. But that was all I needed, | 
ready then to act.” 

“Act?” Achison sneered. “You'r 
hand and foot, you poor fool. Howe 
babble on. What’s your next step?” 

“The next step is—hands up!” Ru 
sey suddenly rose, and drawing his! 
volver, leveled it across the table 4 
shall now take that envelope addres 
in your hand and still sealed with ym 
seal, and shall ask Fenwashe to openi 

“And if you do,” countered Ach 
softly, “I will simply go to Fenwasha 
tell him that the envelope was taken f 
my room and cleverly doctored to itt 
exigencies of a desperate thief. I 
explain that it could easily have i 
opened, had the pendant inserted, a 
been sealed as before with the aid ofa 
of the loose scarabs on my tray. Wha 
do you think Fenwashe will believe 
pecially when I shall feel it my a 
tional duty to-inform him of the cant 
tine love-affair going on beneath his ma 
and call.in the maid to corroborate 
with your letters? 


OR a moment Ramsey’s finger tea} 
bled on the trigger; then with a# 

ture of surrender he thrust the revo 
into his pocket. _ 

“You've got me!” His voice raspels 
his dry throat. “I can’t do a thing ht 
bound and gagged. Still, I’m not o 
even yet. You'll not get away witht 
emerald. If I pay, you pay too. Yor 
put me under suspicion and blackened i 
reputation. You've got all the weight & 
your reputation, and this lying maid" 
back you up; ‘and I am a stranger 
and caught in a net of circumstai® 
But let this affair between us be hones 
sifted, and where do you come Ot 
am a writer of good standing 
independent income and a lot of ™ 
tial facade. In the face of the rel 
your trumped-up story of my bey 
associate of thieves wouldn't stand 10 
moment. There is nothing 7 
against me—absolutely nothing. | 
““Nothing?” echoed Achison sigilill 
ly. “Do you think an Amentiliy 
would regard you with favor if it 9 
be shown that you had accepted 1% 
hospitality merely to pursue his st: 

“Tt isn’t true,” protested Ramsey ie 
“I’ve been a fool, but I’m not 


| I did fall in love with her, 1 
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C d letters; but I soon learned that 
ial ~— toward me was only that of 
istcoat yy piniend. I accepted that, and asked no 
little disks expected no more.” 
and the dail The young mans sincerity was plain 
med its ¢ the face of it; but it pleased Achi- 
go to be skeptical. 
better take gl “Vou may lie like a gentleman, Ram- 
3,” he said} Pe and the lady may weep and explain 
SCT aps ary aad implore; but I am not exaggerating 
si I tell you that one whisper against 
ingly, her means her ruin. Fenwashe is a jealous, 
it your lef ious, obstinate old man. When his 
I was mig fall's gone, everything is gone; and he'll 
t I dared gm how no mercy.” ; 
put Feng “| have only one thing to say,” Ram- 
up. Hef replied stubbornly: “the emerald goes 
only recom tack to him. That’s where I stand. Un- 
js it is returned by noon, I will tell my 
vith the milimdary, let the results be what they may.” 
rom your faim Achison’s face was gray with fury. He 
1 fear, you dm bad not studied men all these years with- 
still not sell out realizing that here was a determina- 
needed. Iva tim that could not be swerved. If looks 
quid kill, his would have stabbed Ram- 
_ “You're til sey through the heart. The other merely 
01. Howell folded his arms and waited. So they sat, 
xt step?” $i while the clock ticked away the minutes. 
ls up!” Ram Suddenly Achison relaxed. Lighting a 
awing his sam dgarette, he attempted to speak with his 
the table ‘ij customary suave utterance. 
ope addres “I esteem Fenwashe highly,” he said, 
led with yagi “ad for his sake I am willing to save 
1 to open im his happiness and his wife’s reputation, 
tered Achisifam although I feel that in giving you an op- 
Fenwashe aim portunity to return the jewel undiscov- 
vas taken ina ered, I am unduly generous.” 
ored to fit! gave him a glance of ungrudg- 
thief. 1 sii itg admiration. 
ily have bam “Even now you wont admit that you 
inserted, aime lave it, eh?” he murmured. “Very well 
the aid of ami —just as you choose. The main point is 
tray. ¥ thereturn of the jewel. How do you pro- 
ll believe-egi piseto manage that ?” 
| it my a ison went on as if unconscious of 
of the clandegill the interruption. 
neath his mM “To spare you the unnecessary humili- 
orroborate im ation Of producing the emerald before 
me, I suggest that we shall each be en- 
tiely alone in this room for two minutes. 
s finger refi 1tall then expect to find the pendant in 
en with am Me dtawer of the table, and will have 
t the revolt egg it on Mrs. Fenwashe’s 
. e, where it will later be found 
oice raspelli ther by the detectives or the-lady her- 
> a thing. [ag sf, and—” q 
I'm not ¢ 
way — — broke in with an impatient 
y too, 10 . 
blackened i ‘Do you take me for a fool?” he ex- 
the wei dy Toughly. “You know as well as 
ing id Pm that Fenwashe never would be satis- 
s ‘ S go at that—to say noth- 
circumstames i "8 Of the detectives. The shiilen einives 
us be Gistence of a deep-laid, elaborate 


come na ; they are bound to get at the bot- 
ding, with S scheme of yours would 
lot of ae eed to Strengthen the suspicion you 
the real Phe built up against me, possibly 
my pee ting sion with the maid. Did you 
r’t oe for @ minute that I would walk 
you cal @ into such a trap?” 

hing. tite he to get so excited.” Achison 
son signi hand. “There is probably some 


Americal Fi thet way to Save your face. And what 
or if it de>, the replica does carry a 


cepted 8B yp : ol aag that undoubt- 
e ites, culty.” He spoke al- 
Ramsey ss A 35 if he Telished the opportunity of 
| not ‘ “ay om it. “Let me 
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Ready cooked ready to serve 


ITS RICHNESS and fine flavor appeal to everyone 
who appreciates good cooking. 

The recipe, of Italian origin, includes a delicious 
tomato sauce and a special cheese. 

Welcomed by all the family, Heinz Spaghetti 
makes a strong appeal to every mother who seeks a 
wholesome, nutritious food for the children. 

Not only is this spaghetti cooked in the Heinz 
spotlessly clean kitchens, but the dry spaghetti itself 
is made by Heinz, a complete guarantee of quality. 

Ready to serve after heating. 


Some of the 


9) 


Vinegars 
Baked Beans 
Tomato Ketchup 
Apple Butter 


All Heinz goods sold in Canada are packed in Canada 
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“Am / Going Ye 
Be Huck Finn?” 


Artists have tried and failed, to put Huck Finn on 
canvas. So we turned to the photographer. “I 
know the very lad,"* he said, and calted him in. 

His freckled face was one ecstatic grin. 

“Gee, am I really going to be Huck Finn?"' he 
gasped. ‘There's nothing I’ve ever wanted to be 
so much as Huck! Aint this great! ** 

Then the camera clicked and here he is. Did 
you ever want tobe Huck Finn? Be him in your 
mind. Read 


MARK TWAIN 


12 Volumes 
At a Low Price 


Whai has Americ’ contributed to the classics of 
the world ? The answer comes in one great, swell- 
ing chorus. From the Golden Gate to China's Wall 
—from Alaska to the Australian Bush — from the 
stately harbor of New York to the hot, burning, 
colorful harbor of Singapore — from the Argentine 
to the English Channel — from the Hebrides to the 
Mediterranean — the answer rings firm and clear 
— MARK TWAIN. 


FREE—Rex Beach 
5 Volumes 


Rex Beach is the most popular 
writer of thrilling stories living 
today. He is the man who knows 
as no other, the big outdoors that 
is the Klondike. 

Plenty of humor—plenty of 
scrapping—big, rawboned men 
who can whip their weight in wild- 
cats—the women these men fight 
for and die for—all these you will 
find in Rex Beach’s vivid, human 
novels. 


Only a Few Sets FREE 


Rex Beach now costs you $2.00 
for each volume in the book store, 
but we have made a special edition. 
As long as this small special 
edition lasts, you can have 5 vol- 
umes—$10.00 worth of books— 
absolutely free. 

Rex Beach has sacrificed much 
of his royalty so that we can do 
this on one edition. 

lf you are prompt you can get your 
set free. If you are too late we will 
return the coupon—but don't wait. 

Send coupon for both sets 
for examination. Send no 
money— just the coupon. Send 
it at once. 


HARPER & BROTHERS 











Harper & Bros., 17 Franklin Square, N. Y. 


Send me, all charges prepaid a set of Mark Twain in 12 volumes, 
illustrated, bound in handsome green cloth, stamped in gold, and 
Rex Beach in 5 volumes, boundin red cloth, free. If not satis- 
fied, | will return them at your expense, otherwise I will send you 
$1.50 within 5 days and §2.00a month for 14 months. 





For a few seconds he sat in absorbed 
reflection; then with a quick nod he 
leaned across the table and briefly out- 
lined a new suggestion, to which Ramsey, 
listening warily, finally gave his reluctant 
consent. 

“And now,” the latter added gruffly as 
he arose, “let’s get through with this 
hocus-pocus that you're insisting upon. 
Each of us is to have two minutes alone 
in the room, as I understand it. How 
shall we decide who goes in first? Toss 
for it?” 

“No. I shall request the first two min- 
utes, if you don’t mind. Where do you 
prefer to wait? In the hall or my bath- 


“The bathroom,” said Ramsey. 

At the end of four minutes the two 
men met in the room and opened the 
drawer of the table. There the great 
jewel blazed before their eyes. 

They were still gazing at it, when a 
knock sounded at the door. Hurriedly 
closing the drawer, Achison stepped over 
to see what was wanted. One of the serv- 
ants stood outside. 

“Mr. Fenwashe says that the detectives 
have arrived now, sir, would you please 
come down.” 

“Tell him I'll be there immediately.” 

He closed the door, and stepping back 
to the table, took out the emerald, and 
for a moment looked at it thoughtfully as 
it lay in his hand. Then dropping it care- 
lessly in his waistcoat pocket, he gave a 
jerk of his head as a signal for the other 
to follow him, and moved toward the 
stairs. Ramsey was unable to detect the 
slightest hint of nervousness in his man- 
ner, or any change in his usual calm self- 
possession. 

In the hall below they found Fenwashe, 
manifestly ill at ease, and two obvious 
detectives, derby-hatted and trying to 
look crafty. Achison, however, promptly 
took charge of the proceedings. 

“We're going to clear this thing up 
now, Bailey,” he said briskly. ‘Have 
the members of our party rounded up, 
will you, and get them in here.” 


"T BEY were not long in assembling; 
for the coming of the detectives had 
been heralded throughout the house with 
almost telepathic swiftness, and they 
were all lingering practically within ear- 
shot. 

When Mrs. Fenwashe, who was the last 
to appear, had entered the hall, Achison 
advanced and took his stand in front of 
the fireplace, where he could face the ir- 
regular circle into which they had grouped 
themselves. 

“You have the bogus emerald, I sup- 
pose, Bailey?” He turned to their host. 
“Give it to me a moment, will you?” 

As Fenwashe complied, he took it, and 
gripping it between his thumb and first 
two fingers, held it out winking and flash- 
ing, so that all could see. 

“Looks like a million dollars, doesn’t 
it?” he commented satirically. 

Then with a sudden change of tone he 
turned again to Fenwashe.. 
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“Bailey, do you remember a disrme: 
that you and I had at the club ONE after 
noon about three weeks ago?” he 
“It was upon the subject of SUggesting 
and I maintained that under Proper ip 
fluence any man could be deceiy 
against the evidence of his own 
citing as an example the feats of the fab 
irs of India,—the basket trick, the gror. 
ing plant, the rope thrown into the ar 
and ascended out of Sight,—wherehp 
whole audiences are deluded, and whid 
are admittedly performed by the aid gilmore: 
hypnotism. You, I recall, scoffed at ieee 
whole idea and declared you'd like tow 
any man fool you that way, 

“Last night, in agreement with a 
abrupt and very positive statement ong 
part, you asserted that this jewel I hid 
in my hand was a replica, a counterfe 
Look at it now!” He thrust it quid 
toward the other. “Look at it int 
clear light of day, and tell me what yam 
see.” § 

For a moment, Fenwashe stared at hina 
as if hardly comprehending. Then as Meee! 
looked down at the pendant which imum 
been placed in his hand, he gave alg 
startled exclamation. 

Quickly carrying it to a window, hea 
amined it with minutest care, 

“Why,” he stammered as he raised li 
head, “this is the real thing. It is 
Holmescroft emerald—no mistake abu 
that.” 

“Exactly.” Achison nodded withas 
isfied grin. “And it has been the Holm 
croft emerald all the time. You clk 
it a counterfeit, because I made you} 
lieve so. I could as easily have m 
you believe it a ruby, a sapphire @ 
lump of coal.” 

The others, relieved from their if 
tongue-tied amazement, began a babblet 
eager, curious questions. R 


ed eve 


Even Ramsj 
forewarned of what was to be expedté 
and watchful of Achison’s every m0 
ment, was hardly less startled thant 
rest; the substitution had been so deli 
accomplished that it had utterly esap 
him. Fenwashe roused from his # 
stunned stupefaction to mumble st 
halting excuses. 
“Of course,” he said, “I had only! 
lamplight to go by, and—” : 
Then as he glanced toward Achisot, 
angry flush swept up into his face,# 
his brow clouded with resentment. | 
“Don’t you think you carried thing 
little far?” he asked sharply. 
“Well, you see I was resolved # 
you should have no loophole to Wm 
out of.” The lawyer spread ou 
hands. “After turning your house ! 
side-down, and casting suspicion on ¥ 
guests, and bringing these detective 
the way up from New York, you 
very well-claim, you know, that yous 
the truth all the time and were mes 
laying out the game. ; 
. “Nevertheless—” Fenwashe begat ® 
his wife swiftly interposed. | , 
“Qh, let’s be good sports, me 
gave a radiant laugh. “I'm $0. a | 
feel as if I could forgive anything. 





| ““COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENSE” 


That is the title of the next story in this 
series recounting the exploits of Achison. 
It will appear in the November issue. 
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OTHING is surer 
N than this—that the 
man who bets 
against the informed opin- 


ion of the tire users of this 
country is going to /ose. 
The average American 
motorist is essentially prac- 
tical. He may get off the 
track now and then. 
. But always you will find 
him going right in the 
end. 
* . - 


The trouble with the ir- 
responsible type of tire 
dealer is that he allows his 
ideas of his customers to be 


bred in an atmosphere of 
distrust and fostered by a 


An overloaded car, like the one un the left, 
és one of the shortest cuts to tire trouble, 
Each size of tire is designed to carry acen & 
tain load at a certain air pressure. 


Any good tire dealer will be giad to tej 
you the proper size and pressure for your 
car. Itis welltouse oversize tires on cars 
that are often overloaded. 


small coterie, not at all rep- 
resentative of the motoring 
public. 

Not every motorist of 
whom he takes advantage 
always finds it out imme- 
diately. 

But the time it takes for 
motorists generally to com- 
plete their tire education is 
growing less and less every 
season. 

* * * 


The United States Rub- 
ber Company has always 
stood for a wider spread of 
tire knowledge among 
motorists. 

Doing everything it 
could to encourage them 


Tire Knowledge is Spreading Faster 
han Some Tcile seem to Thi 1: 


to greater care in fire selee 
tion. 

Firm in the belief that 
the more they know about 
tires, the quicker they wil 
come to quality. 

*  * 


Back of the /egitimate 
dealer who sells Jegitimate 
tires stand all the weight 
and influences and respow 
sibility of the United 
States Rubber Company— 
the /argest and most exper 
enced organization of if 
kind in the world. 

Go to him when yo 
want a tire. For that way 
—and that way only—iies 


economy. 


—— 


United States Tires 
United States @ Rubber Company 


Two hundred ond 
thirsy-five Branchel 


ES SE aN AIT Stet a TEL act 
TE Sa a NEM ET mez - > 


The oldest and 


Fifty-three t 
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ftwO HOURS TO TRAIN TIME 


(Continued from page 67) 


















By “that that was quite the way 
of—of her brother.” 

Sampose not. But it was madden- 
WVou see, a perfectly good brother 
if you can make him behave. 
» swap him around for other 
Hrothers at dances and things like 
4 






sit in the middle,” he advised. 
"She obeyed, without being even momen- 
Saly diverted from her topic. 

= “But he would never even come to a 
© Over and over again he’d promise 
to, but he’d always duck it at the last 
moment. Evelyn would positively rant 
uch times. I wish you could have 
heard her.” 

Travers had—afterward. 

“And whenever Evelyn had one of us 
veiting her, he always disappeared. We 
jed her about him—her vanishing 
her, we called him.” 

| “He's very busy—”’ 

Very slippery, Evelyn called him. 
Ive always had a mad desire to see him.” 
Travers said nothing to that; the han- 
ding of the canoe apparently engrossed 
him, and for a moment there was silence. 
Thea something seemed to amuse her, for 
the smiled reminiscently. 

“One of the girls did see him once,” she 
remarked. “She was visiting Evelyn and 
peeked over the banisters as he came in. 
He was just taking off his hat when they 
pggled out loud, and he gave one look 
them and just slammed his hat on 
es simply dived out the front 


he left, - 
rouble, 





to tell 
r your 

























The dimple at the corner of her mouth 
most deliciously—though that was 
adjective that occurred to 


il 


y 
Tay 


m asked her what he looked 
went on, “and she said: ‘A 
aed rabbit.’ “You don’t mind my 
speaking of him so, do you?” 
Cleared his throat. 
he assured her. 
She eyed him reflectively. “Are you 
md business too? Evelyn says 
t David's ability to charm money out 
fr  “h women who live on Beacon 
a's positively uncanny, considering he 
even say boo to younger women—” 
broke off abruptly. “I suppose I 
age so about your friend. 
4. “© 80 much more loyal that way 
u women—” 
oie not his friend,” declared 
m —— ~ ¢ ” 
The efiect is—his tailor. 


tim of this on her was not lost 


i. 
{ 


aL 


“Not at 


ad 


ur 





_His—his tailor?” she gasped, wide- 
Travers nodded. 


ye wal you came down for the 








Was a suit he wanted specially, 
T brought it He asked me to bring 
y bathing-suit and have a swim—” 
_A suit he wanted specially,” she re- 
hat sounds like business in the 
“ya will -be interested.” She 
Ad lie “But you said 
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“Very slightly,” he declared. “She 
comes into the shop sometimes with him, 
when he’s: selecting suitings—” 

“A man who brings his sister to his 
tailor’s! Why, he ought to be in a 
museum of some kind.” 

“We've made several suits for her too,” 
Travers explained hastily. 

“Oh—I see,” she said. An instant later 
she added: ‘“Hadn’t we better be going 
back?” 

Now that, thought Travers, with wholly 
unreasonable heat, was just what he had 
expected she would say. So long as she 
thought he was a friend of Travers or 
even so long as she had believed he was 
stopping at the Inn, with all that con- 
noted, she had been willing to be uncon- 
ventional. But the moment she had 
learned that he was only Travers’ tailor, 
she wanted to go ashore. So far as she 
was concerned, romance promptly 
withered. 

“T think,” she explained, “that the 
young man wants his canoe back.” 


"y Rava turned and glanced shore- 
ward. There could be no question 
but what the owner of the canoe missed 
it badly. Travers, however, was deter- 
mined not to let her use this as a pretext. 
Let the issue be defined! 

“I’m in no hurry—are you?” he de- 
manded deliberately. 

She surprised him. “Not particularly 
—but what are you going to say to him 
when you do go in?” 

“Say? Oh ‘The woman tempted me.’” 

“The idea!” she scoffed. “I didn’t tell 
you that I was looking for romance and 
invite you—” 

“You,” said Travers, “are a standing 
invitation to romance.” 

It took her unawares, as he had in- 
tended it should. He expected she would 
say, “Sir!” or—freezingly: “Please take 
me ashore at once.” And to him this 
would be proof that Travers’ tailor was 
not to be permitted liberties for which 
Travers’ friend might be forgiven. 

What she actually said, however, was: 

“He’s shouting something—can you 
hear him?” 

“No—can you?” 

“T can’t—isn’t it fortunate? Because 
probably he’s saying that if we don’t 
come in, he’ll notify the police.” 

It occurred to Travers that this was 
highly probable, but he had no intention 
of returning until she met the issue. As 
he had repeatedly assured Evelyn, he 
could do this sort of thing perfectly well 
if he wanted to. In the past he hadn’t 
felt it mecessary to demonstrate his 
natural abilities— 

The girl spoke suddenly, under her 
breath: “Heavenly days!” it sounded 
like to him. She was staring shoreward. 
He looked around. The bereft youth had 
been joined by an older man, who, mak- 
ing a trumpet of his hands, was calling 
to them. 

Travers met her eyes. “Perhaps it’s 
the chief of police wants me,” he sug- 
gested. 
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COURSE IN 
TWO YEARS 


You Want to Earn 

Big Money! 
And you will not be satisfied unless 
you earn steady promotion. But are 
you prepared for the job ahead of 
you? Do ycu measure up to the 
standard that insures success? For 
a more responsible position a fairly 
good education is necessary. To write 
a sensible business letter, to prepare 
estimates, to figure cost and to com- 
pute interest, you must have a certain 
amount of preparation. All this you 
must be able to do before you will 
earn promotion. 


Many business houses hire no men 
whose general knowledge is not equal to a 
high school course. ? ause big 
business refuses to burden itself with men 
who are barred from promotion by the lack 
of elementary education. : 


Can You Qualify for 
a Better Position? 


We have aplan whereby you can. We 
can give you a complete but simplified high 
school course in two years, giving you all 
the essentials that form the foundation of 
rae = pee business. It will prepare you to 

old your own where competion is keen and 
exacting. Do not doubt your ability, but 
make up your mind to it and you will soon 
have the requirements that will bring you 
success and big money. YOU CAN IT. 


Let us show you how to get on the 
road to success. It will not cost you a single 
working hour. We are so sure of being able 
to help you that we will cheerfully return to 
you, at the end of ten lessons, every cent 
we sent usif you are not absolutely satisfied. 
hat fairer offer can we make you? Write 
today. It costs you nothing but a stamp. 


American School of Correspondence 
Dept. H-781, Chicago, U.S.A. 


American School of Correspondence, 
Dept. H-781, Chicago, Ill, 


1 LIwant job checked — tell me how to get it. 
cass Archi soe Lawyer 
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The World’s 


Great Timber Supply 


From the great forests of the North and 
Northwest comes timber, which, con- 
verted into a diversity of forms, is used 
in all parts of the world. In this territory 
tributary to Chicago is one of the greatest 
of the world’s timber supplies. Here 
every.year are felled hundreds of thousands 
of towering trees to be transported by 
steam and river, lakes and railroads to 
the mills and factories of the manufactur- 
ing district centering in Chicago, where 
they are made into building materials, 
vehicles, implements, furniture and endless 
other products. 


HIS lumbering, transportation of 


timber and lumber, and manufactur- 
ing of wood products is fundamentally 
dependent upon financing, much of which 
is done in Chicago. The Continental & 
Commercial Banks for many years have 
assisted this great industry with financial 
service and today they are co-operating 
actively for its further development. 


The CONTINENTAL and 


COMMERCIAL 
BANKS 


CHICAGO 


INVESTED CAPITAL MORE THAN 50 MILLIONS 
RESOURCES MORE THAN 500 MILLION DOLLARS 


CTT cd 
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She smiled—ruefully, he thought, « 
—it’s me he’s calling.” 

“You?” Travers was puzzled, 

“Yes. It’s my—my husband,” ge » 
plained. And added she uw 
“Please, please sit in the middle” 

“Your husband!” Travers Tepeated, 
if he had never heard of such an ingis 
tion as marriage. 

Her eyes met his guilelessly, “Dj 
you know?” 

“Know? How should I?” 

She twisted a narrow gold welig 
ring and a gorgeous solitaire 
adorned one slender finger. “Men ap 
unobservant,” she remarked, “A wy 
would have noticed at once.” 

Her eyes studied his face, which 
vealed his emotions, if not his thou 
He was thinking that she certainly mg 
unconventional, and he wasn't mi 
that quality as highly as he had a ith 
while back. 

“Don’t look so—perturbed” ¢ 
begged. “You don’t really mind { 
your” 

“No,” said Travers, and this was dai 
ly untrue. “But he may.” 

“Oh, he will—fearfully,” she assur 
him. “You see, he’s so much older th 
I am, and terribly tyrannical. 
jealous too! I think older men ary 
to be, don’t you?” 

Travers had had no personal experiem 
but it was his impression this was 9. 

“That”’—her teeth came together ff 
an instant—‘“is why I came out withy 
I had to do something to assert myi 
dependence. Besides, I’d begged him 
take me out in a canoe, and he told 
it couldn’t be done with two people. 
you said it could be—so I came.” 

It was evident that she thought i 
was a full and adequate explana 
Travers had his doubts, however. 


| “\Y/HAT do you plan to tell i? 


asked grimly. 

“I haven’t decided yet,” she rep 
serenely. “I always wait and theé 
plain on the spur of the moment. Tuli 
my way. And there're so many peopled 
the beach that he—well, he can’t bew 
lent, can he?” 

Travers wasn’t so sure of this, “Hat 
we better go in?” he asked. i 
“Perhaps you had,” she agreed 

isn’t well to try him too far.” 

He turned the canoe with deft skill# 
started in. As they approached thep 
where the combers began, he 
paddling furiously, maneuvering ™ 
position. 3 

“You—you aren’t going to tp ™ 
she said quickly. 

Tener glanced over his shouldet 

“Not if I can help it,” he assured be 

“Perhaps it wouldn’t be such a » 
idea,” she hazarded.* “He'd be so8 
scared that he’d forget to scold— 

The onrushing comber seized the @ 
and it hurtled shoreward, gripped in® 
irresistible surge. The water Be 
along the gunwales and seethed 
paddle-blade, but he would have 
perfectly, if she hadn't moved. 

“Keep—” he began, and then # 
mass of water silenced him. choot 

He rose to the surface and _ 
water from his eyes. On 
ready several feet aW@y, “Te 
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toward shore. She caught the 

ein his eyes and smiled mocking- 

jy, There was no doubt but what she 

“id take care of herself. He turned 
idered the canoe. 

are to get this ashore somehow,” 


thought. 
- was waterlogged, but the owner 
gram out and lent a hand. He did not 


gem angry ; indeed, he grinned cheerful- 


Travers. 

ae anything?” he asked. 

‘My coat,” retorted Travers. He 
night have added: “And my faith in 
women.” He knew that she had de- 
ierately capsized him and that she had 
igen deceiving him all along about her 
tility as a swimmer. “But it’s gone,” 
ie added, referring to the coat, “and if 
yoll take the other side of the canoe, 
yell put it ashore.” 

They achieved this, and when they had 
fumed the water out of it,—his compan- 


Min and her husband had already dis- 


—he surrendered it to its owner, 


peared 
fering belated apology. 
“Pretty cheeky of me to take it—” he 


“Oh, that’s all right,” the youth re- 
torte. “I thought you’d get a dump 
before you got in—you have to get the 
knack of it.” 

This Travers suffered in silence. 

“I guess I'll take another whirl at it,” 
aided the expert. 

Travers helped him launch the canoe 
ad watched him take the first rollers as 
me who has the knack can. 


fumed toward the Inn. Many curious 


gances followed him, but for once he | 
He’d change his | 


dint give a hang. 
dlothes and get the first train— 

“Sent your bag up to your room,” said 
he clerk at the desk with a smile. 
“Thought you'd want it again. And 
there's a letter for you.” 

It was from Evelyn. Travers ripped 
the envelope open and read: 


Dear Davy-Boy: 

1S Just a wee line to tell you—if 
you are still there—that Emily Ware, 
of whom I am quite sure you have 
heard me speak, is going to be at the 
Ian for a time. She has just returned 
ftom South America with her brother 
Billy and her father— 


Travers paused—the clerk was speak- 
mg “Beg pardon?” he said. “I just sug- 
that you can just make the train 
hurry,” repeated the clerk. 

” said Travers, and 


Es 


noved on upstairs. 
less he did not make the train. 


not even change his clothes until 
finished Evelyn’s letter. 


He—her father had to leave South 
America, as ms eonate there is too 

; appened to meet her 
: town and when she told me she was 


for some 
Wied the 12. e seashore place, I sug- 


her for me, when you see her. 


: of the letter made several 

.. yes to him—one of them be- 
y Ware had deliberately 
hy of him—and its conclu- 
© the blush. He assured himself, 

== that he hoped he wouldn’t en- 


Then he | 


Pace 145 


(ra 

—= I 1 
Pal Edel 413 LM 
: 5 ee la | 


ay tT 


¥ #4 


d 
ait i 


Bon Voyage! 


and a 





These cheques 


of currency but 


6 ipectmigen 


made so that 


BANKERS 





and are known on every continent. 


For full information write to 


Be insure a good voyage 


pleasant trip abroad 


as far as money matters are 
concerned, most foresighted 


travelers carry their funds in 
the form of 
rT es American 
A:B-A’ mics, Cheques 


have served on.the- seven seas 


At home 


and abroad, wherever presented, they are 
readily cashed and possess all the advantages 


are safer and more convenient. 


the Bankers Trust Company’s 


foreign service arrangements have been 


travelers holding “A- B- A” 


Cheques may exchange them, on arrival in 
Europe, for other “A-B-A” Cheques stamped 
with their equivalent in sterling, francs or lire, 
etc., based upon the current exchange rate. 


“A-B-A” Cheques are issued in denom- 
inations of $10, $20, $50 and $100, and 
are put up in convenient leather wallets 
—at almost any bank in the United 
States and Canada. 


TRUST COMPANY 


New York City 
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ALLYEAR *ROUND 


GRASS RUGS 


MADE IN AMERICA 


Che Pdeal Floor Cowering 


HEN buying a piano a woman asks for a certain kind of piano. She 
knows before she buys it just what kind of a piano she wants and why, 

It is just as important in buying grass rugs to insist on getting the gen- 
uine CREX. There is the same relative difference in tone and quality 

CREX rugs are sanitary and made to withstand ordinarily hard usage 
on any floor. Easily cleaned without beating they lighten the burden of 
housekeeping while their low cost makes them particularly desirable. 

Solid and beautifully blended colors in a wide range of patterns to 
harmonize with room decorations. 

Beware of imitations, some of which are even made of split or crushed 
straw. Buy CREX rugs—the popular favorite in millions of homes— 
they'll please you. 

CREX is easily said and easily read. The name woven in the side 
binding provides an ineffaceable identification mark. 

Handsomely illustrated catalog showing actual giees 


and sizes of the three C RE X weaves — DE E, 
HERRINGBONE and REGULAR—mailed free on request. 


CREX CARPET CO., 212 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK 














| (Tt's your protection and our guarantee 
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counter her again. Accordingly 
she did not appear for lunch. he g 
have been happy.  Nevertheleg 
wasn't. He hovered about the j 
oblivious for once of its many 
still fortune smiled upon him, She 
he preferred not to see remained inygh 

Eventually, however, Billy appem 
He, as Travers had already SUspecte 
was the one with authority on dens 
canoeing. 

“Say,” he announced. “T’ye just 

it out that it was you that Emily wag 
the mustard plaster onto at four Gi 
this morning.” 

“What’s that?” demanded the s 
Travers. 

“Your room is right under Dads" 
plained Billy. “That’s how Enily gf 
in wrong. Dad had a tummy-ache dy 
ing the night,—he has them even» 
and then, as a result of living domé 
spiggoty-land so long—and Emily wg 
down to the kitchen to make hinj 
mustard poultice. She'd made amg 
ments to do that if he needed one yy 
see.” : 

Billy’s grin widened. 

“The elevators weren't running a 
instead of keeping on up to the foul 
where we are, she got switched of al 
the third and landed in your room & 
Lord, I wish you could have seen iy 
when she finally got to Dad’s room. % 
was absolutely petrified! She wanted 
leave the first thing this morning, butt 
joshed her out of it—” 

“Does she know that it was me?” @ 
manded Travers hastily. 

“Not yet. Just wait until I break i 
news to her.” 

“T wouldn’t tell her if I were yw 
Travers broke in. 

“Why not?” demanded Billy. 

“Why, it will embarrass her wunnet 
sarily—” 

“Serve her right. She embarrasses m 
whenever she gets a chance.” 

“But—” began Travers weakly. — 

Billy had suddenly lost interest in him 
however. A passing flapper had smilt 
brightly at him. : 

“See you later,” he said, and depart 

The clock which hung in the ly 
suggested that if Travers were going ® 
take the three-twenty he ought t™ 
moving. Instead, however, he stood # 
glowered at Billy, now engaged in # 
mated chatter with his seventeenyjat 
old but very adept charmer. 

“Confound him!” he mused. “Tdi 
to choke him.” 

Why, he did not explain, even tole 
self. And when, later, he had a chante® 
speak to Billy, his manner was 
tratiating, almost. : 
: “Your sister—is she all right? 
asked. — 
Billy looked puzzled. “Emily? ‘ 
course she’s all right. Why shouldat 
be?” . ; : ia 

“T thought perhaps the upset. 

“The poultice -or the canoe? & 
manded Billy with a grin. “If youm® 
the canoe, a mere ducking wouldat 
Emily. She’s strong as a horse. 
poultice is something else cee 
wait until she gets back and 1 pa=™ 
her victim to her—” wa 

“Has she gone somewheres 
posed Travers. 
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nodded. “She and Dad are 

the afternoon with an old friend 

Dads. I ducked it. When Dad and 

qd Whitney get to fanning about college 
” 





Bo you mean Whitney of Lyman and 








\ined invigh Whitney?” demanded Travers. 

lly ap J guess so. Do you know him?” 

dy sy Travers did, though hardly well 
y on d ugh to call uninvited. As he strode 






along the road toward the Whitneys, de- 








"ve just daa vsing an excuse for his intrusion, it did 
Emily wail not occur to him that he was behaving in 
t four & WM, most inexplicable and unprecedented 


mer. He had demonstrated all that 
Fvelyn had demanded he demonstrate, 
but instead of taking immediate advan- 








er Dad's” aim tage of his future immunity from pretty 
w Emily gi gis, he was in active pursuit of one, 
my-ache dem cmiscious only of a consuming desire to 
m every aagm xe her before Billy should, and so em- 





ving down gam tarrass her with his discovery that she 





1 Emily vat would probably flee the Inn. 

make. him Somehow it did not occur to him that 
nade arrange te might relieve her of this embarrass- 
-ded one, yam ment by simply fulfilling his original in- 


tention and fleeing the Inn himself. 

‘Til just tell Whitney I had heard so 
much about his place I couldn’t resist the 
temptation to drop in and see it,” he as- 
sured himself. 


XPLANATIONS were not needed, 
after all The moment he turned 
she wanted 4 into the Whitney drive, he saw Emily. 
yrning, but Wie A pergola had been built on a little point 

wetlooking the sea, and there she stood, 
was me?” GM quite alone. He went to her, straight as 

the steel to the magnet. He startled her, 
il I break ti but she recovered instantly. 

“Oh,” she said, “you are still here?” 
I were youu Then, very innocent of eye, she added: 
a Whitney a customer of yours 


her wnnets#} Travers stood before her, hat in hand. 

‘Tye come,” he blurted, “to tell you 
nbarrasses MMM tat that brother of yours has discovered 
shy was you—you put the poultice 


terest intima She crimsoned. “Oh,” she gasped. 
r had smile 7 was it!” 7 

Tavers swallowed hard. ‘“It—it—” 
and departs he stuttered, and stuck there. 





in the lob She gave him a horrified glance. “It— 
were going WHE it Wasn't you!” she exclaimed. 
ought to t He nodded, and she dropped her eyes. | 
he stood #9 “T—I'm sorry,” she murmured. | 
gaged in RE “Tm Rot,” he declared surprisingly— | 
-venteen-year ge Very surprisingly, considering the emo- | 
~~ tis he had experienced at the time. 
ed. “Ti She did not ask him why. She simply | 
re len the prettiest picture of con- 
one 


even to could imagine. 

da chance on took a simply prodigious 

was 1 lad did you tell me you were 
ati he demanded without preface. 

| right ed up at him. “Why did you 


Mme you were a tailor?” 
“Beil? : tailor?” she retorted. 
Emily’ Thea, e feminine lack of fairness 














So silly as to believe 





shouldnt # bat anoyed him in Evelyn but some- 

oil me in annoy him now, she managed 

peo eek on the defensive. ‘“Weren’t 

c ain” ed of yourself? Telling such 

you 

woul Weren't you?” 

ey wl. she assured him firmly. “You 

11 poi OH fy, Worst ones, and you told them 
eS oS pte bad example. Any- 

ere?” il lov you cout d illogically, “I don’t see 
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Hot water money 


You talk of pin money, table money—money for every 
thing you use. Did you ever give thought to what your hot 
water costs you? 


You use hot water for almost everything, kitchen, bath, 
laundry and lavatory, every day in the year. Your gas bill 
comes in monthly. You pay it, with a sigh perhaps. Did it 
ever occur to you that it might have been lower? 


There’s nothing that will reduce hot water costs like a 
Pittsburg Automatic Gas Water Heater. And here’s the 
way it works. 


There is only a certain amount of heat in a given foot of gas. That 
gas costs the same whether it goes to heat water or the atmosphere. 
The Pittsburg Automatic Gas Water Heater is so constructed as to use 
the greatest amount of this heat possible for heating water. For every 
foot of gas burned you get its equivalent in ten gallons of piping hot water. 


Beside the Pittsburg Automatic Gas Water Heater never goes away 
and leaves the gas burning. Open the faucet, and on goes the gas. 
Close the faucet, and all gas is cut off from the burners automatically. 


For every personal comfort and household convenience, at any 
hour, the Pittsburg Automatic Gas Water Heater 
will give you hot water cheaper than in any 
other way. You may have a bath, or wash a 
big day’s dishes for only the price of a news- 
paper. And the beauty of it is, the hot water 
is delivered where you want it, when you want 
it. No worry. No work. No waiting for ket- 
tles to boil. 

Every one should have the comforts and economy of the 

Pittsburg Automatic Gas Water Heater. A small ini- 


tial payment puts onein yourhome. The balance you can 
pay in easy monthly payments. Write today for details. 


PITTSBURG WATER HEATER CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Envelope 


T was a thing of beauty, this 
envelope. It had the same 
charm for her that a lovely 

picture or a graceful bit of jew- 
elry would have had. And even 
though she was in a very great 
hurry to go out, and hadn’t in- 
tended to open her mail until 
she returned, this one letter 
caught her woman’s interest— 


It is unfair to a letter to send 
it forth clothed in commonplace 
stationery, when it might so 
easily possess the distinction, the 
smartness, which compel inter- 


If you would have the utmost in 
artistic social stationery, be sure 
that your box bears the name White 


“ Master o ’ 
Mark” reproduced above. White &Wyckoff's 
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“That you were married? 
wore a wedding ring—” 

“On my right hand. I should think 
that that would have made you suspect it 
was my mother’s.” 

It was quite apparent that she was 
without shame. But somehow he didn’t 
care. There were other matters of more 
importance to be threshed out. 

“Did you know all the time who I 
was?” he asked. 

She nodded. “And I flattered myself, 
for an instant, that you knew who I 
was.” 

“But I’ve never seen you,” he pro- 
tested. 

“You must have—that time Evelyn 
and I peeked over the balustrade and 
giggled—” 

Travers blushed. 
girl!” 

“IT was. And I had been invited 
especially to meet you. And you ran—” 

“Like a scared rabbit?” 

“Exactly. And it wasn’t very compli- 
mentary.” 

“But I didn’t Know you then.” 

“No, and it was plain that you didn’t 
want to, either.” She glanced about and 
added: “I wonder what is keeping 
Father and Mr. Whitney—” 

“I don’t know,” said Travers. “But 
I hope it will keep them some time.” 

This she chose to ignore, and for an 
instant there was silence, broken only by 
the roar of the surf. 


But you 


“You were the 





“You—you wont hola that other time 
against me, will you?” he ventured, hope- 
fully, yet curiously agitated. 

“Tt was humiliating—very,” she said 
sternly. “I made up my mind Id get 
even with you some day—” 
“You have—already,” he 
F....”? 

She gave him a glance in which were 
mingled apprehension and defiance. 

“If you say a word about that—that 
poultice—” she warned. 

“I didn’t mean that at all,” he assured 
her hastily. “I meant that—that—” 

There he halted. She looked at him in- 
quiringly and then dropped her eyes. 
Here, perhaps, was the time and place 
for him to pause and consider how sadly 
romance had degenerated. She had 
known all along who he was, and there 
was a question, at least, if she would 
have suffered him this long if he were a 
plumber or a coal-heaver—or a tailor. 

Nevertheless he indulged in no such 
reflections. And if he had, it wouldn’t 
have made the slightest difference. The 
afternoon sun was glorious; the sea was 
beautiful; the world was a good place to 
live in, because she lived in it too, 

On the inspiration of the moment he 
leaned a little toward her. 

“B-boo!” said he. 

And that is all, except that Evelyn, 
who was matron of honor, assured him 
that Emily was the girl she had always 
intended him to marry. 


broke in. 
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murmured Hecker as gently ag if 
feared to awaken a sleeping persog, 

“The hyacinth closed over his fac 
was the instant response. 

“De watah-hyacinf!” wailed ty 
Jarvey. “Once it close ovah you, i 
nevah give you up.” 

“But the river was red,” said Char 
lifting his face and staring dj 
front of him with blank, unnoting repay 
“—red in the light of the flash” — 

“Red, honey?” The old negro’s vig 
was tremulous with awe. He thn 
wizened face close to Charlton's, "Dy 
River red? Don’ say dat, Mist’ Chatay 
honey.” 

“Red, red, red,” retorted the other ¥ 
a touch of petulance. He drummeig 
the table for a moment with cing 
fingers, then pottered off: 


Doom River clear, 
Naught to fear, 
Doom River red, 
Spews its dead. 


Upon the black ancient this dogger 
produced a shocking effect. “Oh, Gavi 
a mussy!” he moaned, pressing his heal 
between his hands. “I ain’ heard & 
sence de bloody days.” 

Professor Rainey took him by & 
shoulders and shook him gently. “& 
old song, Uncle?” he asked eagerly. 

“Yassuh. An’ ol’ sayin’, an’ a blood 
one. Time o’ de slave-hunts! Dona 
buddy remembah it, I didn’ reckon, bt 
a few poh ol’ niggahs like me, av & 
trash-whites dat hunted ’em foh @® 
wa’d, dead or alive.” 

“That’s very curious,” mused the Pr 
fessor, gazing speculatively at Charlot 
dream-bound face. “Where, I won 
could he—” : 

“What does it matter?” broke # 
Hecker peremptorily. “We've got samt 
thing more serious to consider than fol 
lore.” He bent over the entranced mi 
“Where is he?” he murmured. “Iskea 
Doom River?” pe 

“Yes, Under Hanging Bridge” ™ 
the prompt response. 

“How do oe know, Charlton?” Tk 
words came in a roar from Heckers Ww 
ing throat. 

Chattion’s head snapped around. ie 
straightened up. His eyes met the savagt 
challenge of Hecker’s. He half tum 
lifted his arms with a ludicrous, 
motion and went over backward. 
Glenn was at his side instantly. 

“He’s fainted,” she said. 4 
lie.” Then, to Hecker, in a volte 

uivered: “How dare you!” 

: “I'll prove it to you,” he ans 
“Re = : “ d where 
Suppose we find the body ¥ 
said. Will you believe it them 

“Never,” she said passionately. ist 

He turned quite white. “You ‘ 
to. I’m going to Hanging pars & 
canoe to search the hyacinth 10t 


body.” naid Gorman Gat 


“Tl go with you,” 
ner. ae 
put in little 


“Wont you wait,” 
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from page 36) 





Betterfield, all aflutter, “until we have 

nsuited ouija? It was quite remark- 

able last night. It kept spelling out 
” 


- save you valuable time,” urged 
ire “It might even indicate the 


ct spot—” ; 
“rine along,” said Hecker. 


HARLTON, revived, appeared to be in 
: hazy mental condition. He was 
into the sitting-room and put on a 
loge before the fire. If he remembered 
the extraordinary events of the breakfast- 
tible, he gave no evidence of it, but 
semed quite content to doze and smile 
x Sylvia Glenn, who was caring for him, 
between naps. At ten o'clock he roused 
himself, demanded a cup of the strongest 
wailable coffee, and having swallowed it, 
declared himself fit, asked if he had been 
ay trouble to anyone and apologized if 
he had. : 

“Thad a rather bad night,” he said rue- 
fully, “—dreams.” He shuddered. “They 
left me muddled when I woke up. Have 
Imade a fool of myself?” 

Professor Rainey shook his head. 
After Hecker’s departure he and I held a 
consultation which concluded with his 
going alone to the clump of palmettoes 
neat the spring. He had returned, look- 
ing thoughtful. Tacitly, Sylvia Glenn 
ad I left it to him to handle Charlton. 


Why? That would be difficult of explana- | 


tion, The little man seemed to have de- 
veloped a sudden unsuspected quality of 
competency which, without yet really 
manifesting itself, made itself felt. 
“Did Delano get his turkey?” asked 
Chariton. “Do I lose?” 
“No,” answered the Professor. “He 
gt none. Mr. Charlton, do you mind 
mswering 4 few questions?” 
‘I suppose not. What’s wrong? Has 
something happened?” : 
“Possibly something serious. You did 
‘at sleep in your room last night.” 
“No—at least, only part of the night.” 
did you go to sleep?” 
, Ma hammock which I have strung, 
in the open.” 
_ Were you—pardon me, but the situa- 
ton warrants my asking—under the in- 
of a drug?” 
ton frowned, hesitating. 
“answer him!” pleaded Sylvia. 
Yes—lethargol—a double dose.” 
powerful soporific, and a treacher- 
Us one. = you take it often?” 
“ty when I can’t endure the in- 
‘omnia any longer.” 
oes it leave you in the condition you 
M this morning?” 
“ever has before. It was the 
tle dose, I expect. My memories of 
night are “fe those of a man in a 
r re blurred; yet I feel as if 
mete just on the verge of recalling them. 
You know that feeling?” : 
well. §=You 


smoked several 


Pe ay your hammock, didn’t you?” 


Iton stared. “How did 


Be 
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“I found the ashes underneath. Then 
you took the drug. What time was that?” 

“About half-past twelve.” 

“Tt acts promptly on you?” 

“Not very.” 

“But by one o’clock you would be 
thoroughly under?” 

“No, I wasn’t. The headlight of the 
up-lake boat partly roused me. Both 
boats flood the road with light when they 
make the turn. When I did get to sleep 
later, I suppose the unconscious recol- 
lection got into my brain, for I remember 
dreaming of a sort of pressure of light 
on my eyes.” 

“That would be the down-bound boat,” 
murmured his interrogator. “It fixes the 
time as two o’clock.” 

“T don’t know what you mean. 
of what?” 

“You didn’t see anything?” 

“No. Yet I had a sense of something 
horrible happening and my knowing all 
about it, although I wasn’t really present. 


Time 





It held me paralyzed for a time, as dreams 





will. Then I tried to get away. I think 
I did get away.” 

“From your hammock?” 

“From wherever I was. Yes, of course, 
from the hammock in the palmettoes.” 

“Where did you go then?” 

“T can’t remember.” 

“Try,” urged Professor Rainey. 

“I must have wandered. Then I dreamed 
of somebody saying: ‘Go to sleep, It’s 
all right. Go to sleep.’ ” 

“Who was it?” 

A thin flush mounted to Charlton’s 
sensitive face. He was silent. I could 
hear Sylvia’s deep, quick breathing. “I 
don’t know,” he said finally. 

“And you woke up this morning in 
your room?” ‘ 

“Yes—if you can call it waking. In- 
stinct took me into the dining-room. But 
I was still in the dream—couldn’t get out 
of it.” 

“And you can recall nothing of what 
you did after you left the palmettoes?” 

“Nothing but that vague ugly dream.” 
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Antiseptic 
and 
Germ-proof 


Cuts, scrapes and all skin injur- 
ies should be kept clean while 
they are healing. 

With this object use New-Skin 
promptly when the accident 
occurs. 

Scientific tests establish the 
fact that it has the power of 
destroying germs of infection. 

15c and 30c. At all Druggists. 


NEWSKIN COMPANY 


New York Toronto London 


“Never Neglect a Break in the Skin’ 
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Crooked Toes 
—how to straighten them 


One of the famous Foot Comfort Appliances 
and Remedies invented by the internationally- 
known foot specialist, Dr. Wm. M. Scholl of 
Chicago, is the Toe-Flex. 

It is so simple that you may not believe it 
can correct this wrong condition—but try it. 
Thousands upon thousands of men and women 
have proved that it can. This scientifically- 
shaped device of fine, flexible rubber fits 
snugly between the toes and exerts a gentle 
pressure that will restore the crooked or over- 
lapped toe to its normal position surprisingly 
soon. And the enlargement at the joint 
(bunion) will disappear. 75c each at shoe and 
department stores everywhere. 

There’s a proved Dr. Scholl Appliance or 
Remedy for every foot trouble. 

Write to The Scholl Mfg. Co., 710 W. Schiller 
St., Chicago, Ill., for free copy of Dr. Scholl’s 
valuable booklet, ““The Feet and Their Care.” 


Dr Scholls 


Foot Comfort Appliances 














Professor Rainey .ooked at a large sil- 
ver watch. “I wonder how long it would 
take Mr. Hecker to get there in the 
canoe?” 

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” said Sylvia. 
“They didn’t go in the canoe. It was 
missing when they looked for it.” 

“Ah!” said the little Professor. “Miss- 
ing, was it? That explains—hum! Yes 
—yes,” he muttered. “Much quicker 
that way, with the south wind. What did 
Mr. Hecker do for a boat?” he added 
more briskly. 

“They were to borrow one at the rail- 
road _ bridge.’ 

“In that case we may expect to hear 
from them soon. Now, Mr. Charlton, we 
psychiatrists, you know, have our own 
queer way of getting at things. I propose, 
with your consent, to try a stimulant 
upon your memory. Please let your mind 
relax. Now.” He recited slowly: 


Doom River clear— 


An expression of agonized groping dis- 
torted Charlton’s face. “Naught,” he 
said stumblingly, “naught—to—to fear.” 
Then, more fluently: 


Doom River red 
Spews its dead. 


“Where did I ever hear that stuff?” he 
demanded. Suddenly he jumped to his 
feet. 

“There’s been murder done!” he cried. 

“Who did it?” 

“T don’t know. 
Delano?” 

“We fear so. He failed to come back.” 

“My God! And all this questioning 
of yours! What does it mean?” 

“Tt may be important that you account 
for your movements last night.” 

“Am I accused—” 

No,” broke in Sylvia, “there is no ac- 
cusation. We don’t even know that any- | 
thing has happened.” 

“IT know. It’s murder. 
killed.” 

There was a rush and rustle in the hall 
outside, and the Betterfields burst in, 
leaving open the door, around which 
clustered the awed, eager faces of half a 
dozen colored servants. 

“The ouija—the ouija!” they gasped 
in a breath. 

“Tf you please,” began Professor 
Rainey ina pained and protesting tone. 

“Tt keeps spelling out ‘Murder! Mur- 
der! Murder!’” stammered Mrs. Better- 
field. 

“Naturally! Under your hand, with 
your mind full of inspired theories.” 

“Do not blaspheme,” said Betterfield 
solemnly. “Never was a more convincing 
manifestation of spirit control. And that 
is not all.” 

“Indeed it isn’t,” confirmed Mrs. Bet- 
terfield. ‘When we asked her who was 
the murderer—” 

“Rachel!” interrupted her husband. 
“Careful!” 

“T will speak! The words are not 
mine. They are ouija’s. It gave the ini- 
tials 5S: &. C.” 

She .glanced at Sherwood Charlton 
with a basilisk gleam. 

“Tf you mean me, Mrs. Betterfield,” he 
said calmly, “my initials are S. V. C.” 


How should I? Is it 


Delano’s been 
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fe drew up at the gate. 


Spots of blood on the bridge. 


Red Book Magazine 
ht is perfectly evident what ouija | 
vant,” she snapped. 

usual method among ouija’s 
® murmured the Professor. “Ad- 
the manifestation to suit the sus- 

” 


i 


Joud droning hum of a high- 
car sounded outside. Delano’s 
Hecker 


out and came into the sitting- 


wiWe've found him,” he announced. 

“Dead?” I asked. 

es, Two bullets in his body.” 
ia Glenn gave a little gasp. “Poor 
fue! Where was the body?” she 


Hanging Bridge, in the hya- 
(ah He was shot while crossing the 
” 


-. do you know that?” I queried. 
He 
and tried to swim for it. He must 
come up under the hyacinth.” 
“Poor Peter! Oh, poor Peter!” said 


yima again brokenly. “And I sent him 
his death.” 


“ono,” said Professor Rainey 
my. “You mustn’t blame yourself, 
sGlenn. Did you notice the river, 
er?” 
I notice the river?” repeated the | 
contemptuously. “We've been | 
in it for an hour.” 
it red?” 





ORMAN GARDNER, entering after 
Hecker, answered: “Yes, it was 
feddish, That’s caused by a 
waterweed which comes up from 
thebottom at times. What on earth does 
it matter?” 


‘Citiosity,” murmured the Professor. 
your curiosity for a more fitting 
time’ barked Hecker. “Gentlemen,”— 
bsmanner became forensic, as if he were 
ing 4 jury—‘what we listened to 
st from Mr. Chariton was a 
Mm of murder—unconscious, per- 

fit Nevertheless a confession.” 
you!” cackled Mrs. Betterfield 
“The ouija! S. V. C! 





seas altered the second. initial,” 
M@the Professor. “Quite typical! 
tal!” 


he spoke to me, his eyes 

f on Hecker. Through the 

‘Btoup of negroes outside, an- 

other wave of emotion fanned at the 

Piet touch of spiritism. The lawyer 
raged his arm and pointed at Charlton. 

Charlton,” he declaimed, “I 

charge you with the deliberate and unpro- 

Voked of Peter Delano. I shall | 

ee under arrest.” 

rp Charlton got slowly to his 
ae 

volver fiom his pocket, 

Hecker cocked and lifted it. Instantly | 
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eat is the timely title of a 
. ward Mott Woolley 
Mext issue that every | 
°8man should read and 


sands will take toheart. 
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‘Tis the thrill 


UT of “the rainbow gleams of her youthful 

dreams”’ has come The Great Reward! The 

happy sequel to all her burning hopes—her 
eager aspirations! The magazine editor has accepted 
her story. His letter brings the happy news. 

She moves as one in a daze. “Can it really be 
true?’’ she asks herself over and over. And allthe 
while she glows with the = of authorship, her 
aspiring spirit transformed in the bewilderment of 
this new triumph. ’Tis life’s deepest moment for her. 

She has crossed the Golden Rubicon! Enthralled, 
she stands upon the threshold of a New Life! She 
is at last—‘AN AUTHORESS.” The story she has 


| written, filled with fresh, bright realism, stirring 


incident and sparkling dialogue—written out of her 
very heart—painted in glowing words upon the 
Screen of Romance, will be read by thousands! 

But yesterday, in her girlish fancy, she deeply 
envied those who iive and move in that fascinating 
sphere, the Realm of Authorship. 


But yesterday her life was a dull, drear grind in 
a department store. Her girl’s soul was slowly 
shriveling. The drab, grey life was deadening ever 
spark of hope within her. Thinking of her yout 
and yearnings, she would oft’ hopefully repeat to 
herself these lines from some beautiful book, “It 
is the Spring! It is the Spring! And Life is so FULL 
of Flowers! Ah, surely some of them are MINE!’ 
But there was the monotony, the dull servitude, 
from 8 to 6—it never varied—it went on and on 
and on—a dumb fate that seemed to stare her in 
the face forever, just as it might be pictured in a 
story by O. Henry. 

Not that all girls are waheeee who work in 
stores, but she—she dreamed of higher things. She 
wanted more out of life than a humdrum existence. 
Why should Success be a thing OTHERS could 
attain and not she? She had two good hands and 
a brain—she was intelligent, observing, and though 
not a genius, surely she could learn to write stories 
as good as hundreds she had seen. 


One day her sweet-faced little mother noticed a 
small advertisement in a magazine. It said: ‘‘Free 
to writers—this wonderful book. Tells How to 
Write Plays and Stories.”” ‘‘Here, Dorothy dear,” 
said Mrs. Dean, “‘here is something about writing 
plays and stories. Here’s a concern offering a 
free book on the subject. Why not get it? See 
what they can do for you. You never can tell— 
maybe you really CAN learn how to write the 
way you've dreamed so long, and just think how 
wonderful that would be!” 


The Authors’ Press has this young woman’s 
letter on file. She wrote for our free book—and 
the picture above tells the happy sequel. 


This is a true story, as startling as it is roman- 
tic, and here is the most startling thing of all 
—a remarkable discovery that will thrill ambitious 
men and women of all ages throughout the world! 
The discovery is that: MILLIONS OF PEOPLE 
CAN WRITE STORIES AND PHOTO- 
PLAYS AND DON’T KNOW IT! 


For years the mistaken idea prevailed that you 
had to have a special knack in order to write. 
People said it was a gift, a talent. Some imagined 
om had to be an Emotional Genius with long 

air and strange ways. They discouraged attempts 
of ambitious people to express themselves. 


Yet only recently a great English literary authority 
declared that ‘“‘nearty all the English-speaking race 
want to write! It’s a craving for self-expression, 
characteristic of the present century.” 

So a new light has dawned that will gladden the 
hearts of “‘all the English-speaking race who want 
to write.” Astounding new psychological experi- 
ments have revealed that “the average person” 
may learn to write!! Yes, write stories Sad ghate- 
plays; thrilling, human, life-like; filled with heart- 
throbs, pathos, passion, pain. 

You may learn it just as you may learn anything 
else under the sun! There are certain simple, easy 
principles to guide you—new methods that produce 


(My story's accepted!" 
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ing moment of her life 


astoffishing results for beginners. A remarkable New 
System, covering every phase of writing, has been 

rfected by a great literary bureau at Auburn, 

ew York, which is now busy night and day 
supplying this information broadcast. And this 
New Method of writing stories and pare is 
everybody’s property. Not forthe select few. Not for 
those soeaely ifted. Not for the rich or fortunate 
but for-men and women of ordinary education and 
ho writing experience whatever—thousands upon 
thousands who don’teven DREAM they can write! 


This institution at Auburn is the world’s school 
for inexperienced authors—a literary' institute for 
all humanity. And EVERYBODY is taking up 
the idea of WRITING. The fascination 
swept the country by storm! People are dumb- 
founded at the ease with which they learn to write! 


Shakespeare said: ‘All the world’s a stage and 
all the men and women merely players.” Life’s 
stage all around you is filled with people and in- 
cidents that will make stories without number. 
From the great Screen of Humanity and its 
changing tide of Human Emotions—Love, Hatred, 
Jealousy, Happiness—you can create endless in- 
teresting plots for stories and photoplays. This 
tide flows on in an Endless Stream of Circum- 
stance — like Tennyson’s brook —forever! Every 

erson you know is a type, a character. “Every 
es has a story.” And those who dwell within 
have impulses, ideas, hopes, fears, fancies that 
furnish material for you. The daily soraaaee 
are filled to the brim. The Footlights of Fate 
reflect scenes and incidents for the Pen of Realism. 

There is nothing that so dominates the heart 
and mind as the fascination of WRITING. It 
gives you a new power, a new magic, that charms 
all those around you. It lends a new attraction to 
your entire personality. Authorship carries with it 
new honors, admiration, respect —in addition to 
glorious material rewards. 

THERE IS A NEW BOOK AWAITING YOU 
THAT AMAZES EVERY READER — and the 
most amazing thing of ail is —IT’S FREE! This 
new book is pone glad sunshine into the lives of 
aspiring people who want to become writers. Within 
its covers are revelations for doubting beginners that 
have caused a sensation everywhere, because it is 
crowded with things that gratify your expectations— 
good news that is dear to the heart of all those 
aspiring to write; illustrations that enthuse; stories 
of success, brilliant instances of literary fame coming 
unexpectedly; new hope, encouragement, helps, hints 
—things you’ve long wanted to know! 

“The Wonder Book for Writers” tells how stories and 
plays are conceived, written, perfected, sold. How 
many suddenly realize they can write, after years of 
doubt and indecision. How the scenario stars began. 
How they quickly rose to fame and fortune. ow 
ordinary incidents become thrilling stories and yore 
through these New Easy Methods that simplify 
everything! How one’s imagination properly direct~ 
ed may — glory and greatness. How to really test 
your natural writing ability. How stories and plays 
are built up step by step. How to turn Uncertainty 
into Success. 

This book and all its secrets are yours! You may havea 
copy absolutely free. You need notsendapenny. Youn 
not feel obligated. You need not hesitate for ANY reason, 
The book will be mailed to you without any charge whatever. 

There is no need to let your laudable ambition stand still 
—no need to starve the Noble Flame that burns at the Altar 
of your Dearest Hope—no need to wait, to wish—to merel: 
dream of being a writer. Your golden chance is HER 
AND NOW! Get your pencil—ase the coupon below. 


The Authors’ Press, Dept. '~* Auburn, N. Y. 
Send me ABSOLUTELY FREE **The Wonder Book for 
Writers.”” This does not obligate me in any way. 


Street .... 


City and State... ..cccccccccccccccceccsccccccees 
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| Bottom Price, on easy credit terms. Take 


advantage of this amazing offer TODAY! 
Only $2.00 a month! You take no risk 
whatever. Accept ri ng only AFTER you 
have examined it and are satisfied you 
have received the most for your money. 
SWEET’S policy: You must be satisfied 


or no sale. 
No Security! No Red Tape! 
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everything. Get the beautiful things you 
want NOW-—pay later on easy credit 
terms. Write for details of Great Ring 
Offer, Request Blank and Free Catalog, 
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The secret of ayouthful face ff 
will be sent to any woman 
who has any kind of facial 
distigurement caused_ b; 

age. Every woman who has 


single facial defect 


should know about these 
remarkable 


: 
Beauty Exercises 

which remove wrinkles, 

crow’s feet. fill up hollows, 

give roundness to scrawny 

necks, clear up sallow skins 

and restore the charm of girl- 

hood beauty. Nocreams, mas- Y 

sage. masks, plasters, straps, \ 

vibrators or other artifical means. 


Results Guaranteed 


Wee for this Free Book which tells just 
to do to make your complexion smooth and beautiful. Write 
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Professor Rainey blocked the muzzle with 
his body. So close was he that the grim 
little mouth all but touched his waistcoat. 

“Stand out of the way!” shouted 
Hecker. 

“Please to put your weapon up, Mr. 
Hecker,” said Rainey in a tone of mild 
protest. 

“Tf you undertake to protect a mur- 
derer, you must take the consequences!” 
Hecker’s face was twisted with rage. He 
thrust at the little Professor’s throat with 
his left hand. 

What happened next was covered from 
my eyes by the violent but quickly stilled 
movements of the two bodies. The re- 
volver fell upon the carpet, and there was 
Hecker, held helpless in the grasp of the 
psychologist. It was an amazing ex- 
hibition of strength and adroitness in that 
pudgy figure. Professor Rainey loosed 
his hold and picked up the weapon. There 
followed a still greater surprise. He 
handed it back to its owner. 

“I will be responsible for Mr. Charl- 
ton,” he said. 

Bewildered and a little cowed, Hecker 
pocketed the arm after a moment’s hesi- 
tancy. I conceived a new respect for 
psychology as a science. Obviously it 
was of more practical use than one might 
suppose. 

“Very well,” Hecker acquiesced, glad 
to save his face. “That’s satisfactory— 
until the officers arrive.” 


RAWN by the return of the searchers, | 


the other guests had assembled in 
the large room. At Hecker’s direct accu- 
sation everyone drew away from Charlton 
except Sylvia Glenn. She stood close to 
him, tall, pale, lovely and loyal. 


tures. 

“You need have no fear of my trying 
to get away,” said Charlton evenly. 
“Nothing could get me away until I’m 
cleared. You've accused me of killing 
Peter Delano. Now you've got to make 
good on it.” 

“Where were you last night?” retorted 
the lawyer. 

“Right here at this place.” 

“You didn’t sleep in your bed.” 

“T was restless and went to a ham- 


'mock which I have slung in a palmetto 


patch near the spring.” 

“Even if we accept that unlikely tale, | & 
what proof is there that you stayed there 
all night?” 

“TI didn’t stay there all night.” 

“No? Where were you the rest of the 
night ?” 

“T don’t know,” replied Charlton. 

“You don’t know! Why don’t you 
know?” 

“Wait a moment,” I interposed. “If 
Mr. Charlton is charged with murder, 
surely it is not fair that he should be ex- 
posed to the unofficial and unwar- 
ranted—” 

“Oh, let him go on,” broke in Charl- 
ton impatiently. “I’m just as anxious 
to have the facts brought out as anyone 
else.” 

“You don’t know,” repeated the cross- 
examiner. ‘Most of us know where we 
spend our nights.” 

“IT think I was walking in my sleep 
part of the time.” 

“Ah! Laying the foundation of your 


” 





Hecker | 
glanced at them with hatred in his fea- 
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defense? iossibly you’d like us to be- 

hee saviaid and shot down 
jn your sleep.” 

Nawyer’s suggestion was, of course, 
* Yet for the moment I saw the 

Mea terrific surmise stiffen Charl- 









® he began; but he broke off, 
his head indeterminately. 
can’t tell how you spent 
: T will tell you,” continued the 
minted prosecutor venomously. 
1 Under pretense of going to 
iy, you sneaked down to the dock, 
mr canoe and paddled down the 
Soom River and up-river to Hang- 
me. There you waited for De- 
Pin the moonlight he was a fair 















But 





i miss him, and you didnt. 






ito save himself. Or perhaps you 
mied to the bridge, pushed the body 

‘and thrust it under the hyacinths.” 
“aving first robbed it?” The inquiry 
was in the psychologist’s mild voice. 

"The body wasn’t robbed,” retorted 
Hecker, with a note of triumph. 
fomd the roll of bills intact—nearly four 
pudred dollars. Therefore the motive 












wey Oe else—jealousy, for ex- 
> ample.” His face provided a vivid illus- 
s principle, imard Sylvia. “Or maybe it was re- 


fie upon a man he couldn’t stand up 
io on fair and equal terms.” 

"Go on,” invited the Professor. 
mike out an interesting case.” 
The authorities will find 


“You 


tition of that emotion as he glanced 
‘2. 3 


ies promise you. Having finished the job, 
ee Gi murderer, whom you seem so keen 
ologists and @ defending, Professor, paddles com- 
pn oe fortably back, comes ashore and sets his 
"you ate not canoe adrift.” 

—— “Why?” The Professor’s voice was 

mst blandly interested. 

00 Mow do I know?” returned the other 
Pt of Be ony, I know the fact, but not 


“Still, it would be an odd thing for him 

do,” pointed out the psychologist, 

the missing canoe might direct sus- 

fidon, whereas if it were in its place, no 

A Oe Would think of it.” 

Ym “Murderers do odd and stupid things,” 

Tt as “Otherwise fewer 

ZiAil S t. For example, Charl- 

to Playtle ms own obvious references to the 
J LELE murder this morning.” 

*B  ‘Odd, 


aid, 8 you justly say, Mr. Hecker. 










beautiful Hae He Atd oddest of all is the bi 
the : s the bit of local 

cd abe which he repeated.” 

ap 4) pave lo time for insignificant trifles 
mae teen Hecker. 
ly set A Dufely not insignificant—a verse which 
aia ben — recalls or has ever heard | 
sons ad #8 cept one very old negro. Of quite 
tee pe = mterest, in the circumstances!” 
rily or rl = “cumstances are that Charlton 
DP tisappears at night, returns in the morn- 





trom of his is killed in that time, 






jow = § totally unable to account for 
f Music, Ine himself and his actions. Add to that his 
athe Contession, the Ittepressible outburst of 






“No,” said Sylvia Glenn. 

Everyone tumed toward her. The air 
— uNspoken questions. The 
i. Seemed waiting. 

© acount for Mr. Charlton’s 












Has he stepped onto the bridge. You | 


had strength enough left to jump | 


“We | 
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Tll Teach You Piano 
In Quarter Usual Time 





|To persons who have not pre- 
viously heard of my method, 
this may seem a pretty bold 
| statement. But I will gladly 
| convince you of its accuracy 
| by referring you to any number 
of my graduates in any part 
of the world. 


There isn’t a State in the Union that 
doesn’t contain a score or more skilled 
players of the piano or organ who obtained 
their entire training from me by mail. I 
have far more students than were ever 
before taught by one man. Investigate by 
writing for my 64-page free booklet, “How 
to Learn Piano or Organ.” 

My way of teaching piano or organ is 
entirely different from all others. Out of 
every four hours of study, one hour is spent 
entirely away from the keyboard—\earning 
something about Harmony and the Laws of 
Music. This is an awful shock to most 
teachers of the “old school,” who still think 
that learning piano is 
solely a problem of 
“finger gymnastics.” 
When you do go to the 
keyboard, you accom- 
plish twice as much, 
because you understand 
what you are doing. 
Within four lessons I 
enable you to play an 
| interesting piece not 
¥ only in the original 
key, but in all other 
keys as well. 


} ‘I make use of every 
"| possible scientific help 
— many of which are 
entirely unknown to the 
average teacher. My 
patented invention, the 
COLOROTONE, 
sweeps away playing 
difficulties that have 
troubled students for 
generations. By its use, 
Transposition—usually 
a “nightmare” to 
students — becomes 
easy and’ fascinating. 
| With my fifth lesson I 
introduce another im- 
portant and exclusive 
invention, QUINN- 
DEX. Quinn-Dex isa 
} simple, hand-operated 
moving picture device, 
which enables you to 
see, right before your 
eyes, every movement 
of my hands at the 
keyboard. You actually 
see the fingers move. 
Instead of having to 
reproduce your teach- 
| er’s finger movements 

from MEMORY— 
| which cannot bealways 











Marcus Lucius Quinn 


Conservatory of Music 
| Studio BJ, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass- 




















DR. QUINN AT HIS PIANO 
From the Famous Sketch by Schneider, 
Exhibited at the St. Louis Exposition 


accurate—you have the correct models 
before you during every minute of practice. 
The COLOROTONE and QUINN-DEX save 
you months and years of wasted effort. 
They can be obtained only from me, and 
there is nothing else, anywhere, even 
remotely like them. 


Men and women who have failed by all 
other methods have quickly and easily 
attained success when studying with me. 
In all essential ways you are in closer touch 
with me than if you were studying by the 
‘)ral method—yet my lessons cost you only 43 
cents each — and they include all the many 
recent developments in scientific teaching. 
For the student of moderate means, this 
method of studying is Jar superior to all 
others, and even for the wealthiest students 
there is nothing better at any price. You 
may be certain that your progress is at all 
times in accord with the best musical 
thought of the present day, and this makes 
all the difference in the world. 

My Course is endorsed by distinguished 
musicians who would not recommend any 
course but the best. It is for beginners or 
experienced players, old or young. You 
advance as rapidly or as slowly as you wish, 
All necessary music is supplied without 
extra charge. A diploma is granted. Write to- 
day, without cost or obligation, for 64- 
free booklet,“How to Learn Piano or Organ.” 
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movements last night,” she copie 
steadily. 

“Where was he?” ” demanded Hecker 

“In my cottage.’ 

Again there was stricken silence, Thy 
old Miss French hissed, in a long Whisper 

“Shameless !”’ 

“I’m not ashamed,” said the gitl Ay 
if ever I saw pride and high courage aj 
purity in arms against a deadly Challeng 
they were in her face. 

“Sylvia!” cried Charlton, ci 
“A touch of the theatrical” 
Hecker in a rather hollow voice. thd 
if Miss Glenn will pardon me, rather 
stale and unconvincing attempt at g 

alibi.” 

“Yes—yes!” said Charlton eagerly, aj 
for once making common cause with hi 
prosecutor. “There isn’t a word of ing 
in it. I should, of course, remember} 
if I had seen Miss Glenn.” 

“I’m not sure that you did see m' 
answered the girl, smiling wanly, “Yo 
eyes were open, but you seemed ini 
trance. You stumbled against the bd 
steps, and I went out, and after thig 
to rouse you by speaking to you, brougk 
you in. It is sometimes dangerous to: 
somnambulist to wake him too roughly.” 

“You have courage, Miss Sylvia,” sii 


| the Professor. 


“T’ve had experience. I nursed over 
seas in the war, and have handled psyco 
pathic cases. I got Mr. Charlton tol 
down on the sofa, and he closed his es 
and seemed to be resting. In the mom 
ing he was gone.” 

Miss French sniffed audibly and wit 
obvious signification. In the express 
of Mrs. Betterfield I could see the form 
Jation to further queries for ouija to# 
swer. Hecker who had looked pum 
and downcast, now showed signs of t 
newed determination. 

“For the moment accepting your sialt 
ment, Miss Glenn—” 

“T tell you it isn’t true,” assert 
Charlton obstinately. 

“Can you tell us what time it was wie 
the ac—when Mr. Charlton arrived?” 

“Two-thirty. I looked at my watd- 
a nurse’s habit.” ; 

“Rather fast time to have made imi 
canoe from Hanging Bridge if the shoot 
ing was at one-fifteen, observed Pro 
fessor Rainey. There was a tou af 
malicious enjoyment in his voice. 

“He may have come back by ma 
said Hecker doggedly. “In that case be 
.could have made it, you'll admit.” 

“Easily. And in that case he abi 
doned the canoe in Doom River.” 

“Obviously.” 

“And it should be found stranded # 
the river or drifted into the lake.” 

“As it doubtless will be.” 

“Permit me an exception to 
‘doubtless.’ Is your case concluded: 

“For the present. I shall tum vs 
notes to the prosecuting official for 
in Charlton’s trial.” wt 

“If that interesting event eve 
place,” returned the other, an 

“Meantime, Mr. Hecker, let mec id 
to your consideration the subject of 
proverbs in verse. 

; AS that afternoon a sherif’s ot 
from Jasonville arrived, having 


by train to the railroad station 
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After talking with Hecker, he 
himself to guard Sherwood Charlton, 
without putting the suspect under 
gnest. Shortly after his arrival Profes- 
sot Rainey disappeared. It was almost 
.fime when he returned, with a 
igce upon which I noted the first evidence 
of discomposure. ¥. 
“fs anything wrong?” I asked, draw- 
ing him aside. ’ é 
“There is—that infernal ouija board. 
jis message has spread, and the turpen- 
finecamp is discussing the charge of the 
girits accusing Mr. Charlton of the 
” 


“You've been over to the camp?” 

“Tye just come from there. You re- 
member that obese old ruffian and the 
ull, lank cripple who told Mr. Delano 
about the turkeys?” 

“Yes, Tapley and—I've forgotten the 
lame man’s name.” 

“Carshaw—Saul Carshaw. And a pre- 
cous pair of rascals they are. They are 
initing the others to come over here this 

and lynch our young friend. So 
much,” he added bitterly, “for a danger- 
qs toy and a pair of fools who do not 
comprehend unconscious muscular re- 
flex,” 


“Do you think they’ll come?” 

“I fear it. Young Delano was popular 
with the turpentiners. The pair of rascals 
lave overruled the objections of the 
(amp foreman, who is the strongest man 
in the lot, and who, I think, dislikes and 
dstrisis them, an element of possible 
importance. Mr. Hecker’s revolver,” ob- 
served the psychologist with a wry smile, 
“may yet have opportunity to prove its 
value,” 

“But the women!” I exclaimed. “We 
must get them out of the way, if there is 
to be a fight.” 

“T shalt lay the situation before a com- 
mittee of the whole immediately.” 

The whole white populace of the place 
was all removed at once- to the sitting- 
oom. Professor Rainey laid before them 

information and suspicions. Old 

Miss Gardner burst into frightened tears. 

“They'll burn down the house, as, they 
my grandfather’s,” she wept. 

spe - ee full of triumphant 

ea arlton. “It might sug- 

st itself to Mr. Charlton’s mind,” = 

sid smoothly, “to escape while there is 

tme and relieve us of the danger of his 


tm aly a few hours before a 

rvous wreck, was now quite 

li himself in the face of a mani- 
peril. “Certainly,” he said. “Will 

i loan me a gun?” 

via G he goes, I go with him,” said Syl- 


V 


Her tone was as cool and qui i 
e was quiet as if 
Fad discussing the weather. Yet the 
a Passionate avowal of love could 
a no clearer meaning. Hecker 
elk. the Before Charlton could 
ey sheriff's officer stepped for- 
Was 2 lank, sallow young man, 
Th ee eyes and a soft drawl. 
is ny business, now, ladies and 
Por he announced. “Mr. Charl- 
You My prisoner, suh.” 
gm Put him under arrest?” asked 


“Anyone as gits him has to take 
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y It Is kasy 


1000 


a Year in Sellin 


Some amazing stories of men who suddenly 
jumped from small pay jobs to magnificent 
How any man can 
quickly qualify for this big money field, 
simply by knowing the Secrets of Selling. 


earnings as Star Salesmen. 


By J. E. GREENSLADE 


OW could a man who had worked for 

years in a railroad job at small pay, 

suddenly become a Star Salesman and 
earn $1,562.00 in thirty days? 

How could a man who had been em- 
ployed on the Capitol Police Force in Wash- 
ington, step into a Selling position and earn 
$1,800.00 in six weeks? 


How could a man who had never earned 
more than $60 a month at routine work 
transform himself into a Salesman and 
clear $524.00 in two weeks? 


Do you doubt that these instances actually 
occurred? Then read the proof in the 
words of these men themselves—their origi- 
nal letters are on file and ready to be shown 
to anyone interested. The following are 
reproductions, word for word, of letters 
from the men whose amazing jumps to quick 
and big success as Star Salesmen are cited 
above: 


Here is what C. W. Campbell, of Greens- 
burg, Pa., writes: 


**My earnings for the past thirty days are 
$1,562.00, and I won Second Prize in March 
although I only worked two weeks during that 
month.’* 


This is an extract from the letter written 
by J. P. Overstreet, of Dallas, Texas, for- 
merly of the Capitol Police Force, of Wash- 
ington, D. C.: 


**My earnings for March were over $1,000 and 
over $1,800 for the last six weeks, while last 
week my earnings were $356.00. I travel eleven 
months out of the year, working five days each 
week. 

“The N.S. T. A. dug me out of arut where I 
was earning less than $1,000 a year and showed 
me how to make a success.”’ 


And this is what George W. Kearns, of 
107 W. Park Place, Oklahoma City, Okla- 
homa, writes: 


“1 bad never earned more than $60.00 a: month, 
Last week I cleared $306.00 and this week 
$218.00. You have done wondefs for mic.’ 


And these are only a few of such letters that have been 
received from men in all parts of the country. 


What is the secret of their amazing, quick success? 
What is the mysterious force that has lifted them out of 
the rut of small pay, routine work and placed them in the 
ranks of the Star Salesmen, with greater earnings than 
they had ever hoped to attain? Ask them the secret of 
their success? They will answer: “ The N.S. T. A.” 


$10,000 a Year Selling Secrets 


The National Salesmen'’s Training Association is an 
organization of top-notch Salesmen and Sales Managers 
formed expressly for the purpose of fitting men, regard- 
less of their previous experience, for big jobs in the field 
of Salesmanship. The amazing Secrets of Sefling that it 
hes imparted to hundreds of men have enabled them, 
almost over-night, to leave behind foreverthe drudgery and 
small pay of blind alley jobs that led nowhere, and realize 
real money—big money—as Star Salesmen. Thousands 
of clerks, bookkeepets,mechanics and men from all walksof 


life have learned these 
Secrets of Selling and 
ate now earning up to 
$10,000 a year and more, 

Yet if you had told 
these men that such 
magnificent success 
awaited them in the 
field of Selling, they 
would have laughed at 
you—they would have 
told you that it was 
absurd to think of their 


Send Me Your Name 

becoming Salesmen, for | have shown hundreds of men 
they had never sold a how to step from small-pay jobs 
dime's worth of goods into the big money class in one 


in their life. quick jump. $10,000 a year— 
: yes, and more—has come to 

And so it would have men as a result of writing to me. 
been if it had not been Just let me send you the whole 
for the N. S. T. A, #mazing proof—entirely free of 
System of Salesmanship a ag . a 
Training and Free Em- . eT, 


ployment Service. This organization has fitted hundreds 
of men for big Selling positions—has taken them from 
obscure places in the world and made Star Salesmen of 
them—has made it amazingly easy for them to earn bigger 
money than they had ever dreamed possible. How? 


. + J * * 
The Turning Point in Their Lives 
Listen, you men who Sell, and you men who have never 
had a day’s Selling experience! There are certain funda- 
mental rules and principles of Selling that every Star 
Salesman knows and uses. There is a way of doing every- 


thing that makes success easy and certain. There is a 
Science of Salesmanship. 


Once you know these fundamental rules and principles, 
you are qualified to take your place in the ranks of the 
Star Salesmen. If you are earning less than $10,000 a 
year, then read the following carefully. 


The success of the men whose letters are quoted above 
—and the success of hundreds of others like them—dates 
from the day they mailed the coupon—a coupon just like 
the one shown at the bottom of this page. 


This coupon brought them, just as it will bring to you, 
an amazing story of the way-to quick success in Salesmian- 
ship. It brought them complete and irrefutable proof 
that they, too, no matter what they were doing or what 
their past experience had been, could quickly become 
Star Salesmen. 


Let Me Send You Free Proof 


Just as soon as I receive the coupon I will send you a 
copy of my Book on Salesmanship-—I will tell you all about 
the big opportunities that I can open to you—I will show 
you the amazing stories of the wonderful quick success 
others have won through my help—I will explain how the 
Free Employment Service of the N. S. T. A. has placed 
others in splendid Selling positions and how it will do 
the same for you, as soon as you are qualified and ready. 

For your own sake you should tear out the coupon NOW 
—before you turn this page—and mail it TODAY. Address: 

National Salesmen’s Training Association 
Dept. 22-R Chicago, IIL, U. S. A. 
National Sal ’s Training A iati 

Dept. 22-R, Chicago, Ill, U.S. A. 

With no obligation on my part, please send meA 
Knight of the Grip’? and full information about the 
N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship Training ‘and Free 
Employment Service. Also a list,showing lines of busi- 
ness with opening for salesmen. 
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OR years, people have associated Spen- 
cerian Pens with smoothness and writing 
ease. And rightly so. 


Whether for the young undeveloped hand of a 
child or the experienced hand of business or profes- 
sional people, there is a style of Spencerian Pen to 
exactly meet the particular personal requirements, 
and give the responsiveness and writing freedom so 
much desired. 


SPENCERIAN 


PERSONAL 


Steel Pens 





SPANISH 


Salesmen, Bookkeepers, Clerks, Stenographers, 
can increase their earning power thru a knowledge 
of Commercial Spanish. The South American field, 
now opening up on a tremendous scale, offers splen- 
did inducements to men and women who understand 
Spanish. The LaSalle Home Training Course gives 
you a mastery of Spanish in a surprisingly short 
time. Instruction can be carried on during your 
spare time without interference with regular work. 
Every week you let hours slip away in which you 
could easily learn Spanish and qualify for a respon- 
sible position with some large American exporting 
firm desirous of increasing their Latin-American 
business. Write for catalog completely describing 
our Home Study Plan and the opportunities open to 
those having a knowledge of Commercial Spanish, 
LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept, 1066-S Chicago 

*The Largest Business T+ aining InstituzionintheWorld" 
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i TEACH YOU 
TO PLAY 
BY EAR 


in A FEW 
MONTHS TIME 





You need not bea musical genius, ~ 
need not have any unusual talent, to 


LEARN THE PIANO 


If you just havean ear for music—can remem- 
ber a tune and will devote a little of your 
spare time to practice, you can soon be play- 
ing popular music, songs, jazz and ragtime 

y ear—and do it with ease. 

Beginners and musicians say my original 
method is the easiest, quickest and most 
interesting ever devised. No tiresome do- 
re-mi or scales to learn; just a few simple 
principles that any one can easily follow. 
Rapid progress from the start astonishes 
every pupil. 

Complete course includes twenty lessons 
that you can easily understand and quickly 
master; costs no more than is usually charged 
for a few hours of personal instruction. 
Easy terms if you wish. Start now and 
be playing and entertaining your friends 
by winter. 

Write today for interesting free booklet, 
letters from students and full particulars. 

Ronald G. Wright, Director 


Niagara School 
of Music 


DEPT. 304 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 











In order to test the qual- 
tty of Spencerian Pens, 
in order to find your 
particulary style, send 
10 cents for 10 different 
sample pens and a pen 
holder. 

Address: 


SPENCERIAN PEN CO. 


349 Broadway, New York 





and we willsend youa Rosebrite free for 
10 days’ wear. This wonderful new gem 
has all the sparkling fire, the dazzling 
beauty and is cut, polished and flaw- 
less, just like the most costly diamonds. 
Mounted in beautiful solid gold ring, 
men’s or women’s style. 





WE TEACH 
COMMERCIAL 


ART 


The Meyer lléze-ig conducted as a 
Department of the tlie Both Company, the 
most widely known commercial.art organiza- 
tion in the field, who produced and sold last 
ear over 12,600 commercial. drawings—: 
y the leading advertisers of the United States 


- and Canada. 


YOU get the benefits of 19 years’ successful 
experience in this course—and are taught 
the very fundamentals which en- 
abled this organization to domi- 
nate its field. To give you facts 
you ought to know about this 
intensely interesting, highly paid 
profession—(equally open to men 
and women )—we will send our special 
book, “YOUR OPPORTUNITY,” if you will 
pay half the cost of mailing—4c in stamps. 


Meyer Both College of Commercial Art 
Address Dept. 10 . 


N. E. Cor. Michigan Ave. at 
20th St., ~ CHICAGO, ILL. 
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“Then take him away from hep 
quickly as possible before the 


| comes,” urged the lawyer. 


“T don’t reckon that’s quite g ¢ 
done,” returned the other in his pu 
tones. “I reckon if the turpentine 
to anythin’, they'll have the roads 
trails all guarded before now. No: 
rather fight from -cover.” 

“Please, Mr. Officer,” pleaded J 
Gardner, “can’t you take him some. 
where? You surely don’t expect p% 
able to defend this place against a mit 

“No’m, not very good,” admitted 
other. “But I’m aimin’ to try, Ad 
you gentlemen wishes to help, he's x 
come. 

“What about the storehouse at thea 
of the pier,” suggested Gardner, jy 
got a rifle and a shotgun. A few ofy 
ought to be able to hold that for Quite 
while.” 

“That’s a notion, Mr, Gardner” 
proved the deputy. “Mr. Charlton, a 
we'll be movin’ on. Who goes along i 
company? 

“T do,” said Sylvia Glenn, 

“Nom,” controverted the officer m 
gretfully, “I can’t let you—not but wi 
I'd like to. You're a brave lady, mam’ 

“Where he goes, I go,” returmed i 
girl steadily, “unless you restrain me hy 
force.” 

“I'd sure-ly hate to do that, ma'am’ 
began the deputy respectfully, when ti 
question was settled beyond appeal § 
the arrival of a terrified but emia 
negro boy. 

“They’s comin! They’s comin! Thi 
a hund’ed of ’em trampin’ up the rol 


ESS than a dozen men appeared, 

bear out this estimate. Among the 
were Tapley and Carshaw, and a bali 
intelligent looking fellow whom I toki# 
be the foreman. Access to the pier 
now cut off. The sheriff's deputy mm 
his disposition in quick, soft orders, a 
had stepped forward to close and bari 
door when Professor Rainey ad 
him. 

“T should like to meet and talk wi 
these men on the porch outside.” 

The deputy stared. “They'll kill yt 
suh.” 

“I don’t think so. You see, 1 im 
some of them. The foreman seams! 
very decent fellow.” re 

“What’s your notion? Just am" 
delay em?” 

“No. I venture to think I my? 
suade them that they are follow! 
false trail.” ; 

The officer shrugged his shoulders i 
can’t do no harm,” he admitted. “Int 
—if you aint afraid.” 

“T9 say that I am not afraid would 
hardly accurate,” replied the psy 

He turned to look at Sylvia 
long, quiet, hungry look, without 
and without appeal. And suddealy 
a shock, I understood. The tragedy 
was that even in that great mom 
his courage she had no eyes for Me 
for anyone or anything m the pe 
world but Sherwood Charlton, WH 
she stood hand-clasped on the samt 

The little professor opened 
A hand fell on his arm. i 

“Take this,” said Hecker, pitt 
revolver into the other's hatt 5 
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; would be useless,” answered the 
S ee “Nevertheless I thank you.” 
He stepped out into the dusk and 
the door quite carefully after him. 
Te deputy sheriff took up a covered 
‘ion in a corner window commanding 
e before the steps. The little 
nob advanced silently, a bad sign. 
“Good evening, gentlemen,” we heard 
ie Professor say in his mild, scholar’s 
wie. “I should like to have a few 


from hen 
ore the 


quite s ¢ 

in his px 
pentiners is 
the roads 
10w. No: 


pleaded j 
e him g 























expect ty gli words with you.” : 

ainst amie “Stand out o’ the way,” barked a 

' admitted a yoice, “We want a man named Charl- 

) try. ton.” 

help, he’s wi © “He is inside, and will be produced on 
demand. But first, give me three min- 

use at the eile utes.” 

ardner, ‘yl “No—no talk!” was the uncompromis- 

A. few of a ing answer. 

hat for quite “Mr Foreman, I appeal to you. You're 
3 good American. You fought in the 

Gardner,” gil war, as I did. You believe in fair play. 

Charlton, shi All that I ask is three minutes. Is that 

goes along faim much?” 

The foreman turned to his followers. 
in, We've got the place surrounded,” he 
the officer mim sid. “Give this man his chance.” 

—not but wai “I thank you. Shake hands on the 
> lady, ma'am’ bargain.” 

” returned i He shook the foreman’s hand with 
restrain me 9% solemnity, then stretched his own out to 

the gross.and unwieldy Tapley. For a 
that, ma’am—@% second that ancient hesitated, then thrust 
‘ully, when t#% forth his hand. Apparently the Profes- 
ond appeal HEE sor must have gripped it violently, for 
1 but enuliil I heard a grunt of involuntary protest. 

Professor Rainey stepped briskly to the’ 
comin! The porch again. 

"up the rt “Mr, Foreman: when did Carshaw and 
_ BB Tapey return from Jasonville?” 

n appeared, “By the-evenin’ train,” said the fore- 

. Among i man, “How did you know they was to 

, and a baliShi the city?” 

vhom I took Wl “What's this to do with the man we 

to the pier "HE come to git?” growled Carshaw. “I’m 

s deputy m ” 

oft orders “caim my three minutes,” said the 

ose and bar tHE Professor, 

iney adds "Go ahead,” said the foreman, his in- 
ie “test already enlisted. 

and talk 7 was after the news had been 

ons phoned to the city that Delano’s body was 

“hey’ll kal yo and that a fellow-guest at Gard- 

tk ter’s was to be arrested, was it not?” 

NU See, ee "Yes suh, that was in the early evenin’ 

reman seis le papeh,” 

Just amin Mi Baal how did you go to Ja- 

ok I may 7 eee,” 7 end of the trolley- 

re following # “You didnt man sulkily. 

ei" go in Mr. Charlton’s ca- 
ders. 
ae “Trt No,” age Carshaw, stepping for- 

ttn aot say we throw this— chat- 
afraid would ® “Then why have idle-blist 
he psycholeg rfé you paddie-pDiisters 
sys Gl ~% your hands, both of you?” queried the 
~ without MOREE 7 <St0r mildly. 
| suddenly, seagaltarly Tapley thrust his hands 
he tragedy og 
eat moms man to Jasonville?” put in the fore- 
ves for hill, ha and frowning. “Why would 
© he pe doth” 
ton, with 4. avoid meeting any chance wan- 


Gant 2) Mueht be on the road from two 
an ME morning on.” 

_ you all are wrong,” declared 
> ‘They left camp shortly 
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$700 $8.00 


FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


YOU CAN SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES 


AY 


i 
AZ 
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las shoes. 
stamped on the sole. 


CAUTION.— Insist upon having Wd. Dew. ] & 


that it has not been changed or mutilated. 


The name and price is plainly 
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THAT HOLDS AE SHAPE 


$900 & $10-2° SHOES 


he bestknown 
T 


shoes in the | 


Douglas stores, 


direct from the factory to you at 
only one profit, which tees 
to you the best shoes that can be 


produced, at the lowest possible 
cost. W. L. glas name and 
the retail price are stamped on 
the bottom of all shoes before 
they leave the factory, which is 
your protection against unreason- 
able profits. 


W. L. Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are 
absolutely the best shoe values for the 
money in this country. They are made of 
the best and finest leathers that money 
can buy. They combine quality, style, 
workmanship and wearing qualities eq 

to other makes selling at higher prices. 
They are the leaders in the fashion centers 
of America. The stamped price is W. L. 
Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes 
are always worth the price paid for them. 
The prices are the same everywhere; 

cost no more in San Francisco than they 
do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the 
highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under 
the direction and supervision of experi- 
enced men, all working with an honest 
determination to make the best shoes for 
the price that money can buy. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
besides ourown stores. If your local dealer cannot ner 3 | 
you, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Sen 

for booklet telling how toorder shoes by mail, postagefree 


President 


Be careful to see 
Brockton, Mass. 
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ree Trial 


6 
Yous have any instrument with completem 
outfit, for a week’s free trial at home. No obliga- 
ion, Return it at our expense after trial if you wish. 
Outfit includes velvet lined ease, self instructor, music 
andall accessories at factory cost. A tremendous saving. 














Convenient Monthly Payments 
| Rete yn ey tng the may Ey a niatis cuallts. 
Send Coupon for Beautiful New Catalog 


Every instrument known {llustrated with price, easy terms and 
free trial blank. Catalog absolutely free. Write today. 


The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co. Dept. 1797 


117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati,O.—829 S. Wabash Ave.. Chicago 

Send me your new catalog illustrated in color with full de- 

2 tails of Wor easy 
ment off: 








litzer Complete Outfits and free trial and 
er. 
; Name 


; Address 








(State instrument you are specially interested in. ) 
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BROWNATONE 


Aiur rele (exe MP Linctel exe) 


GRAY HAIR 


to any shade 


WHat woman of forty, or 
fifty, does not mat ad to 
receive the deference every- 
where paid to feminine beauty 
vather than the reverence the 
world accords to old age? 


How many women entering at forty 
upon the golden period of woman's 
life with all their other attributes of 
beauty and loveliness preserved, have 
seen their brightest dreams shattered 
by the premature graying of their 
hair? 


Fortunate those thousands who 
have learned how BROWNATONE 
eliminates mouse-gray streaks and 
restores to leaden dingy hair the col- 
orful beauty and life that makes even 
the plainest young girl attractive. 


BROWNATONE 


Many a woman has found the 
whole course of her life changed by 
thistruly wonderful preparation that 
brings back to gray, faded and 
streaked hair the raven black, light 
golden tint or exact shade of brown it 
had in girlhood. Absolutely harm- 
less, it is easily applied, instant in 
results does not rub off and cannot 
be detected. 


Send ilcents 
for 
rial Bottle 


and valuable booklet 
on the care of the 

Pans | ‘4 hair. 
eee) Two colors: “Light to 
Medium Brown” and 


“Dark Brown to Black.” 
Two sizes; 50 centsand 
$1.50. 


Kenton|Bharmacal Co! 


554 COPPIN BLDG. 


COVINGTON, KY. U.S.A. 


CANADA ADDRESS — WINDSOR, ONT. 





“So much fRsumed. Mr. Delano was 
killed’ at~ one-fifteen. Shortly after two 
these men took Mr. Charlton’s canoe 
from the pier.” 

“It’s a lie,” snarled Carshaw. 

“Where were they between the time 
of leaving camp and the time they em- 
barked in the canoe?” 

“We never was in no canoe,” asserted 
Carshaw. ‘“Them’s dippin’ blisters on my 
han’s.” 

“We aint dipped since a week ago,” 
retorted the foreman. “Speak on, Mis- 
ter. Did you see ’em take the canoe?” 

“No living eye saw them, in all prob- 
ability, from the time they left Hanging 
Bridge to their arrival in the city—”’ 

“Then what are you projeckin’ at with 
your talk against honest folk?” challenged 
Carshaw. 

“But I can tell you—I think I can tell 
you something of what they did and said 
about two o'clock.” 

“Three minutes,” croaked Tapley. 
“Three minutes is up an’ more’n.” 

The foreman pushed him back, and he 
huddled close to Carshaw, whispering hur- 
riedly. 

“The two men came down the road 


’ 


| until they reached the canoe, as the down- 


bound steamer turned at the buoy,” pur- 
sued the narrator. “The electric search- 
light at her prow flooded the roadway. 
The wayfarers could not endure the light; 
they had that on their souls which made 
them feel that the light-ray was a great 
finger, pointing them out. They shrank 


back into the shadow of the palmettoes - 


fringing the sulphur spring.” 

“A lie! A lie! A lie!” wheezed the huge 
old man lamentably. 

“The prints are in the soft mud, too 
plain to be mistaken. There is the deep 
mark of a very heavy man, and the im- 
press of a twisted foot.” 

“Tweakin’ me on my haltness!” said 
the cripple in a venomous voice. “I'll 
settlé that later. Well, allowin’ we was 
there: anybody’s got a right to take a 
drink from the spring, I reckon.” 

“Certainly. Small wonder that you 
drank. Your throats were perhaps 
parched. You were nerve-wrecked—par- 
ticularly Mr. Tapley. You talked in 
whispers about what happened at Hang- 
ing Bridge. One of you, perhaps, spoke 
of the difficulty of finding anything in the 
hyacinth, and the other, I think, urged 
the large sum of money on the body—” 

“You think?” interrupted the foreman. 
“Tf you heard all this talk, whyn’t you 
know?” 

“Yes,” murmured a voice from the 
group, “what’s about all this chat and 
prate? We want the murderer.” 

“So do I, gentlemen. Nobody able to 
report the conversation accurately heard 
it. But one point which I am coming to 
presently, will be definite enough. Mr. 
Carshaw, perhaps, argued that it was 
foolish to have left the place empty- 
handed, and that if he had not surren- 
dered to Mr. Tapley’s fears, they could 
have had the money which they had 
seen displayed by Mr. Delano that noon. 
He may even have suggested that they 
return, and Mr. Tapley may have, and I 
think, did, say that the river showed red 
in the pistol-flash (here the old man 
seemed to’ be choking) and that nothing 
would induce him to venture into such 


1? 
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troubled waters. All this is more Ot leg 
hypothetical. Now we come to fact ke 
Tapley is old and full of memories, h 
ancient superstition was harrying bin i 
ternally. He gave expression to it” 
Stretching out his arms until points 
at the shaking and preposterous girth ¢ 
Tapley, the Professor recited: 


Doom River clear, 
Naught to fear. 

Doom River red 

Spews — 


“Oh, my Gawd!” shrieked the old m 
wrapping his arms over his eyes, 0h » 
Gawd! He done it. Saul done it & 
shot him on Hangin’ Bridge. From bey 
he shot him, whilst—” The oily old Voie 
failed away into mutterings and sm 
glings. 

“Saul Carshaw,” said the little Pp. 
fessor, “I charge you with the murde— 
“Tl git you first!” shouted Carshay 

He snatched at his belt. There wa; 


* dim gleam in his hand. Then he tum 


his head over his ‘shoulder and downmai 
as if selecting a suitable spot, slow 
folded his legs under him, sat down a 
rolled on his face. Not until then, si 
seemed to me, did I identify the som 
and source of the shot which the depiy 
sheriff had fired from his window, k 
walked into the stricken group. 

“This is my man,” said he, settling his 
grasp on the quivering mountain of fled 
“Vou-all boys might’s well go home mr, 
I reckon.” 

“T reckon you're right,” answered tk 
foreman, and led his followers away. 


HE little Professor walked into t 
main room and sat down, staring iit 

the fire. All of us followed and cluster! 
about except the lovers, who sat de 
and still on the dim stairway. 

“It was wonderful, Professor Raine 
said Hecker, quite meekly for so cocks 
a person. “How did you get your is 
clue?” 

“From certain elemental factors @ 
psychology,” returned the other wey 
“Such a condition of semi-trance as # 
Charlton was in, when it finds voodl & 
pression, usually upsets subconstii 
memory. Given the fact of the mut 
and his recital, in connection with * 
a question so old as to have almost 
from the memory of the locality a 
rest was simple. He must Mave 
from some local inhabitant old enough! 
have known the slave-hunts. That# 
few left. One of those few ss™ 
who knew beforehand of poor - 
wild-turkey plans, and also knew tht 
was carrying a temptingly large sum 


money. ; aes 
“The finding of the footprints? a 
and his junior but superior 
shaw was hardly necessary contahet 
tion. Fearing to go into be strange! 
river—a perfectly natura ‘ 
had they but understood local ems 
vegetation—and succumbing to @ 
stitious panic, the murderers veal 
handed to Jasonville; but 
from the newspaper that § a 
directed elsewhere, they je . 
organized the lynching-party, ‘1 
probably with good nie that Pe 
victim paid the penalty, ; 
quiries would be made. It vas {67 
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—a strike!—a chilly thrill! Nota 
trout this time—but an icy swig of 
Ward’s Lemon-Crush. 


—think of the joy in a bottle of Lemon- 
Crush or Orange-Crush pulled up from 
some cold, shady pool where it has been 
left to cool! You can forgive the fish for 
not biting. 

—and you know what you’re getting —not imita- 
tion flavors, but a blend of the delicate and lus- 
cious fruit oil pressed from sun-nurtured oranges 
or lemons, finest sugar and citric acid, the natural 
acid found in all citrus fruits. 
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; “nate coincidence that the light 
fie steamer, driving them to cover, 
“ell have disturbed the drugged man 
Gaeeentiy to induce a state of clair- 
“somnambulism. For that matter, 
“4 himself have committed quite 
iy a murder while in that condi- 
as he unwittingly found refuge 
‘4 Mins Glenn’s cottage.” 

ime French glanced toward the hall- 
Sere the lovers sat, and with spin- 
said: “Mr. Charlton has 
his life to thank you for, Pro- 

at something more.” 
‘I saw that gleam of pain on 
thologist’s mild face. “I am 
he is worthy of her,” he said 
“And I think that his malady 
pass. What he has passed 
ih. with courage, tonight is the kind 
‘mt that will serve to rehabilitate his 
‘and his confidence.” 


Mr. Betterfield came fussily forward. | 
“Tt is all quite extraordinary,” he cackled, 
“and you are to be congratulated, Profes- 
sor Rainey. But you will not, I am sure, 
fail to acknowledge the great assistance 
given by the unseen forces of the spirit 
world.” 

“Yes, indeed!” cackled his wife. “The 
most wonderful feature is the disclosures 
of ouija.” 

“I confess,” began the Professor cour- 
teously, “that I am rather at a loss—” 

“Ouija knew from the -first,” inter- 
rupted Mr. Betterfield jealously. ‘First, 
‘Trouble’ was its warning. Then ‘Mur- 
der,’ repeatedly. And finally—” 

“Finally,” exulted Mrs. Betterfield in 
triumph, “S. C.! S. C.! Saul Carshaw, 
the murderer. Can anyone remain a 
skeptic after such evidence?” 

“This time they’ve forgotten the middle 
initial,” the Professor whispered to me. 
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-on the contrary, had a whole- 

f of bears and was excited at 
proach; but at the same time she 
Merviewtheir thieving ways in such 
light, and her resentment 

deeper with each recurring theft. 

One the wolf family returned to a kill 
iO ind 4 great silvertip feeding there. 
ys tage boiled over, and she swept 

upon him with a furious burst of 


me She would have halted short of 
pbut there was no need. Breed was 
idly amazed to see the mighty 
flee down the slope with Shady 


ed knew that bears did not fear 

peven though his fighting ability far 

id that of his mate, yet a grizzly 

eiat the first sound of her voice! This 

pened his respect for Shady; the mate 

bias so helpless in many respects was 
ingly resourceful in others. 

Fmot known to Breed that bears 

med to dread the bellowing of a 

‘trail-hounds in the hills through 

ige that men followed close be- 

that the dog note in Shady’s 

ured up visions of a man with 

gun on his trail. But while 

eon Was not clear to Breed, the 

‘the mightiest grizzly took flight 

te was repeatedly proved to 

Rd after once learning her power, 

Ppermitted no bear to deprive her 

Of its meat. 

se summer advanced the pups 

0 Pack-hunt with Breed. The 

owls at night ~were- now ‘confined 

between mate and mate or 

er and pups, The life they 

sentially a family life, and they 

rests outside of the family 

Byeteed’s cry to rally a pack was 

Rased, for his own domestic duties 

eeny; and if he had sent forth the 

Rone would have answered it. 

Ss met Peg and ran with him 

mite, Dut these visits were infre- 

Me brief, each having pressing 


re 
Nee dl 


BREED one day caught the scent of 
a coyote upwind from him. This in 
itself was nothing unusual, but there was 
something vaguely familiar about it, some- 
thing that roused old memories, and sud- 
denly he thought of Cripp. He traced up | 
the scent, and as he topped the ridge, ‘he 
stopped short and bared his teeth, the 
hair rising along his spine. A _ horrid 
nightmare of a thing rose from its bed 
and leered at him. The hair had slipped 
from its body, leaving the skin shiny and 
slate blue. The ears and head were 
furred, and the legs; tufts of hair 
sprouted from the shoulders and along 
the spine, but flanks and sides were bare, 
and the long tail was rat-like, its joints 
showing through the tight-stretched skin. 
The lips were drawn back and revealed 
the blue gums receding from loosened 
teeth—the result of poison that had failed 
to kill. 

Breed knew this grisly apparition for 
Cripp. The scent was there, and the 
warped foreleg. Cripp did no* recognize 
his friend. His mind was clouded, and 
the light of insanity gleamed in his 
sunken eyes. Breed whirled and fled, and 
a weird cry sounded behind him—the 
eerie howl of a maniac. 

All through the summer the coyotes 
shunned the specter of living death that 
plodded silently up and down the valleys 
and the ridges. When it came suddenly 
through the trees, drawn by the scent of 
a fresh kill, some coyote family scattered 
swiftly and left the feast. Cripp was as 


apt to howl in broad daylight-as at night; |’ 


and the sounds were meaningless, the 
unintelligible jargon of an idiot. Every 
coyote within hearing bristled with fear 
whenever Cripp’s jabbering reached their 
ears. 

In the background of Breed’s mind the 
purpose to slay Flatear still persisted, but 
his duties prevented his spending the time 
to hunt for him. Occasional wolf-howls 
were heard back here in the hills, the calls 
of strays that had drifted down from the 








north, following the line of the hills and | 
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to match your shirts 


It’s easy to strike the proper 
color balance with your shirts 
and MOSAIN Cuff Links. 
Care in these details marks 
the well-dressed man, and in 
MOSAIN you find variety to 
meet your every need. | 


MOSAIN is the fine art of 
enamelling at its best — cuff 
links in an almost unbelieva- 
ble range of fine shade effects; 
brilliantly clear or mistily 
opaque; colorful. attractive 
and always in good taste. 


Yet MOSAIN Cuff Links 
are so moderately priced that 
anyone can afford several sets 
to match his shirts or ties. 


Ask your men’s wear dealer 
to show you MOSAIN Cuff 
Links. Consult him in select- 
ing the right combinations 
to match your shirts. When 
buying shirts, buy MOSAIN 
Links to harmonize. In 
either chain, post or snap 
styles as you prefer. 


FREEMAN-DAUGHADAY COMPANY 
Chartley, Mass. 


Makers also of MOSAIN Collar Holders 
and Pins for Soft Collars at all Dealers. 
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dont have them 


The difference between what you CAN EARN with 
their aes and what you DO EARN now is the price 
you pay. With the money you ought to get but 
don’t, you pay for any set several times over. Every 
month you can earn enough extra to pay for the set 
you n ese s bring the expert advice 
and the most modern “eneuer ved met of the 
yorit'e greatest authorities right to your home. 
They explain everything you ought to know— they 
will fit you to get more money out of the work you 
are doing now —they will fit you to hold a better 
job — oe job es want but have never been able to 
ge. our FREE examination offer below, that 
rings the books to ag without cost and guaran- 
tees your satisfacti 


Pay-Raising Books 
at Greatiy Reduced Prices 


Sconumtqnes and Business mares: Wn 
ment, 7 vol., 2700 pages, 1000 pictures. 
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Carpentry By Contracting, ‘* volumes, 
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Shipped for 7 Days’ Trial 
Write the name of the books you want on the cou- 
pon and mail it today. We will send the books at 
once, express collect, and you can use them just as 
if they were your own for a whole week. If you 
decide you don’t want to keep them, send them 
back at our expense. 


Only 75 Cents a Week 


If you like the books, as thousands of other men 
have after examination, just send us $2.80. You can 
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Machine Shop Practice, 6 volumes, 2300 
$45,00 


send the balance of the special reduced price the | 


same way—$3.00 each month. 


Start right now and fit yourself for a better job and | 
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if do. Be ready to moet it when it comes. 
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keeping well. back from the dangers of | 
the low country. Each time he beard | 
the wolf-note, the urge to kill was 
strengthened in Breed. He had heard | 
Flatear’s voice but once and so was ua- 
able to identify him by ear alone, but 
must receive added testimony through 
eyes or nose. 

Twice Breed left his family to investi- 
gate the source of these crys. One came 
from a lone female; the other from a big 
gray dog-wolf who had mated with a 


coyote, and there were five pups trailing | 
These pups | 


after the oddly assorted pair. 
were much like Breed’s own, and they 


gave proof that the coyote strain was | 
Their language | 


stronger than the wolf. 
was that of their mother. The only trace 
of wolf parentage was shown in their 
greater size and the dark fur of their 
backs. Breed’s search for his old enemy 
proved fruitless. Many things of which 
Breed was unaware had taken place on 
his old home range since he had left it; 
and Flatear, terrorized by the latest of 
these events, had slunk away to the north. 


OLLINS’ prediction had been verified. | 
The coyotes in the low country where | 


poison had been strewn broadcast on the 
range had suddenly turned from stale 
meat as from disease. Much of their 
food-supply had come from bloated sheep, 
from locoed horses and from cows that 
had eaten larkspur and died, but they 
would no longer touch these carcasses. 
Deprived of this source of food, their 
kills became more frequent, and they grew 
bolder in their raids on calves and sheep. 

Then a new and appalling menace 
reared its ugly head in the foothills, strik- 
ing not at coyotes alone but at every 
living thing. There were many coyotes 
such as Cripp, with the hair slipped from 
their hides, the ones that had survived a 
dose of poison but were unable to shake 
off its devastating after-effects. Hydro- 
phobia broke out among these, and they 
ran amuck, striking alike at friends and 
foes. Sound coyotes were turned into 
frothing fiends that helped to spread the 
wave of madness that swept across three 
States. Horses and cows died by hun- 
dreds, and it was no unusual thing for one 
mad coyote to bite fifty head of sheep 
in a single night. The five dogs that had 
harried Breed were themselves infected 
when they pulled down a mad coyote, and 
they drove poisoned fangs into forty head 
of stock before the last of the five was 
run down and shot. 

There was but one ray of hope in the 
whole dangerous business, and men seized 
on that. Bad coyotes lost their cunning 
and ran stupidly on some chosen course, 
biting every living thing that crossed their 
trails, but refusing to be turned aside 
even to avoid an approaching man. 


| Riders poured through the foothills on 
| fleet horses, shooting down the stricken 


ones, all other business suspeuded till this 
menace had been stamped out. But 
through it all the ravages among the wily 
coyotes were far less than among domes- 
tic stock. 

The spreading of coyotes over new 
territory, which had been only gradual 
before, was accelerated by the poison and 
madness that had blighted the foothills. 
Thickly settled districts far to the east, 
where coyotes had formerly appeared. but 
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You, Too, Can Hear! 
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to the wonderful results obtained from the 
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delivery charges 
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your free trial of the “Acousticon™ today. 
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amount of business inone 
making and selling popcorn 


with this machine. Profits 

Mullen of East Liberty bought two outfits recently. 

Feb. 2, said ready for third. J. R. Bert, 

Jan. 23, 1920: “Only thing I ever bought 

advertisement.” J. M. Pattilo, Ocala, wrote 

‘Enclosed find money order to pay a 

notes. Getting along fine. Crispette bate 

you claim and then some.” John 

Carolina, writes: “ Everything is 

business is growing by leaps and pine 

a section of as = town covers two; 
rispette wrappers lying | every- 

where.” It’s a good old world after 

all. Kellog $700 ahead end of 

second week. Mexiner, Baltimore, 

250 in one day. Perrin, 

380 in one day. Baker, 

3,000 packages, 

one day. 
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y, were now invaded by great 
sive against them in localities 
are were dogs on every farm, 
were safer there than on 
.. Reports that reached 
inwed that for eight hundred 





= Poison and traps could not be | 





Bh along the base of the hills 
se were quitting the flats and 


Pihrough the fastnesses of the | 


i) noted the steady flow of strange 
s¢ into the high basins of his 
In the late summer the pups 
ad one by one from the family 
"song off on business of their own. 
te the latter part of August, Breed 
s conscious of a vague sense of lone- 
This grew more pronounced, and 
vsuddenly he knew! The rally-call 
the pack rolled through the valleys 
inf echoed among the peaks, and from 
and near he heard familiar voices 
afin answer. The parental responsi- 
ws were over for one season; the 
forth on their own; and the 
shers of the pack were free to follow 
‘yellow wolf. 
i Breed ran through the hills, the 
jee gathered,“and each coyote fell into 
iad place. Peg and his mate ran close 
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i reson oly ME atihe right of Breed—but the place on 

rant ina fie ie felt was vacant. 

ae ei Was coming too. The cry for 
send for | tk had penetrated the fog that ob- 


me his reason and touched a respon- 
Echord buried deep beneath: That 
@ ws meant for him. The coyotes 
ie @ kill and feasted, but before their 
hanger had been satisfied, a living skeleton 
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time Moving toward them; they scat- 
eed wildly and left the meat to Cripp. 
Several strange coyotes joined Breed’s 
put, and these new members seemed | 
of some haunting fear. Breed | 

M@ their constant air of expectancy 
@the intent regard with which they 
Wored évery coyote that drew near to 
fi, They seemed always suspicious 
tat some friend would suddenly turn 
, and whenever some eager 

tye clashed his teeth while feeding, 
these strangers that had come so recently 
eg country started uneasily at 
Night after night Cripp followed the 
and tame to the kill, The coyotes 

il avoided him, but the strangers were 
eG with a ghastly dread of his 

img Mask, and their fears were com- 
mate to the rest of the pack. Breed 

ee Cagnt it. An air of tense watch- 
Petrvaded their gatherings, a 
bagainst some menace as yet un- 
é which the actions of the 

fs indicated might be upon them 


¥ alter a week of this sort of 
steed and Shady were bedded on 
that flanked a broad 

Breed saw a moving speck 

edge of it. It proved to be a 

at first its peculiar gait 

eouls. He came straight on across 
¢. Pet, and Breed saw one of his new 
from a willow clump in the 
pisseone look at the advancing 
o wecame galvanized into a 
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Paw Rubber Heels 
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There are no holes to 
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from heel marks. 
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perfect safety for 
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because 





prevents slipping 





It’s also the reason why Cat’s 
Paws wear longer than the ordi- 
nary kind. 


Cat’s Paws are made in black, 
white or tan—for men, women 
and children. 


FOSTER RUBBER CO. 
105 Federal Street, Boston, Mass. 


Originators and Patentees of the 
Foster Friction Plug which pre- 
vents slipping. 
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great bargains in diamonds. Through owners fail- 
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Feels Good 


and is good for soreness and stiff- 
ness — congested tissues due to ex- 
posure or over-exertion. Absorbine Jr. 
rubbed vigorously into the muscles 
+e oe oe bring about 








Its immediate application may save 
a lot of suffering. A powerful and 
effective liniment, agreeable to use, 
not greasy and with a pleasing odor. 
Safe to have around as it is not poison- 
ous—a purely herbal product. 
Used by athletic men and women 
the world over <s an invigorating, anti- 
septic rub-down—keeps muscles right 
and prevents second day lameness. 

$1.25 a bottle at your druggist or 

postpai A Liberal Trial Bottle 

sent for 10 cents in stamps. 

W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 

340 Temple Street Springfield, Mass. 
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| answered from close at hand. Many of 




















Think of it — underarm dryness 
without staining lingerie ! 


Now there is a way to remove the 
distressing condition of underarm 
perspiration in a truly satisfactory 
way. That is, quickly, daintily and 
without staining. 

It is with Immac, an exquisite, 
soothing lotion that is colorless — it 
cannot staitt! It effects underarm 
dryness instantly and banishes 
even the slightest suggestion of 
perspiration odor. 

And, quite as important, Immac 
protects one’s finest frocks and 
ingerie from the stain and rot of 
perspiration. Get Immac at your 
dealer’s or send fifty cents direct 
to us. 


HANNIBAL PHARMACAL Co. 
Box A, 661 Olive St., St. Louis, Mo. 
Makers of Neet, the non-irritant depilatory 








at that distance his deadly fear was evi- 
dent, and Breed knew that the unknown 


danger had become actual and was em- | 


bodied in the queer-gaited coyote coming 


, toward him. 


E ran with an automaton-like stiff- 
ness, never changing his course, and 
occasionally stumbling as if unaware of 
the character of the ground over which he 
passed. His head swung out slightly to 
either side, and he snapped each time. 


There was something sinister in every | 


move, as if his body was driven on with- 
out conscious volition, actuated by some 
dreadful, unclean force. Breed knew it 
for some sort of poisoning, and his 
muscles bunched for flight. Shady barked 
angrily as if to drive the thing away. 
Then Breed saw a hairless travesty of a 


coyote move out of a draw and halt | 


directly in the path of the mad coyote. 


Cripp stood there grinning till he felt the | 
other’s teeth score his unprotected hide, | 


then whirled and snipped back at him. 
The mad coyote kept straight on, and 
Cripp followed at his own queer shambl- 
ing gait. He drew close and ran along- 
side, and for a hundred yards they ex- 
changed slashes in a senseless sort of way. 
Breed could see the blood oozing from 
the fur of the mad coyote’s neck, and 
the blobs of white foam sliding down 
Cripp’s shiny hide. Then the mad coyote 
fell, and Cripp kept on for another ten 
yards before he missed him. He wheeled 
and returned, stumbléd and fell and 
crawled back to his foe, and they lay 
there toothing one another in an imper- 
sonal, detached way, as if it did not mat- 
ter. 

Breed’s soul revolted at this scene, and 
he fled the spot. When he raised his 
howl that night, he was twenty miles 
north, but the coyote pack 


| them had witnessed the same scene from 


adjacent slopes of the valley. The others 
had viewed similar sights, and there was 
a general coyote movement north through 
the mountains, a wide-spread exodus 
ahead of the madness that was creeping 
up into the hills. 

Breed had formerly been imbued with 
the. home-loving nature of the coyote, 
and this had led him to restrict his 
wanderings te a comparatively limited 
area instead of ranging hundreds of miles 
in all directions after the manner of 
wolves. This love of a permanent home 
range now operated in a peculiar way. 
All ties were severed behind him; the 
land he loved bristling with such a wide 
variety of dangers as to. preclude. all 
possibility of his return. The wanderlust 
which now seized him appeared a com- 
plete reversal of his former desire to re- 
main in one vicinity where every topo- 
graphical feature was to him a familiar 
landmark; but in reality this very wan- 
derlust was an expression of home love; 
every step he took away from his old 
range was unconsciously actuated by the 
desire to find some new spot which would 
take the place of the old. 

For two weeks these wanderings were 
erratic and uncontrolled by any conscious 
purpose. He roamed on the Shoshone 
and the Thoroughfare, the Yellowstone 


and the Buffalo Fork of the Snake, then | 
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! JAP ROSE 


SOAP 


It is hard to realize a toilet soap 
that reveals its own purity mor 
convincingly than Jap Rose. fs 
delicate fragrance and transpar. 
ency please the senses while its 
luxuriant lather and its healing and 


cleansing properties leave nothing 


hating children love it, 
Rosesin the cheeks, fluffiness in 


the hair, fragrant cleanliness 
everyWhere—that’s Jap Rose, 
You'll Like It! 


JAMES S. KIRK & CO. 
Chicago 
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: Myou. The Philo Burt 4 
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fortable to wear, It gives an even, perfect 
support to the weakened or deformed — 
It is as easy to take off or put om asa 
causes no inconvenience, and does not 
or irritate. No one can notice you wearing 


30 Days Free Tri 


The Appliance is made to fit each 
individual case. It weighs a 
where other supports weigh ae 
The price is within reach of all. 
Hundreds of doctors recommend it. 





We guarantee satisfaction 
andlet you use it 30 days. 
If you or your child are 
suffering from spinal 
trouble of any ature, 
write us at once for our 
new book with full tnfor- 
mation and _ references. 
Describe case fully so we 
can advise you intelli- 
gently. The Philo Burt 
Method consisting of @& 
scientific appliance and 2 
course of especial exer 


in over 40,000 cases. 


PHILO BURT COMPANE 
246V Odd Fellows Temple, 
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back across the Sunlight Peaks. 
Stiedy had acted queerly of late, frequent- 
iy leaving Breed for hours at a time and 
Veahing to some Commanding point from 
would look far off across the 
iis as if seeking something which was 

just beyond the range of her 
‘yun; but she always came back to him. 


found nothing out of the way in 
this. Mated coyotes were prone to fol- 
te trails for hours, even days, 
gi then meet again. Shady had clung 
jolim persistently, refusing to be out of 
his sight except when at the den with 
be pups, and this new manifestation 
gemed 4 natural one to Breed, an evi- 
dence that his mate had come to trust 
“pher ability to shift for herself in the 
wid, But it was not this. Now that her 
had been schooled and sent out to 
be te world alone, Shady hungered to 
se the man who had raised her from a 
and to feel his fingers scratching be- 
iad her ears. 

As the pack straggled out among the 
mged Sunlight Peaks, Shady looked 
dom across the lower slopes; one valley 
qned into another in an interminable 
pioession, and far down atross the 
gmxe-tops a rift between two flanking 
afiorded a view of the low country, 
@immering in the sun. Sand Coulee 
‘Wim, her old home! And a variegated 
ms in the distance marked the Rain- 
‘Ww Buttes, rising isolated and alone 
m out the bad-lands. Shady struck a 
gliding trot and dropped down the 
slope aring in the first twisted 

Masses of timber-line spruce. 
"For the first few hours after her de- 
pature Breed gave it no thought, but 
Wien ghe failed to turn up, he grew in- 
migly uneasy. Ten hours, and he 
ied to her: there was no reply. Twelve 
ms, and he circled to pick up her trail, 
tmmad cooled. He prowled the peaks 
@ days and nights, disconsolate 
even though in close touch 
B coyote pack, and sending out 
ter call for his mate. Shady had 
me first two days in. almost con- 
Mavel. put in a single hour with 
mweyote Prophet, reveling in the feel 
: “yap fingers and the friendly 
ea Aper then departed as sud- 
me aS sh come and spent two 
Mime days in reaching the summit of the 
mint Peaks where she had left her 
mate; for after all, his hold on her was 
~ eipping than that exercised by 
heard Breed’s lonely cry and 
#, and an hour later she was 
him with ‘doggish enthu- 
The yellow wolf accepted. her 
May of affection with dignity, 
= Gy reunion a match for her 
emit the: wolf in him was unequal to 
/M@e effusiveness of the dog in 


pac 
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E are diamond importers. We 

buy direct from the cutters in 

Europe and sell direct toyou by 
mail. Inthat way we eliminate brokers’ 
profits and save you in many cases 
from 35% to 50% of retail prices on 
diamonds, This year we are able to 
offer more extraordinary values than 
at any time in our 42 years of business, 
Through the vastly increased buying 
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DIAMONDS 


wer of the American dollar in 
urope we were able tomake large pur- 
chases far belowmarkec prices. Weare 
giving customers the benefit of these 
ig savings in the new 1921 Basch De 
Luxe Diamond Book. Acopyis wait- 
ing for you free. Send coupon today. 
Just compare the amazingly low prices 
in our Diamond Book with retailers’ 
prices and judge for yourself. 


1921 Basch De Luxe 
Diamond Book tree 


Let us send you at once this 
great book displaying thou- 
sands of wonderful diamond 
offers at  helieetgeene hy 8 
poi ’ prices—no pro! 
middlemen. The book also 
ee how to judge dia- 
mo lis you exact mean- 
ing and importance of color, 
brilliancy, degree of perfection, 
carbon spots, etc.—how to know 
when you get 

bs our 
able diamond offers. Get the 
Basch Diamond Book TODAY. 


Coupon Brings 


Free BOOK 


Our big Diamond Book is a guide to the best dia. : 
t presents, also, rare : 


mond offers obtainable: I 


We guarantec the carat weight, qual- 
ityand value of pote enn ive 
8 legal binding contract to in 
eash full price less 10% if diamond is 
returned cay Gene whbin one pone. We 
also guarantee to allow full price inex- 


Free Examination 
Any diamond from our catalog will 
be sent for free examination. You 
pay nothing until convinced that you 
are saving money. We take the risk. 
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Guincy and State Sts., Dept. 13490, Chicago 
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DURATEX Guaranteed Shirts 


Good quality Percale, full coat cut, well re- 
inforced where the wear comes. Neat Fall 
patterns, fast color. State preference of style, 
pattern, color. Don’t —_ size. 85 
andtheshirtscometo you Postpaid. MONEY 
BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. Fall Catalog 


Free—featuring Duratex shirts and furnishings. 


GOODELL & CO,,610B Duratex Building, New York 
Largest mail order haberdashery house in the world 
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business which will make you independent. 


of our graduates make $3, 
e e the Anderson steam vulecanizer A 
re-treader and teach you the famous Anderson Method of 
eanizing. Our students 
good because the 


izing and re 


erson vulcan 


will outlast the rest of the tire. 
suc bosinese way, Their success is our 


has not received our course of instructions, 


of An school near 
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Here is your chance to get into a highly proliseble 
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@ year and over. 
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California $ oyrup of Figs: 


Mother! You can always depend upon genuine “California Syrup of 
Figs,” but you must always say California or you may get an imitation. 





Laxative for Children 


All children love the fruity taste of this harmless laxative. 
for babies and children of all ages are on bottle. 


Directions 
Say California. 


Look for the name California Fig Syrup Company. 
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As one in Kiely’s position must 
everyone within his province dj tinct 
classified, with as many others a} 
memory will retain, he had Joe prop 
catalogued. Consequently when Joga 
for a private interview, Kiely wagy 
that he was talking as Burton’sg 
piece. Overtures by Burton he re 
as a sign of weakening. But the i 
had entertained the public with de 
strations on two of Kiely’s ga 
and had ripped his poolroom all toh 
the lid was disastrously on. There 
he was ready to treat with the ee 
provided the enemy conceded defeat 

As his chief had done, Joe went 
Mike’s to see Kiely. He was not 
at ease as he entered the presence of 
chill-faced gambler, but he still th 
that he could get by with his errand § 
cue was to be “cagey”’ in his 
sort of drip the burden of his mesug 
the part about the man from Deny 
break it gently. 

Kiely was at the end of the barha 
ing again to Fritz’s dissertation on 
the nation was tottering under the 








Get Well— Be Young— Grow Tall 


Daiverstey 

— ry is the 

Sapentent health invention of 
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's length. 
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of prohibition. Joe sidled up to im 
He never had spoken with Kiely belay 
His respectful tone reflected his meti 
discomfort. He regretted having com 
Kiely’s gaze was disconcerting. —% 

“Le’s go in to the back, Mr Ki 
tee smiled apologetically, ingratiating 
Instinctively he was anxious to mae 
| impression on this iceberg. : 

Kiely voiced the outstanding questa 
“Does Burton quit?” 

Joe fidgeted. He wasn't weil 
straightforward speech; in this is 
especially he’d rather avoid it. Hele 
close. 

‘’Tween us, Mr. Kiely, | 
through. He—” Breaking off, he i 
his head at a man a few feet away. 
talk in the back or cw ae 
vited again. “Burton’'ll be sore 0. 
if it gets round—what I got to sa 


ITH an emissary before him af 

ently ready to offer capitu 
Kiely was disposed to grant the® 
for secrecy. He determined to 
lterms unconditional surrender-# 
had to move. The victory would 060% 
dent to everyone when Burton left thee 

“Why didn’t he come himself?” 5 
smiled. 

“Yuh know! 
| winked meaningly. He was pi 
| the situation so far. The tun me 
| tickled Kiely. He would feel 
| mood. 
| Kiely led the way to the cunt 
|that was the saloon-man’s 
ing Joe the only chair, he seated 
on the safe. 

“Now what!” ‘ 

The sharpness of the quem 
| Joe as he was arranging his meted 
presentation so as to preserve ®° 
| good humor. He looked Wa : 
gambler’s eyes—and quickly 1008 pert 
| Had he held the gaze a mo 
‘would have hesitated about go 








He’s playin’ safe!” ie 
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ee 
would have abandoned his mission could 
je have seen the glimmering expression 
his shifty evasion evoked. 
"Now what?” Kiely’s tone was more 
‘{awny. He was recalling what he knew 
shout Joe the Snooper. — 
wriggled in his chair. » He wished 
tt they had stayed out in the bar. 
Kiey’s frigid, penetrating personality 
wsdsturbing. It made Joe clammy. It 
gertumed his ordered thoughts. 
“Burton wants to meet yuh,” he be- 
%o talk about fixin’ things up.” 
“Kiely waited for the rest. His man- 
ne caused Joe to reach the meat with- 
ot preliminary. Kiely had his goat. 
The’s a guy he knows—he says—a 
from Denver—” 
messenger’s head lifted, and he 
Waed nervously at Kiely’s hardening 
fue. Kiely drew a long breath. 
*¥es?” he said softly. 
| "Aes all,” said Joe. He hastened to 
himself: “’At’s all. I dunno 
‘mats doin’, but Burton says this guy 
wails to shoot off his mouth, an’ ”—he 
ge involved and slurred in his hurry, 
/=i ‘at he can keep his trap shut. He 
sits up to yuh if this guy squeals—” 


"QO rapidly did Kiely move, yet with 
¥ so little effort, that Joe was being 
irangled before he realized that he had 
‘ea taken by the throat. And so 
was he by the tense face that 
fared within an inch of his that his limbs 
tehwsed to function in resistance. 
Kiely shook him viciously but calmly. 
isten, you runt,” he said: “you'll tell 
Mall about—this guy from Denver, or 
Youll go out of here in a box! You 
get me?” 
His face purpling, Joe’s hands tugged 
to telease the deadly clutch. He 
miin't speak, but he contrived to nod 
The grip relaxed slightly, 
sificient to permit him to refill his lungs. 
did not attempt an outcry. No one 
him—not in there. This was 
‘hang-out. And if he shouted, 
surely would close on his 


” said Kiely, “and 
that I know it. But if you 


Me now, so help me God—” He | 
Ee “tive's teeth and made his 


_Abruptiy as he had seized Burton’s 
semper he let him go. For an instant 
hs oe Wild thought to essay escape. 
4 ty Was between him and the 
=? .00 even though he got out of the 
mee, he would be recaptured in the bar. 
Sey he sat fingering his bruised neck 


here a guy from Denver?” de- 


Me nodded sullenly, 
to him?” 
ming before the dull malevolence 
sioner, Joe-was silent, afraid 
surton,” he said at length. 
= etton. tell’ you what this man 


iva 


= aaa was unconvincing. 
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No corns exist 


with nurses—for they know 


Nurses don’t have corns. 
Nor do doctors or their wives. 

They know Blue-jay and 
employ it. So do millions of 
others now. 

It is time that everybody 
knew this simple, scientific 
way to end a corn. 


Do this tonight 


Apply liquid Blue-jay or a 

lue-jay plaster. Either re- 
quires but a jiffy. 

The pain will stop. Soon 
the entire corn will loosen and 
come out. 


Bre 


What that corn does, every 
corn will do. So this way 
means a life-long respite from 
the aches of corns. 

Corns merely pared or pad- 
ded rarely disappear. Harsh 
treatments often cause a sore- 
ness. 

Blue-jay is gentle, scientific, 
sure. It is a creation of this 
world-famed laboratory. 

It is the right way. It will be 
the universal way when all 
folks know it. 

Buy Blue-jay from your 
druggist. Watch it on one corn. 


Blue=-jay 


Plaster or Liquid 


The Scientific Corn Ender 
BAUER & BLACK Chicago New York Toronto 


Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products 
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No Rats By Sunday 

On Thursday scatter small bits of “Rough 

On Rats” mixed with chopped meat about z 
the place; on Friday mix dampened oatmeal FA 
and “Rough On Rats’; Saturday chopped fH 
ham with “Rough Qn Rats” will get all 
that. are left. Sunday comes but rats and # 
mice are gone. Change of bait fools the 

pests. Get “Rough On Rats” at drug and # 
general stores. Write for booklet—‘Ending 7 
Rats and Mice’’, sent free to you. a 


E. S. WELLS 
Chemist 
Jersey City, N. J. 
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= “You're a liar! Where is the » 
ae “I dunno. I never seen him™ 
1 orns erred by being overvociferous, “Ti 


seen him. Burton jus’ says—” 
Kiely’s mouth was a drawn line, 


Touchy corns and calluses lift off mane speed at it. Se 


with fingers. Doesn’t “Where did you run across 
: asked Kiely gently. 
hurt a bit! The other’s fear-laden brain Yieldeq 
the superior will. 
“I was wit him last night—in aq 
: ret—when yuh an’ her came in,” 
Apply a few drops of ‘‘Freezone’’ | fessed falteringly. “I jus’ be an 
upon that old, touchy corn. He stopped again as Kiely bent 


him. 
Instantly that corn stops “And jou ran along anda 


hurting. Then shortly said Kiely with amiable menace. 
you lift that troublesome “I didn’ mean nothin’,” whined 
corn right off, root He pleaded to substantiate that: “Ty 
‘ . guy says she can beat the case, [¢ 
and all, without mean—” 

pain, soreness or “Sure not—you didn’t.” Kiely gi 

irritation. freely. He was wondering how heg 
handle appropriately this pryer who h 
made it possible for Burton to jeopan 
Mary’s liberty. He could kill jew 
course, but killing was unpopular fori 
time being. 

Contemplating the quavering Jo, be 
stuffed his hands into his pockets, Thee 
he was given an idea as his fingers to 
his pocketknife. 


F  apase he acted with dazzling i 
pectedness and speed, In a fait 
yanked his visitor off the chair and? 
him face downward on the floor. He 
Ne not reckon that he was laying ii 
open to fifteen years for mayhem” 
Joe was stupid enough to makead 
; rh ‘9 Kiely figured it would be assault 
A few cents buys a tiny bottle of Freezone’’ at any |)... Giant purpose letting Joe casei 
drug store, sufficient to remove every hard corn, sofi | arrest. 
y corn or corn between the toes, and the painful calluses Squatting on the prostrate tally 
and hard skin from the bottom of the feet. Just try it) | back, he opened his knife. Joes im 
for help were punctured by two termi 
shrieks as Kiely took his ears! 


° * eR? - ; 
-End Gray Hair “You can tell Burton that Til 
: his heart,” said Kiely as he got 
Let Science Show You How your guy from Denver becomes talkait 
Bow the wer hes wee —or anyone else. I ought to takeym 
found for scientifically re- 


storing gray hair to its nat- |_| tongue—Oh, hell!” He realized that jt 
to women in Mary T. Gold- for Coughs & ‘AFL could not hear him because his 


oar. Se ee ae were clasped over the late location 0 
estorer. 
No treatments are re-| ears. 


i. = ly it your-) r and the 
quire on epoly vous. F R 2 2 DIAMOND Kiely smiled at the bartende rs 
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mired 


If, easily, 
surely. 2 Pao geen orcs others clustered there as he 


We urge you to make’ és x advertise xs door. 

trial test. t will cost you. e tsi ~ , bawiing” 
nothing. Bg fab “Go in and stop that fool's 

, its he ordered. “Get Doc Morton for lite 
and stow him away in a quiet 

he decides to forget it.” 

Scientific Hair Color Restorer Then he borrowed the hammer 


A Free Test nails and used them. The 


Cut out the conpee, ee oe naw wil ready for Nick Burton. 

of your hair. Ma o us, a 

Send you free a trial bottle of MA FNESS “And Fritz,” he added, “send ou® 
GOLDMAN'S and one of our special ~ Burton and ask him to come het 


Try it lock of your hair. Note the | Perf . 
resuits. Then you will know why thousands | noon y in every condition of dea. I got his message. He'll 
| Fy my ;have  siready — ee) Ce ness or defective hearing from | And when he comes, show him ¢ rf 

ea oe Pa, ee eee rae eng ea and tell him that he wont live long? 

Porsche igeyes eve Thickened tvoany Rinsing ans ever so much as thinks of Denver!” 
mitations—Sold 
ee oe Te a ™. Hissing Sounds, Perforated, From the office issued a whim 
3 A oe Petotes = y Destroved An ungentle hand was over Joes 
Wil Co S E D but it was hardly necessary. ; 

“Late " $ | near fainting to yell. f 

tttle Wireless ne pes ony the Ears’’ require no medicine but rt ; k 
jetectively supiace whet fo inching of atur Kiely listened as he rtrd os, 
fy Bye Hy ble. — Soft, 4 | washing his hands. 


comfortable. Write foday for our 168 FREE book on ‘ 
| DEAFNESS, giving you tull particulars and testi ‘That’s better,” he nodded. 
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maybe the Doc can sew Joe’s 


‘d 2 1? 
~ Con MKiely went to see his wife. It 
to get her out of the way. 
* » migh 


squeal on her and run. 


st 


WELY'S wife was the one tenderness 
Dein his life—his wife and their boy. 
Win she fled from the charge in Denver 
gf found haven with friends of Kiely’s, 
iemet her. The haunted fright in her 
ges attracted him first. Her seclusion 

his curiosity—a curiosity that 
‘eno inquisitiveness but created only 


ing interest in the girl herself. 
tery, confided one day when a 
is jollying her to go out, impelled his 
br: . She told of the incident 
y, without reservation. She did not 
gve him a hard-luck story. She was not 
woking sympathy. It was because Kiely 
@ voluntarily given her his own story 
she confided in him, because it eased 
er mind to tell him. She wanted him to 
mw about her before—before that light 
such she could inspire in his steady eyes 
fame too brilliant. She asked him to 
(aie whether she should go back to 
fice the charge. 
‘he man she had stabbed had become 
gy because she had withheld herself 
"him. His grip had crushed the 
of her arm while he called her— 
is. In a second of panic and rage it 
iibeen done. There had been a scene 
tose from the table, and he had 
wed, still holding her and mouthing 
She had no clear recollection 
matching up the knife. Her vision 
iad cleared to behold him bleeding from 
a jagged wound on the face, another on 
mie of the neck. Two companions 
fit testified in her favor. Other wit- 
ts who had not seen it all, had not 
Ward the man, had testified against her, 
@ taf and half. The indictment had 
aga Afraid, she had jumped 
I Kiely had told her to go back, she 
would have gone. Not trusting the law, 
@8 the habit of his kind, because he 
justice to be bought,—and 
he had advised her not to sur- 


a 


Th return he recounted to her the story 
Of his own life. Shortly they were mar- 


vag Kiely did not regard himself 


be Ous citizen. On the contrary, 
Mis peaceable unless provoked to con- 
; Preferred peace. He was living 
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Coupon Brings this 
175 Page Jewelry Book 
From the Worlds Largest 
Mail Order Jewelers 


UST fillin and mail the 
coupon — or send your 
name and address on a 


postal — and we will send 
you Free and rte a a copy of 


this big 175-page 


welry Book. 


Its pages are filled with unusual 
money-saving offers in Jewelry, 


Diamonds, Watches, 
Leather Goods, Toilet Sets, Fine 
Cutlery, Hand _ 


household use. 


— Very Heavy Sterfing Silver 
hand engraved buckle with 
is of bes 


plain center. Belt 


uality bridle cowhide leather. j i 
fuureved with s Old Eegies 22 America. 


letters as shown 
wh 





y tried and reliable house of Baird-North 


fo. 700A — Gne Quire Cabinet Box 
handsome new lineal weave 
stationery. Regular banoco 
linen quality, faintly ruled. 
Furnished in white, pink, 
blue, buff, green and laven- 
der. Die-ctamped with 1 Old 
English letter or with 2-letter 
monogram as shown free of 
charge. Price only $1.08. 


Providence, the heart of the American 4 
jewelry trade. Get this big book FREE today— Address 


. State size 
i $5. 


“vrierae. Pore SaveMoneyon Jewelry 


Silverware, 


and Choice Novelties for personal and 

goods are sold direct to user at prices 
which mean a substantial saving and 
on a money-back guarantee. 


10,000 Articles to Choose From 


The articles illustrated here suggest 
but faintly the unlimited selection 
afforded by this big jewelry book. 
Every article is a real bargain in the 
finest jewelry for the money offered 








Prove for yourself that you can save 


money by dealing with the old, time- 





Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back [ 


Co. Order any article shown hereand, 4, g1sa—seus 10K eer Lovee 
if —= are not absolutely satisfied, we ters. 15-inch chain. Ruby 
will promptly refund your money. pan Bde eat 


4 
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Send Now for Free 
Jewelry Book BAIRD-NORTH CO. 


This big book, with its thou- »" Established 1895 Capital$1,000,000 
sands of bargains, is a safe 4 723 Broad St. Providence, R.L 
fe Deal’wite stg df Please send me, Free, without obligation 
North Co.—the world’s larg- FN BT he he 10,000 san 
est mail order jewelry house 
— established more than 
Buy from 


cinionsaonpssadilal 


Name.. 





25 years. 





send coupon or name and address on a pos 








w= ‘ivironment to which he _ had | 


: He did not count it against 
fee 8UNS against rival forces, that he 
eed had fought and brought down 
Base had he fought wantonly 
aly for What he believed to be his 
Aad according to his teaching, 
eMee his tights. His business might 
waa se OUt sO were others. That 
Pp ter the fact that he had built it 
~euizing the rights of others, as 

br as badly—as his own, 
€ncroached. Wasn’t it fair 

sot to infringe upon him? 

més his agents might have shot 

© would say that they 

ace They were engaged in 
= against men as deadly as 

emo never would hesitate to 


pat. 


pail that when need had arisen he had 








he fall 
new; fully equ 
Write for offer 
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| rau. VON BOECKMANN, Studio 72, 110 W. 40th St., New York 


is what you need to endure the “Mile a Minute Life” of today, with its 

worry, grief, strife, business pressure and thousands of other Nerve Strains. 
Are you tired and depressed? Can’t you 
sleep or digest your food? It’s your NERVES. 


Read the Book NERVE FORCE his valuable 
explains every possible phase of nerve abuse and teaches how to calm, 


soothe and care for the nerves. It contains hundreds of health hints, 
especially valuable to people with high-strung nerves. 


The cost is only 25c (Coin or Stamps). Bound in Cloth, 50c 


If after reading this book you do not agree that it will mark the turning 
point in your life toward Greater Power, Mental as well as Physical, your 
money-will be refunded without question, plus your outlay for 
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CUTICURA 


Promotes Beauty 
Of Skin and Hair 





Cuticura Soap when used 
for every-day toilet pur- 
poses not only cleanses, 
purifies and beautifies but 
it prevents many little 
skin troubles if assisted 
by occasional use of Cuti- 
cura Ointment to soothe 
and heal. Cuticura Tal- 
cum imparts a delicate 
lasting fragrance leaving 
the skin sweet and whole- 














SMusic Lessons 
> At Home 


A Com lete Conservatory Course 


B M Wonderful home study music lessons under 
y Mai — a American and European oe 
you. Lessons a marvel te simplici and com 

Any Instrument or 
Ss 
al! matey ‘tal and 
6212 Siegel-Myers Bidg. 


Bermeng, ¥ 

iD tar ,» or 

our FREE nA NOW. — 
Chicago; 





| the smile that could be awakened onl 





take an. advantage. Guerilla fighting 
knew no rules. He did not consider that 
murder had been done when a gunman 
fell. Therefore, by his code, he never 
had been party to murder. It all was fair 
fighting—as these men engaged in it 
viewed fairness. Himself, he took his 
chances. Twice in this contest with Bur- 
ton he had been fired upon in the dark- 
ness. Yet he had not carried a weapon 
for years. He stood on his strength, on 
the fear of him that kept the hired gun- 
man from coming: close enough to make 
sure of his aim. He knew the rats and 
the extent of their courage. 


Mak KIELY was sitting on the lawn 
in front of the broad, cozy bunga- 
low, a garden-spot out by the city line, 
with Conny Junior toddling round her. 
She looked up with surprise as the fast- 
driven machine halted at the gate. Catch- 
ing up the baby, she went to meet her 
husband. Something of the fear that had 
drawn him to her was in her eyes. It 
was an unusual hour for Conny to come 
home. The speed of the car bespoke an 
emergency. 

Kiely however smiled at her poi 
y 
his wife and his boy. He was long- 
practiced in masking his thoughts. 

“There’s nothing wrong, dearest,” he 
assured her; and there was a tonal quality 





in his ordinarily flat voice.- “I just de-- 
veloped a notion that it’s time we had a 
vacation. So’— his gayety was perfect | 
as he boosted the chortling Junior to his | 
shoulder and ran an arm about his wife— | | 
“I came charging out to get started be- 
fore I change my mind.” 

She glanced at him doubtfully as they ' 
walked across the lawn, but she did not 
express her doubt. Only— 

“You could have phoned,” she laughed 
uncertainly, “and saved yourself the 
hurry-up. You dear foolish, you can’t 
expect me to start in five minutes—” 

His seriousness confirmed her misgiv- 
ing as he interrupted: “But I do! Not 
exactly five minutes, but within an hour.” 

“But Conny,” she protested, “we have 
to pack and—and all that.” 

“We'll grab a couple of grips and get 
what we need along the way. We'll 
travel light.” 

She pressed his arm and looked soberly 
into his face. ‘Where are we going. 
And—and why, Conny?” 

Kiely was thankful as the boy caused 
a diversion—by trying to twist an ear off 
his father—an ear! Kiely laughed as he 
pictured Joe’s ears. He was glad of the 
excuse to turn away from his wife while 
he admonished his son. She would have 
read trouble in that flinty glow in his 
eyes. When he turned back to her, he 
was serene. 

“That'll be much of the fun, wife,” he 
grinned. “We're going gipsying—wher- 
ever the road takes us. On and on until 
we’re—tired.” 

Inside the house she halted and faced 
him. The inflection he had given that 
closing word augmented her perplexity 
and alarm. 

“You are tired, Conny.” 
were haunted again. Her fear was for 
him. “Something has happened, dear. 
Have they—are you—why must we go?” 


Her eyes 





“Tt isn’t must,” the denied. “There’s 
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Why Have F reckles 


—when they are so easily te 
moved? Try the following 
treatment: 
Apply a small portion of Stillman's 
Freckle Cream when De 
not rub in, but apply lightly. Wash 
off in the morning with a good 
Continue usin; thee cream until 
enti: pear. 
Start tonight — yok two or three ap 
plications you will see results, 
After years of research specialists 
have created this delightful, harm 
less cream which leaves the skin 
without a blemish. If your d 
hasx't it,-write! us:direct. .Weperjar, 
Stillman’s Face Powder ‘= 
Stillman’s Rouge - + «2% 
tillman’s Tooth Paste -25¢ 
At Drug St bh M 
ed if not satisfactory. Write tor bestia: 
a See ee Fair?’ for helpful beasty. 
in 
STILLMAN CREAM COMPANY 
Depi.40 Aurora, Illinois 


Play the Hawaiian Guitar 


2 em TRU om 


Just Like the Hawaiians! 


Our method of teaching is so simple, plain and 
that you begin on a piece with yor 
In half an hour you can play it! 

We have reduced the necessary 
motions you learn to only four— 

and you acquire these in a few 
minutes. Then it is only a matter 

of practice to acquire the weird, 
fascinating tremolos, staccatos, 
slurs and other effects that make 

this instrument so delightful. 
The Hawatian Guitar plz Re 
any kind of music, both the 
melody and the accompani- 
ment. Your tuition fee in- 
cludes a beautiful Hawaiian 
Guitar, all the necessary 
picks and steel bar and 52 
complete lessonsand pieces 
of music. 


Get Full Particulars 
First Hawaiian Conservatory fhe ej 


233 Broadway 

I am interested in the aawaslall 
Please send complete information, § 
price offer, etc., etc. 
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Meine in town. That’s why. e e 

down tight—practically. I] - 

ings take care of themselves 

Sweeks.” He swung the baby 3 


‘and took her face between his 
s her. “And while the situa- 
pring, you and I and the boy 
Son a holiday. Quick, now! 
#* He shooed her toward the 
Je're off in an hour.” 
ithe hour they started. They 
tas far as downtown in their 
it While Kiely issued in- 
Mo his lieutenants, he procured 
mr, His could be traced should 
the authorities after Mary. 
of the borrowed car would 
i Kiely had it. No one at the 
te Kiely’s car was laid away 
fember that it was there. 


Don’t Streak, Spot or Ruin your Material in 
a Poor Dye 


Each package of ‘‘Diamond Dyes’’ contains diree- 
tions so simple that any woman can diamond-dye a 
new, rich, fadeless color into worn, shabby gar- 
ments, draperies, coverings, everything, no matter 
what the material may be. 


Buy ‘‘Diamond Dyes’’—no other kind—then per- 
fect results are guaranteed even if you have never 
dyed before. Your druggist has a ‘‘Diamond Dyes”’ 
Color Card showing 16 rich colors. 


It’s easy and really fun to diamond-dye— 


Woolens Skirts Stockings 
Sweaters Curtains Ginghams 
Cottons 
Silks Dresses Linens 
Coverings 
Everything! 


iB was one important result of 
fight which Kiely did not antici- 
stimulated Burton when he was 


to the full the object-lesson that Blouses Jackets 
ad left for him on the bar. 
“Burton did not tarry before that 
hibit. There was a cold sweat 
as he retired to hunt out foe. 
ise, communicated by Fritz 


© 
fender, jangled and reéchoed in 

Hhe could get no trace of Joe, his 

doubled. Joe, he concluded, had 

ied. And Kiely had vowed to cut 

mton’s, heart out if the man from 

talked. 


Hangings 


Draperies 
Mixed Goods 


Children’s Coats 


He cursed himself for 
sity. Why hadn’t he got hold 
who recognized Mary Kiely 
gomg at Kiely? How could he 
mat man’s mouth shut when he did 
‘him? Nick Burton did not 
K having his heart removed! 
Wed serious danger of that being 
Wer, since Kiely had given his 
ton prepared to evacuate. 
Pfound that night, making a 


FAST< >FADELESS 








eto learn definitely the fate of 

‘Was a prisoner in the hands 

y clan until his wounds healed 

magreed to stay away from the 

me —eutton heard of Kiely’s depar- 

)#8@ News gave him a brace. He 

med ly and recovered his 

Waggon. got himself a couple of 

MS and laughed again, louder. He 
bared Conny Kiely off the lot! 

the days of Kiely’s absence length- 

i, B fton's courage mounted. Soon 

een to-talk of having driven Kiely 

ie, SOW When there was no come- 

Mat, he added that if Kiely ever 

aus face again, he'd go over the 

Sand his wife would go over 

fe Burton did not make any 

1 ou Saying that the “murder” of 

joeewaat he had on Kiely. But he 

tae tp ‘Outspoken in regard to Mary 

faa «aS Mysterious about what 

ge Sent away os ng? couldn't re- 

of his heart! Kiel 

fo him for the necessary few 


lieutenants grinned behind 

« and let him strut. Every 
t chief talked with them by 
“tem the mountains not a hundred 
e he and his wife and 

: rom sources that were 
settained that Burton had 

=@ any information to the 


q 
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Don’t miss the important announcement 
on page 14 of this issue. 


- A Home-Made 
Gray Hair Remedy 


You can prepare a simple mixture at home that 
will gradually darken gray hair, and make it soft 
and glossy. Toa half-pint of water add 1 ounce of 
bay rum, a small box of Barbo Compound and 4 
ounce of glycerine, 





These ingredients can be bought at any drug 
store at little cost, or the druggist will put it up 
for you. Apply to the hair twice a week until 
the desired shade is obtained. This will make a 
gray-haired person look many years younger. It is 
easy to use, does not color the scalp, is not sticky cr 
greasy and does not rub off. 


Reduce Your Flesh 


Exactly where desired 
by wearing 


Dr. Walter’s 
Famous Medicated Reducing 
Rubber Garments 

For Men and Women 


Cover the entire n— or 
any part. Endors by 








leading physicians. Send 
for illustrated. booklet. 


DR. JEANNE D. R. WALTER 


353 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Philadelphia Rep.: Miss Mary 
Tammerer, 1029 Walnut St. 
Pacific Coast Representative: 
Adele Millar Co., WS Stockton 
4, San Francisco, 
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Yes—it probably is, if you depend upon 
ordinary old-style face powder. But not 
if you made your toilet with wonderful 


ga Meda 
Cold Creamed Powder 


Use LA MEDA COLD CREAMED pow- 
der in the morning and you are sure of a 
velvet smooth, powdery fresh appearance 
allday. A skin charm that has none of that 
overdone suggestion, Heat, cold, rain or 
perspiration will not mar it. 

Guaranteed, Can not promote hair growth. 

Tints—Flesh, White, Brunette. 

Any druggist or toilet counter anywhere 
ean get LA MEDA COLD CREAMED 
POWDER for you—or it will be sent post- 


paid on receipt of 65 cents for a iarge jar. 
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LA MEDA MFC. CO., 103 E. Garficid 
Please send handsome miniature test jar of LA MEDA 

Cold Creamed Powder in th: _.______ tint. I enc’ 

10 cents silver and 2c stamp ior p< stage and packing. ( 

12e stamps if more convenient. 


I usually buy my toilet goods from 
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Always say ‘‘Bayer’’ and insist upon a ‘‘ Bayer package’’ 


A 
BAY ER | 
[= 
[R | 


The “Bayer Cross” on Aspirin tablets | 
has the same meaning as 14 Karat on 
gold. Both mean Genuine! 

“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” should be 
taken according to the directions in each 


“Bayer package.” Be sure the “Bayer 
Cross” is on package and on tablets. 
Then you are geting the genuine Aspirin 
prescribed by physicians for over eigh- 
teen years. 


Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets cost but a few cents—Larger packages. 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacet 





iter of Salicylicacia 





“ Salome—Where She Danced” is a 

great story in the November Red Book. 
BECOME A 

TRAFFIC MANAGER- 


Over half a million large shippers and 
all railroads need trained Traffic Men 





us w Em pocssels for @ Trafie 
janager’s position. We teach you by mail—in spare 
time—at home to qualify for one of the BIG jobs. Our 
course is t ugh—is end d b: 1 officials 
and large concerns 
ments. Write for full 
Problem Method 

ment. Learn how 





bi trafic fob 
jay—NOW! 











NO JOKETO BE DEAF 


— Every Deaf Person Knows That 
I make myself hear, after being deaf for 25 years, with 
these Artificial Ear Drums. 1 
wear them day and night. 
They are perfectly comfort- 
able. No one seesthem. Write 
me and I will tell you a true 
story, how I got deafand how 


I make you hear. Address “pdiested ar Oram 
GEO. °. War. Aottietes Ear Drum Co. (inc.) 
on. Se 








Violin, Hawaiian Guitar, Ukutele, 

Guitar, Mandolin, Cornet, Tenor Banjo or Banjo 
Wonderful new system of teaching note music by mail. To first 
pils in each locality, we give $20 superb Violin, 

Eitalete, Guitar, Hawaiin Guitar, Cornet, T: j 


























Put one in your mouth at bed-time 
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police. That was what worried 
most. He had about concluded that Bus 
ton was harmless, when the wor ¢ 
that Burton was hinting what would has 
pen to Mary if Kiely ever returned 

Conny Kiely told his wife that he 
to go to town for a day—on busines # 
said. He was going to see B } 
going back to‘the old days, he slipped 
gun into his pocket. 

Mary clung to him. Throughout jy 
fortnight they had been away it hadi 
come more and more evident that the 
were hiding. But she never had que. 
tioned him. She supposed that thes 
cent police activity against gambling’ tad 
made it advisable for Conny to dem 
until the storm blew over. He wouldag 
run away from personal danger, Sp a 
had he helped her to blot out herg 
ancient trouble that she never imagiml 
that could have aught to do with tw 
exile. And so idyllic had been their # 
journ in the quiet of the hills 
Conny and the boy and herself—that 
was making ready to propose that tig 
go on like that for the rest of their ing 
—that he never return to reopen ie 
gambling-places. He had money enoug 
to drop these affiliations and retire 7 

“Don’t. go, Conny:” She voiced thee 
thoughts as he was leaving. “Let's mi 
go back.” 

His. colorless eyes burned lovingly @ 
her, and on the boy who held tole 
mother with one hand and to his father 
with the other. Then he glanced avg, 
blinking with a transforming wistfulnas 

“Perhaps we wont, wife,” he said “Et 
—depends.” He was thinking of the ga 
that he carried for the first time in yea 
Had she known that he had it, she woul 
not have let him go. 

Her face brightened with joy. “Ya 
mean that, Conny?” She was eager 
have him repeat it. 

“Ves.” He drew her to him, a ® 
gether they looked down at the toddle 
who laughed merrily in retum. 
features grew strained and harsh i 
fondled the boy’s curls, pressed his det 
closer to his wife’s. He might not cme 
back. 

Suddenly he let them go and steppe 
back. He was smiling—Mary must ™ 
suspect. 

Yes.” he said, “when I come bad, 
wife, I’ be through down there. Thais 
what I’m going to town for—t 
everything up.” i 

The ‘ier of grimness in his @™ 
dimmed her happiness. Her gaze “i 
into him. 

“Let me go with you, Comny. ae 
all go.” 2 

“No.” He shook his head. “It 
only be a useless tiresome tip for yo 
and the baby. I'll . back—right «7 
—not more than two days.” 

He dropped to his knees beside 
boy. The curly head nestled commis 
ly on his shoulder. His wife knelt Da 
him. Their arms intertwined ; 
child. And they both praye® 7s 
Conny Kiely was not conscious W"9 
did so. ; 
[ JNOBTRUSIVELY and 6 

Kiely reached tow. 
Joe turned loose. ; lal 
The irruption of his vanisa@Ss 
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‘ess lovely, than ever with the 
oid sticking-plaster on the sides 
Bid was a noticeable shock to 
Joe went to him without delay 
Jed out his story. He blistered 
oe m with language for having sent him 
Sly. He swore to kill Kiely—was 
sete to kill Burton, he declared, 
Mow wait, Joe, wait. That wont get 
4 nothing. a Wh to pecty ; me 
breathed noisily at did the | & = ; 
Bg Joe pertend? Was Kiely up to | [i Ze ~—e When a Garter 
sk? Burton wasn’t nearly so sure ek. 4 
id himself as he had been shortly before. | fi isa Garter 
i: ” Joe broke in on his uneasy : 
“What yuh sayin’, yuh big 
t How i in hell can I hear yuh through 
x phe pointed to the dressings on 
ie bobbed ears. “Yell what yuh gotta 
” He said a book himself be- When it is comfortable—You think a lot of real 
ie he ran out of breath. comfort. 


Burton took Joe home. He couldn't : 
his ion where everyone could When it fits perfectly, holding the sock securely and 


Primarily he desired to know neatly—You like to feel well dressed. 

oe oo oe ome st ee its quality is indisputable —You value 
that he had been imprisoned q via 
story flat, that with the res- The E. Z. Garter is 100% right for comfort, fit and 
of his liberty he had _ been quality. 

d finally that he'd certainly die 


in bis boots if he mentioned his lamented 
a to the police. 
fis beady eyes puckering cunningly, 
inflamed Joe’s hatred toward i 
ay while he worked to square him- 
i 5 offered to have Kiely gunned 
tly he showed up. Bo 


tl get him, Joe, so help me!” Bur- 


& 
i 7 | 
id ed in his upper lip. e down . 
; of the etalized that he would have to get | 4 
Rely On his Own account, or Kiely would 

















me in & 
t, she woull ame He repented having spoken so : “Us 
of Mary Kiely. That was Joe’s Wide for Comfort” 

joy. ‘Yo # ais If your dealer cannot supply you, send 
as eager W Yl get im a ian ‘adi — his name and we will tell you who can. 

crafty, Ss 
im, and that forming in Burton’s head! 
the toddle,iam Ye!” Burton topped his declaration The Thomas P. Taylor Company 


Ke Mik 4 curse, Then: “You heeled, DEPT. R BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT 
pe , 

















ed his chett Joe spat and snarled. He was! With 
ht not ¢ he could find—an army auto- 
x8 tat ‘could make no mistake once 


and steppe! 
ry must Oo “Ve Kiely shows up!” leered Bur- 








“Yeh! Whe : 
come bad, m he shows!” echoed Joe. 
vere, Thats They looked one at the other queerly ; 


or—to wad (nt each pondered. 


his te SAT night Kiely showed. 
ave seared _— moe were on the street 
oa at midnight when they met 
me of tei g en they me 


Stil ging cio one || Send the Comme n and We'll 


ey '$ Tound—and he’s got blood in his 
es Send Y 44 h 
can Mithdrew into a doorway. He n ou a Cc nite 
I peter these ol psa voursinplereseuewe’ lisend youa genuine Lachn ite gem mounted 


. 10d diamonds, 
his bandaged head and had Over 160,000 people have accepted this offer and have found the way teow tre toner pate teifing eset, 


: er he ated IfYouCanTelll ilIt Froma Diamond SendItBack 


When the ring eomes 


e's a minute ago. I got destman. W SE i days. If you can tel Gitar 
+ man laughed, “because it’s a Surette as el ean £28" month. it malt Satine Coe BO ease eS 


be REA a 
BA So long” Send d Coupon — ~ No > Money ait fears oaare rh 
me, $18. 








Sy Earn enige Total cost t to 


nd Joe remained in the door- byte ero your f aera en pees jt =e refund my $4.75 
>. @ Mutual distrust. Each folnt of the “ie oe 
Other had a hand on his Rucilkadainte bess 1 1797 a5 mca Suctigen fve. 
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Favorites from each 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc. 


Philadelphia, U. S. A. 


package are in 


g, 


Sampler 


From ten of the leading 
Whitman packages we have 
selected favorite pieces for the 
Sampler. The quality in all 
these packages is exactly the 
same. The best proof of this is 
their steadily increasing popu- 
larity since 1842. 

We appoint selected retail 
stores. in each,, lity. as our 
agents and guarantee absolute 
satisfaction with every Whitman 
product. 


Makers of Whuman’s Instantaneous Chocolate, Cocoa and Marshmallow Whip 











THE GOLD WOMAN by MILDRED CRAM 


Is a remarkable story of a woman and a man on one 
of the islands of the south seas. It will appear in an 
early issue of THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE. 











CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 








BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 
Do you want to carn $3,000.to $5,000 a year? 
can do it easily. 
See Anderson 
Page 65. 


You 


Steam Vule¢anizer Advertisement, 





MOTION PICTURE PLAYS 
FREE BOOKLET containing 65 helpful suggestions on 
writing and_ selling photoplays, stories, poems, songs. 
Atlas Pub. Co., 313, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


PATENT ATTORNEYS, PATENTS, ETC, 

Patents-Trademarks. Wrte for free illustrated Guide 
Books and Evidence of Conception Blank. Send moiel 
or sketch and description for free opinion of patentable 
nature Highest references, Prompt attention, Reasonable 
terms. Victor J. Evans & Co., 695 Ninth, Wash., D.C. 

Inventors who desire to secure patent should write for 
our guide book, “‘How to Get Your Patent.’’ Send model 
or sketch and description and we will give opinion of 
patentable nature. Randoloh & Co.. Dent. 38. Wash.D C 


SHORTHAND 
SHORTHAND—THE NEW WAY. Success 
teed, 100. words’ a minute in 30 ars 
R 2 cago lome 


ecord, pewriting- *- FREE, -- -Chi 
Schools, 801 R Reaper BI’k, ‘Chicago, TM). 











aran- 
orld’s 
Study 





HELP WANTED 
Salesmen—City or Traveling. Experience unnecessary. 
Send for list of openings and tull particulars. © Pr 
in spare time te earn the big salaries—$2,500 to 
$10,000 year. Employment_service rendered members. 
Natl, Salesmen’s Tr, Assn., Dept. 141R, Chicago, Ills. 


PROFIT, Sells $5.00. You make $4,00. 
Free Sample, Business, Professional Men re-order 
weekly, Write for State Rights. Salespeople, Drawer 
596, Hartford, Conn, 


TELEGRAPHY 
TELEGRAPHY (both Morse and Wireless) and Rail- 
way Accounting taught quickly, Tremendous demand, 
Big salaries. Great opportunities. Oldest and largest 
; established 46 years, All expenses low—can 
earn large part, Catalog free. Dodge's Institute, V 
St., Valparaiso, Indiana, 
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| didn’t matter. 
Burton in answer 





FARM LANDS 
OWN ORANGE GROVE in beautiful 
Fruitland Park, Write today for information how you 
can = a iY ——. Rng County Land Own- 
ers’ ation, au ° 
Fruitland Park, Florida. 


OWN YOUR 
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“Yuh chance to make good,” saidy 
thickly. 

Nick Burton’s lips slobbered § 
scowled but did not reply. 

“Yuh said y’d get him!” sng , 
“Gwan do it. Get him as he Pens 
Mike’s.” He pulled at Burton’s am, 

“Cut that! Get him yourself!” Bue 
ton stepped out and headed in the oppy 
site direction from Mike’s, 

Joe went after him. The big aut 
matic nuzzled into Burton’s back. 

“Put ‘em up!” said Joe. He took By 
ton’s gun. “Now come on wit’ m 
When Conny Kiely’s comin,’ I'l] sltp yu 
yer gun. An’ yuh use it quick, or [yd 
to him! An’ him an’ me'll shoot wii 
all to hell!” 

Before him he drove the pleading fh 
ton east to the avenue. The street 
deserted. Mike’s was a short ble 
down. In the dark of an entrance thy 
stopped. They commanded a viem @ 
both doors to the saloon. The com 
they were on was poorly lighted. 

“He'll come this way,” said Joe, 

Burton shivered with the gun-mm 
up under his left shoulder-blade, ig 
knew what such a weapon could do, 
heavy bullet from the high-powered shel 
would drip his heart out! His hear 
Kiely wanted that! For self-preservati 
he had to do Kiely in. 

“Gimme my gun, Joe,” he white 
“Tl get him.” Fy: 4 

Joe did not make out what he said 
The automatic prod 


“Keep yer eye skinned,” adjured Jt 


| “I'll slip yuh the gat when he’s neat”? 


In this desperate plight Nick Butt 
pulled himself together. He had to sium 
Kiely, but—but couldn’t he put the 
off on Joe? If Joe could be thom 
the police, they would have no dificil 
in pinning the killing on him @ 
sheared ears proclaimed a motive. i 
ton planned feverishly to trip Joe ut 
the get-away. 


IFTEEN minutes went by. A poll 
man passed on the opposite side 
the street—a few pedestrians. Whenett 
anyone was nigh, the gun jabbed Bum 
“Keep yer trap buttoned,” hissed J0 
“or Dll drill yuh now!” ; 
Half an hour. Kiely appeared 0% 
illumination at the door of the sam 
He was disappointed. The runes 
had sent out to locate Burton had ile 
He walked toward the assassilis. 
by some evil luck he crossed to theirs 
Kiely was thinking of Mary and f 
boy waiting for him up in themou 
He was ratifying the promise be! 
made to quit the game—wondermng@ 
what way he was fated to keep to 
prison, dead, or with those he™ 
when— ; 
Joe stuck the gun into Burtoms™ 
His own remained fixed in Burtons® 
Kiely was the only person 2 
was not. thirty feet distant 9 
“Now!” breathed Joe m ' 
“Go to it, an’ I wont yell. It's 
uick—or yuh!” 7 
¥ Facing ‘the ordeal, Burtots cs 
steadied. He crouched, his CMR 
gun goading him. vid 
On the edge of the walk. ney 
abreast. Burton fired. a 
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Y “At last a magazine 
’ that the business 
/ woman can turn 
to without a 
feeling of 


chagrin.” 


Thus writes 


me woman 


of the 


Green Book 









is that 
serio 


T 


‘“‘What delights me 


though 
us you 


are always 
entertaining. 


hanks.”’ 


Is another 
woman’s 
notion of the 
Green Book 


eading ~ Magazine Magazine 
> street an : 

short blogg 
itrance ti 
a View 
The con 
hted. 

| Joe. 
-blade, Te 
kd do, To 
owered shel 


~-§ Possessed the Will to Win 


t he said. 
atic prod 


She Sells Money Knowledge 
adjured Joe 


he’s near.” One of these women, by her own efforts, made The young woman in the middle came to the 
Nick herself an expert in the fascinating game of for- conclusion that business firms would pay well for 


had to # ae ; answers by authorities to puzzling questions. 
put the }umie mpexchange. A igs bank was only too glad She conducts today a bureau that does that very 
be thrown 3 to pay her a lot for this self-gained knowledge. thing and makes money doing it. 


no diffcuil 
Housewifery Pays Big Telling Folks Things 


1 him: 2 

notive, 3 

ip Toe w At least it so pays the second woman above. She Publicity is a rather overworked word, yet it is 
the only one that just covers the splendidly pay- 

ing work that the fourth young woman above 





Profit in Answering Questions 


was a splendid housewife for its own sake at first, 






oy. Ae » then one day she discovered the world would pay has made her own. Perhaps your talents lie in 
a ail her for the same talent expressed outside the home. this direction. 

abbed Bi : - 

.” hissed Ji She Out-Parises Paris 

peared iat Forever and a day every woman, in business or out 

vf the sale of it, is interested in clothes. Upon that interest 








e runners I the last young woman above has builded better 
on had! than she knew. For she has entire Paris guessing. 
sSassins. 
d to their 


Mary and & 
the mou 
omise he 
ndering @ 
0 keep 
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s Taste 


addition to the articles of personal achievement, the Fiction in the Green 
. Magazine for October runs the gamut from romance to realism and from 

lightest of comedy to the more stirring of drama. Among the authors of 
MCtion whose latest work appears in this issue are George Gibbs, Berta 
k, Du Vernet Rabell, H. Bedford-Jones, and Helen Ferris. 


(HE OCTOBER GREEN BOOK MAGAZINE 
ON SALE EVERYWHERE—25 CENTS 
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His right hand moved to his pocket, his 
left to his head. Neither quite com- 
pleted the motion. He pitched sidewise 
into the street as Burton emptied his gun. 

The shots still were ringing—the last 
bullet scarcely had left the gun—when 
Joe took vengeance on Burton for having 
sent him to the shearing. Backing a 
pace, he shot Burton through the head. 
Then before Burton fell, Joe shoved him. 
The dead man spun out on the walk and 
collapsed ten feet from Kiely. 

Throwing his pistol toward the form of 
Kiely, Joe ducked round the corner. 
None had seen him. All he asked was 
forty seconds—to get a block away and 
into a tenement, to be out of the way 
when the bulls raced up. They would 
say that Kiely had used the automatic to 
kill Burton while Burton was killing him. 
A doubly successful. duel! 

Behind him on the avenue Joe could 
hear shouts and hurrying feet. He 
grinned and ran. The side-street was dark. 
That was to his benefit. But for a block 
it was lined with storage-places and small 
manufacturing shops.. There was no 
refuge for him there. 

Running close in the shadows, he was 
within a few yards of safety when foot- 
steps rattled ahead of him. He balked— 
pressed flat in a shallow doorway. 

The runner, a policeman with gun in 
hand, passed him. Joe sidled onward— 
too soon. The cop heard him—turned. 

Once he called to Joe to stop. Con- 
demning himself for having cast away his 
pistol, Joe bolted. He should have 


stopped and defied them to put anything 
on him. Wasn’t he an unarmed man 
getting out of the way of stray bullets? 
They could not prove that he and not 
Kiely had handled the automatic. But 
Joe was excited; he did not think so deep. 
By refusing to halt he made himself a 
legitimate target—as does anyone fleeing 
from a crime who declines to obey an 
officer. 

The policeman fired. Joe stumbled— 
picked up his stride again. Three more 
bullets went after him. Another hit, 
drilling him under the arm as he slewed 
sidewise round the corner. 

Joe never would walk with his sheared 
ears naked. That bullet was in his heart! 


ONNY KIELY mumbled and rolled 

on the operating table. The surgeon 
sponged a furrow that ran from the 
temple along the side of the head. His 
fingers felt delicately about the wound. 
He rapped Kiely’s skull with bunched 
fingertips. Lifting Kiely’s lids, he stared 
into the eyes. He shrugged. 

“He’s a lucky devil,” he remarked to 
the policeman who had come in the am- 
bulance with the unconscious gambler. 
“There’s no sign of a fracture. Not even 
the cranium—the outer covering of 
the skull—seems to have been grazed. 
The scalp’s plowed; that’s all. Concus- 
sion knocked him out.” He took a probe 
from the nursé~and ran an antiseptic- 
soaked piece of gauze into a bullet-hole 
through Kiely’s arm. “How d’you say it 
happened?” 


The Red Book Man 


The policeman scratched his head 

“It’s a mix-up, Doc. Looks like ¥y 
Burton laid for him, an’ Joe Thomas ij 
for Nick. It’s funny, Doc, abo 
He’s been missing. Bobbed 
without any ears and threatened tg g 
Burton—blamed him for having log j 
lugs. Haven't heard the right of if 
but”—he winked—“they say Conny be 
could tell a—” 

Conny Kiely opened his eyes, 

“Am I all right?” 

“Um!” The doctor nodded, Keg 
mired the strength of the gray face 4 
fearless eyes, the courage of the gues 
“Burton, who shot you, was killed. 
volunteered. 

Kiely frowned. He put his handiji 
head. 

“I didn’t get at my gun,” eg 
“How—” 

“Joe bumped him,” said the policg 
“And Joe got his on the run. Hes 
too.” 

Kiely sighed. “Am I pinched?” * 

“Not so you'd notice.” Thee 
grinned. . “What for?” 

“Nothing.” Kiely rested whik 
nurse placed a dressing on his k 
“Say,”—the lines smoothed from his 
—‘tell the boys Conny Kiely hus 
He’s going to the country! And=4 
marveled at the tenderness that mé 
him, at the timbre of his voice 
you wire’ my. wife and boy. to come 
I promised to be back with them t 
row, but I guess they'll have to 
here instead.” 
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BEAUTY 


(Continued from 
page 47) 





bered, or that he dreamed it all with the 
baffling velocity and detail of dream-ex- 
perience, in that night he went. vividly 
over-all his life, from the curious events 
that had sent him forth from the so dif- 
ferent world of his youth into the alien 
planet of Clelia and her people. 

He retraced everything, and marveled 
at the little accidents and impulses that 
had built his destiny to this tragedy. In- 
tolerable as it was, it was precious, and 
he would not have been absent from it 
for any other ecstasy that might have 
been his, if any of the infinitesimal influ- 
ences conveying him hither had shunted 
him along any other path. 

An infinity of other fates might have 
been his, but this was the one that befell 
him: and he was broken-heartedly glad 
of it, and utterly determined to see it 
through. 

And so while the household lay in the 
stupor of slumber, he was more than 
‘awake, so busily a-dream indeed, ° that 
his life ran before him in review. By a 
familiar mira¢le of memory he turned 
time back and iet it repeat itself. He 
saw himself’ from a distance as if his 
disembodied soul hovered in the clouds 
and watched his body wandering the 
paths whose conclusions it could not 
foresee, though they were all too plain to 
him now. Now he saw purpose where 
there had been none, and he .found a 
mystic intention in the results that were 
but the algebraic total of accidents. 


And while he scanned his life as it 
rolled past his eyes, he kept searching for 
some hint that might set him on the track 
of the fiend who had turned the livingest 
creature he had ever known, into that 
figure so incredibly still in the ceaseless 
shimmer of the moonlit ice. 

His shattered hopes were but one hope; 
the solving of the riddle of that wound 
in Clelia’s brow. He was warned by one 
fierce ambition to “get” the man. 

He had in his day trailed murderers, 
and cattle-thieves, and Mexican bandits, 
and had learned the art of the scout, the 
relentlessness of the hound on the scent. 
He stirred in his chair and clenched his 
fist, his jaws and even his throat as he 
groaned. 

“Tll get him! By God, I'll get him 
good and plenty—the rattlesnake!” - 


CHAPTER XIV 


“FT*HE rattlesnake” was an appella- 
tion that Larrick repented in- 
stantly. He had dwelt and moved among 
venomous reptiles so long that the word 
sprang to his thought from old custom. 
For years it had been his habit to shake 
his shoes before he put them on lest a 
tarantula or a centipede had taken pos- 
session there, to -go through his shirts 
and breeches for scorpions, to move warily 
and keep on the eternal lookout for gila 
monsters and rattlesnakes.: ~~ 


At one of his first teas in New! 
his hostess sounded an electric but 
Larrick threw his cup into the ara 
leaped to his feet. The tiny wilt 
reminded his muscles of rattlesnakes,’ 
they had thrown him on guard bela 
mind could remember where he 

He smiled sorrowfully now t ™ 
how fascinated Clelia had been 
told her. 

“My best friend was a Tie 
If it hadn’t been for a rattler, 1dm 
have known you.” ; 

It was a rattlesnake that brougit} 
to this remark, and he marveled 1»! 
that he should have heard ae® 
company and in the depths of the 
expensive luxury. 

For the recapture of the Agi 
from the lumber-vandals and 0&4 
was a most expensiy, = 
strangely, the turning 0 *— 
range into a vast public parks . 
by private parks, and the pes 
the zone from fires and hd 
had the ironical conseque aa 
poisonous serpent is coming DN i 
restored Edens, the bear & ™im 
more, wolves are ba be the fF 
up the golf-links and § pat 
bilist Sig south as Westchestet P 

It was at Mrs. Roantrees © ’ 
he encountered - his first bet 
tler. . The word “camp 4 
as much as the “mountal’ 
and “mountains” had mean: 
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ant tent-colony or the lone 
gq the cowboy in the parched 
od grassless wastes of the tortured 
een desert. But here everything was 
the camp was palatial, and the 

ins suave and serene. In his eyes 
fe Adirondacks were upholstered in 


N after his arrival Clelia took him 
wt for a climb. He rejoiced in 
her prowess and her grace. There was 
gmething of the young panther in her 
ination of fierce energy with fine 
giment. Suddenly she stopped short and 
jump into his arms. 
eo the frst time he had found her 
fee, except in a dance. He would 
ter have dared—to gather her in, 
he had ventured an audacity with 
Nancy Fleet at the first opportunity. 
Cldia nestled close to Larrick and 
divered with violence. She even drew 
is ams about her and made no secret of 
ler terror. It was the first time he had 
wen her reveal fear. He excused her, 
teause his own hair had risen on the 
jack of his neck. They were scrambling 
ig a'shelf of rock when they heard a 
titer like the escape of the mainspring 
tha clock. Both of them knew that a 
fittlesnake was close at foot. Both of 
them stood stock still till the alarm died 
wi At the first movement it shrilled 


igi. 


ARRICK held Clelia fast while he 

searched the ledge with keen eyes. 
At last he made out the timber monster. 
He had just shed his banded skin and 
was black as patent leather. He lay 
tiled for his thrust, his erect tail shud- 
tering, his odious clubbed head retracted 
man Sloop, his sharp syringes of venom 


But he made no advance and asked 
merely to be let alone. The implacable 
fadists who insist that preparedness 
Meals aggression are contradicted by the 

of the best armed and the readiest 
tour American animals, who never ad- 
i for battle beyond his own terri- 


‘Kill him!” Clelia whispered; and 
lamick, drawing her back to safety, cast 


ibout fora club of proper heft. The 
hitler having satisfied his dignity, was 
for moving quietly away. He had only 
a few days more of sunlight before his 
I i into the seams of the moun- 
lm for his winter sleep. As Larrick ad- 
snake returned to his coil 
aad repeated his, “Noli me tangere!” 
Tejoiced at the prospect of 
hes but paused to say: 
pone it, Miss Clelia, it don't 
. right to me to kill a rattler. For if 
ant for a rattler, I’d never 
‘ome up North. I’d never have 
it rich. I'd never have met up 
Jou. Seems like I owe everything 
= While mM my life to a rattlesnake— 
, forgetting a bear and a pair of mules, 
pe ayuse that threw me.” 
as Woman enough to love a 
as ted, and she demanded 
oy Larrick’s riddlesome poser. 
80, then,” she said, and the 
ened off with the honors of war 
onal trill on his snare-drum. 
4 safe resting-place in the 


4 


embrasure of a great tree’s roots on the 
brink of a tumultuous brook, and or- 
dered him to begin. 
She had always treated him as a sort | 
of living story-book, a collection of 
quaint adventures told in a dialect, cap-| 
tivatingly uncouth. He fascinated her| 
by his difference, as Othello had fasci-| 
nated Desdemona. Larrick was almost as 
swart as the Moor, but Clelia had none of 
the look of Desdemona where she perched 
in her boyish costume, cross-legged and 
impudent as she rolled herself a ciga- 
rette. 

She was as curious to Larrick as he to 
her, her dialect as quaint and her ad- 
ventures as astonishing. 

On that day he had blessed the rattle- 
snake that brought him all his good for- 
tune. On this later night he felt that 
he had spoken his gratitude too soon. 
His happiness had only been an exalta- 
tion to prepare for a more disastrous fall, 
He felt that it would have been a greater 
happiness to him if the serpent had filled 
his veins with its poison and saved him 
from the baser treachery of fate and the 
bitterer anguish. 

But now he recalled the bright eyes, the 
eager attention, the impertinent com- 
ments of Clelia as he told her how he, 
who had been the poorest of men, be- 
came almost instantly a man of wealth. 
There was a something of the Arabian 
Nights in the miracle, éxcept that it 
really happened. It would have been in- 
excusably fantastic coming from any other 
author except the historian of fact. 


CHAPTER XV 


AVE himself in retrospection, there 

was no witness of Larrick’s action on 
that fateful day a year or so before, when 
life, after seeming to neglect and dis- 
card him utterly, caught him up with a 
rush of glory. 

Life found him in the dismalest of re- 
gions with no hope and little ambition. 
His very heart had been dried out of him 
in that country where, as the saying was, 
there was not moisture enough to rust a 
nail. He was stranded in one of the 
man-forsakenest and apparently God- 
forsakenest parts of the American wilder- 
ness, 

Save for a settlement or two, and a 
dozen tiny hamlets, and one county seat 
of fifteen hundred souls strung along one 
rope of railroad track, Brewster County 
is a blank on the railroad map of Texas. 
Yet Massachusetts or New Jersey with 
their populatons of two and a half or 
three and a half millions could be laid 
down (if either of them could be picked 
up) inside the borders of Brewster. Its 
confines would almost contain the whole 
of Belgium with her seven and a half 
millions. 

Yet outside of the town of Alpine, 
Brewster had less than four thousand 
people in its domain. The loneliness of 
that balm can be guessed if you consider 
that Belgium has nearly seven hundred 
people to the square mile, while Brewster 
County has hardly more than half of 
one person to a square mile. And two- 
thirds of that half is a Mexican. It is 
desert waste, and chiefly mountain desert, 
with Comanche and the Santiago chains 
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This man knew 


the answers-his 
salary rose 300% 


ERE are seven questions picked at random. They 
H are questions that are being presented to business 
men frequently. Thousands of dollars often 
hang upon the answer to a single one of them. How 
many of the answers do you know? 
Must an order be in writing? 
When is the endorser of a note not liable? 
Are you liable for the debts of @ corporation 
if you own stocks or bonds? 
Whatclaims take precedence ina bankruptcy case? 
What is the difference between a promise, a gift, 
and acontract ? 
Who owns che sidewalk in front of your property? 
What are your rights? 
When may you break a contract? 


If you could answer these questions offhand — NOW —= 
our value to your firm would go ub many hundred per cent. 
. }. Green knew the answers — that’s why he was ap- 

pointed cashier of the oldest National Bank in America, 
the First National Bank of Davenport. lowa. That's 
why his income now is four times greater than it was 
the day heclipped a coupon like the one below. He says: 

“*B feel chat a knowledge of law is needed by all business 
men. In my own case, it has enabled me to assume the re- 
sponsibilities of my present position.” 

This is the experience of leaders everywhere. You 
will find that if you know law there is no limit to the 
extent co which you may exp your earning power. 

This is true whether you are a $35-a-week man, trying 
for the next job in line, or a $35,000-a-year executive. 
Knowledge of law does double service — it es yOu 
money and itsaves youmoney. Youcan prove thisnow. 


40,000 men enrolled 


You can investigate without obligation the plan by 
which 40,000 men have already learned to increase their 
incomes by reading law at home. Many of these men 
have doubled and redoubled their business value until 
they can reckon their increased incomes in figures run- 
ning up to 1000%! You, too, can learn to more 


money by the simple method that they used. 


Write for 118- page book 


For all men who wish to know more so that they can 
worth more money, the Blackstone Institute has pre- 
pared for free distribution an attractive 118-page book, 
“The Law-Trained Man.” This book describes tully 
the training which you can receive at home from the 
odern American Law Course and Service—a Course 
prepared specially for ambitious men by such business 
and legal experts as ex-President Taft, J. Herbert Quick 
of the Federal Farm Bureau, and 80 others of 
equal standing. 
This is a matter of the utmost importance to 
ou if you are planning to get ahead. 
saa should investigate this very day. 
There is no obligation. Mail the cou- 
pon . Blackstone Institute, 
608 South Dearborn St., Dept. 9797, 
Chicago, Illinois. 


Send “The Law-Trained Man,” 118-page book, FREE. 
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Blackstone Institute 


Organized to meet the demand for Law-trained Men 
608 South Dearborn St., Dept. 9797, Chicago, Ill. 
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ness. 


oils it needs. 





way! 


You'll recognize Sem-pray by the dainty pink and green 
packages. At all good toilet counters. 


SEM-PRAY 
JO -VE~-NAY 


End-of~ the Season Complexion 


Take your mirror to the light. That roughened, tired 
appearance of your skin is the end-of-the-summer-sign 
that spells the loss of the skin's youthfulness and fresh- 


But do you know that Sem-rpray Jo-vE-nay will restore 
your complexion's pink and white smoothness? The pink 
complexion cake gives to your skin the natural softening 
Rub it into your face, and then presently 
wipe it off with asoft cloth. It cleans, refreshes and re- 
juvenates the skin. 

Now add a delicate touch of Sem-pray Rouge with its 
elusive, subtle coloring. And then—a light touch with a 
fluffy puff dipped into Sem-pray Powder—fairy thistle- 
down of delicate fragrance. 

One more look at that mirror. Now you give just a 
little sigh of satisfaction. Your smooth, clear complex- 
ion can stand the closest scrutiny. It has been treated 
with the perfect complexion combination—the Sem-pray 


MARIETTA STANLEY COMPANY 


ompiexion 


Sempre Giovine 





Dept. R, Grand Rapids, Mich. 


SAMPLE OFFER 
Send 6c for generous samples of 
Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay and Sem- 
pray Face Powder. 

















Tell your newsdealer now to save you a 
copy of THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE 
for November. 











"THOSE to the manor born sense the 
quality appeal of Lablache — the 

powder supreme. Like old friends, it 

wears best and is closely : 

clinging. A dainty toilet y 

requisite for dainty wo- 

men who really care , 

for their complexions. 
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Iknow because I was Deaf and had Head 
Noises for over 30 years. My invisible 
Anti-septic Ear Drums omnaunils my hear- 
ing a sccpged Head Noises, and willdo 
it for you. They are Tiny Megaphones. 
Cannot be seen when worn. Easy to put 
in, easy to take out. Are “Unseen - 
forts.’’ Inexpensive. Writefor Booklet and 


my sworn statement of how I recovere 
my hearing. ae ” 


-o. 
Suite 227, 70 Fifth Ave.. New York City 





Prof. 1. Hubert’s 


is asafe aid t 
4 i 10 soft, clear, 
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cutting across it, and a chaos Of peaks 
the south, where it ends in the ag 
gut of the Big Bend of the Rio Gm 
River. 

These mountains are as ugly, as em 
of majesty, as mountains can he g 
for an occasional benediction from 4 gs 
Set or a sunrise, or from the equ 
poetry of desert twilight, which seems 
change the very air to a new and by: 
wildering vapor. The two great bodigg 
water refreshing this aridity are Cig 
ity Creek and Terlingua Creek, andi 
of them are most of the year mere jg 
rows in the sand and rock, so dry thy 
few hours after some infrequent 
burst has shot them off into tops 
they seem never to have known g fem 
of dampness. 

It was less strange that Larrick gy 


ir 


| be in such a dreary waste than thatg 
| one at all should be there. Humaniyg 
| an animal of various tastes, and # 


more inhospitable the region, the moni 


| challenges certain types of defiant pal 
| Larrick was not there from any sud 

heroic quality. He 
| meet a rancher from that inferno nty 


nerely chanced § 


town when he had chanced to save Noy 
Frewin’s life, when Spot Caper flourish 
his pistol at Frewin, and Larrick insandy 
or divinely, chose to step into his pag 
and to press his forehead against te 
muzzle of the drunkard’s gun, and ing 


| that coign of disadvantage, dared i 


sot to shoot him. 


HE next day after Larrick 

shipped young Frewin home to Ne 
York, on money that Larrick had 
rowed, to lend, Larrick was plunged i 
a pit of despondency. Envy and @ 
gust sickened him. Frewin had ba 
born to wealth and glory. Frewin la 
known New York so well that hel 
tired of it. Frewin was going bakit 
the paradise he had run away from. 
Larrick had never been to paradise & 
had never been anywhere worth will 
except to Houston for a time, wheal 
was in the military service. Ando 
then he never got to France, never gh 
New York, never got out of Texas. A 
there was no likelihood of his evet & 
ting out. Young as he was, he w* 
doleful and felt as senile as the old mi 
who never had been to Care 
which also Larrick had never heart 

Larrick was as pessimistic a5 4 @ 
could be who had had so short a itl 
practice pessimism in. And i that bel 
below-hell he met up with Josh Milo, 
whom he had known as a fellow 
Milman was looking for cow-pul 
his father’s ranch, and he offered 
pay to Larrick to come along. The 
that decided Larrick was Milman’s 
mendation. 

“It is the loneliest, dried-upm) 
sink-hole that Gawd ever spit So 
nobody would live there that wa 
to live anywheres else.” “J 

“That’s the place I’m lookin for, 
Larrick, and closed the deal. is 

They took train to Alpine, and 
there took horse and rode neat : 
dred milts due south almost wi 
Grande from the ignoble ai 
most of the water for the rani ‘ 
ried in wagons for twelve 
Water was the everlasting 
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Wells were practically unknown, and 
main was almost never heard. Big tanks 


sunk in the rocky sections to catch 
hold what little fell from the rare 
douds that visited that kettle-lid of a 


Phen in this peninsula of the United 
, thrust into the side of Mexico, 
gf still Mexican in the main, Larrick 
ook up existence. He was a kind of 
gavage vegetation, a sort of roving cactus 
qr Spanish bayonet, getting along some- 
how on almost no water, and bristling 
all points. 
whe ew whites who owned the fewer 
moches preferred white cowboys to 
, and the eternal race-feud fur- 
mshed the chief excitement. The cow- 
carried “six-guns” and rifles and 
fund their own forage when they rode 
herd. Here flourished in one of its last 
Ids the American epic estate, 
gtablished by the old West before the 
barbed-wire fence strangled it to death. 
Here one might have his fill of that civil- 
jation so incessantly represented in the 
moving-pictures and so nearly unknown 
re. 

The Mexican bandits came over the 
border now and then, and the wilderness 
thereabouts was the haunt of desperadoes 
who were “wanted” for various reasons. 

Horses and men had a hard life, and 
even mules were put to the test of their 
mettle, Larrick had grown morose and as 
dangerous as a rattlesnake. He abom- 
imted the environment, human and nat- 
wal, but he could not muster the cour- 
age to rise and move on to pleasanter 
pastures. Then a complex chain of events 
m that eventless clime hoisted him 
abruptly out of the dry well into the blue 


Old man Milman had a sportive dispo- 
sion, and one day while he was crossing 
tne of those cast-iron stoves called the 
Mountains, he startled a black 
bear. The bear waddled off about its 
business, but Pop Milman put after it 
with his lariat swirling. He settled the 
toose about the shaggy neck and detained 
the traveler. Whereupon the bear turned 
and put ed Pop Milman. 
ring how High-Chin Bob in 
oo lassoed = lion and was con- 
© an eternal flight, of draggin 
¢ prey that pursued him, and ad 
released nor worn out, Pop 
spurred his panicky cayuse to a 
fig the rope over a low stout limb, 
it, as he rode on and proceeded 
the poor bruin, fastening his 
, the Tope to a stump, and leaving 
taptive to dangle and choke. The 
Gyuse hardly got the old man to the 
before it broke down in a 
ivous collapse that rendered it a use- 
for life. 


REL 


& n bragged of his feat to his 
ie -poagesy her the bear’s pelt as 
Sop side er sitting-room. He invited 
dan by out with him in a buckboard 
Tes, dng best two mules in southern 
ls assist at the skinning. 

a8 as the mules sniffed the bear 
,Mar, they whirled and bolted, 
€ two Milmans overboard. 
locked senseless: and when he 
found that his wife had 
r one fractured leg among her 
fo. The dazed couple lay 
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Sonota 


Tue tone of the Sonora is of wonderful beauty, 


having a smoothness, naturalness, and charm 
of expression that make Sonora supreme. 


You are not limited to one maker’s records 
when you buy a Sonora because the Sonora 
plays ALL MAKES of disc records perfectly 
without extra attachments. 


You can see Sonora’s superiority in design, 
and a critical examination proves to you 
that for important features no phonograph 
equals the Sonora. 


Magnificent upright and period models, $60 to $2500 


Sonora owners take pride in possessing 


The Highest Class Talking Machine 
in the World 


Write for General Catalog J 
or Period Catalog JX 


Sonora Phonograph 
Company, Inc. 


GEORGE E. BRIGHTSON, President 


NEW YORK CITY: 
Fifth Ave. at 53d St. 279 Broadway 


Canadian Distributors: 
I. MONTAGNES & CO., Toronto 





“Nocturne” Dealers Everywhere 

Use Sonora Semi-Permanent Needles on all steel needle records— 
they play many times—increase records’ life. 

CauTIon! Bewareofsimilarly constructed needles of inferiorquality. 
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‘OU can accomplish. 
lease state your age. 
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BANGU AGH Wor 


**Like learning a tune—and as eeay.* Our Disc Records 
Tepeat the correct accent and pronunciation until you 
know it. Family and friends enjoy language study by the 
LANGUAGE PHONE METHOD 

and Rosenthal’s Practical Linguistry 

The war has created unlimited opportunity. Pre- 

are now to better your position, or increase your 
usiness. Brush up on the language you studied 
at school. Write for Booklet and Free Trial Offer, 

FUNK & V/AGNALLS COMPANY 








228 Hess Bidg., 354-360 Fourth Ave., N.¥. 


for comfort 
. * 


MA 














Suspender’ 


Every pair guaranteed 
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BUY DIAMONDS 


FROM JASON WEILER & Sow 


of Boston, Mass., one of America’s 
leading diamond importer; 


For over 44 years the house of Jason W, 
Sons, of Boston, has been one of the = 
diamond importing concerns in Americs 

to jewelers. However, a large business ig doy 
direct by mail with customers at importing 
prices! Here are several diamond offers= 
direct to you by mail — which clearly den. # 
strate our position to name prices on diamony i 
that should surely interest any present or pm 
pective diamond purchaser. 





there broken and broiled on the skillet of 
the rocks until the mules returning to the 
corral with the empty and shattered buck- 
board gave the alarm. 


3224: . 


oo 
one 


g ABR and young Milman leaped 
on their horses and flashed away to 
the scene of the disaster. Their horses 
bucked, snorted and rebelled as soon as 
they reached the aroma-zone of the bear. 
The young men thereupon dismounted 
and approached on foot. The hanging 
bear had taken abundant revenge for the 
unwarranted assault on him. 

Larrick and Milman bolstered the 
cracked and bleeding victims against the 
hot rocks and recapturing their horses 
rode away again, young Milman to fetch | 
a wagon, and Larrick to seek the nearest 
doctor to set the old woman’s shattered one carat dia 
femur. Hianc “and perfectly Ladies’ All Platiou : 

This meant a hundred and eighty miles || got Mounted in Tif Diamond Ring 
of travel to Alpine and back, but that gold setting, Money Six blue white 
was better than a lifelong limp for the || duplicated elsewhere of the ring. ae 
dear old lady, whose kindliness preserved || Gi, tice” $145 color, ‘Ring le som 
Larrick’s respect for womankind. Woman- || “et toyon WE ES" hand-carved and nara 
kind thereabouts meant Mexican women, Ladies 
mainly of the poorest and loosest sort, 
their uncleanliness next to their godliness, 
for they had a convenient theory that sin 
confessed and paid for could be renewed 
indefinitely on the same terms without 
immortal peril. 

Larrick did not tell Clelia much about 
these “greasers.” But it had amazed him 
to hear the metropolitan moralists, throw- 
ing all the blame for girlish wrong-going | 
on the moving pictures, the naughty plays 
and sex-novels, the dances and the décol- 
leté gowns—when the wickedest women 
of his acquaintance had never seen a play 
or a moving picture, could not have read 
a romance if they had known where to 
buy one, had never been to a dance and 
paid little heed to their shapeless but suf- 
ficient clothes. Furthermore, they were 
intensely religious and they never had 
heard of divorce, the other scapegoat of 
all social disorder. Yet they had some- 


1 carat, $145.00 


Thie one carat dia- 





A Better Job Will 
Bring It to You 


There are far more good jobs than there 
are men qualified to fill them. You want to 
get ahead—you want to be a somebody. 
You want a bigger income—more pleasing 
surroundings— more latitude to grow. You 
can have these things. We will help you 
get them. 


There Is a Job for You 
With Big Money What This Man 


You can qualify for it in | Has Done You, 
your spare time. No need 
to give up your present 
work. A few of the hours 
you now waste will, if 
spent in study of any 
one of our courses, fit 
you to take on a real job 
and hold it down. There 
is nothing reasonable 
you can’t accomplish if 
you make up your mind 
to win and 


Make Your Idle Hours Count 


Our courses are planned and supervised by 
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ring can be 
y__for less than $ 


A few weights and prices of other diamond ring: | 


Diamond Ring | 
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M% carat . . $31.00 1% carat . $2178 

36 carat . 50.00 2carats . 6208 

Yecarat . . 73.00 3carats . 9390 
Money refunded tf these diamonds can be pur. 
chased elsewhere for less than one-third mors, 


We Refer You to Any Bank in Bostes ! 


If desired, rings will be 
sent to your bank or any 
Express Co., with privi- 
lege of examination. 
Our diamond guarantee 
for full value for all 
time goes with every 
purchase. 
Write Today for This— 
Valuable Catalog Free on 
“HOW TO BUY 
DIAMONDS” 
This book is beauti- 
fully illustrated. 
Tells how to judge, 
select and buy dia- 
monds. Tells how 
they mine, cut and 
market diamonds. 


BeEPARSSSse. 
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leading educators—men who know the 
subject ‘they are teaching and how to tell 
you about it in plain, understandable Eng- 
lish. Under their direction 


how learned to practice almost every 
known vice. 
Larrick thought of these things often 


Thisbook showing 
weights, sizes, 
prices and quali- 
ties, $15 to $100, - 
000, is considered 
an authority. 


later when he came to know the truth 
about people of wealth and fashion dwell- 
ing in a world of art and beauty and 
cleanliness. His respect for the loud- 
mouthed satirists and the pulpit-pounding 
slanderers was not increased. On this 
ride he thought of other things, never 
dreaming as he rode that he was riding 
straight out of poverty and the desert 
into the demesnes of all opulence. 

His thoughts were on poor Ma Mil- 
man, a stalwart heroine, as powerful as a 
man and—as gentle as a man,—fearless in 
a bandit raid, tireless in making her boys 
comfortable and feeding them well. She 
swore so majestically and smoked such 
strong tobacco that when Larrick came to 
hear a lady utter a damnlet or see her 
puff a dainty cigarette, he was not so 
horrified as he might have been. The 
woman who had been to him, what his 
mother would have been if she had lived, 
wore breeches, cursed, drank, smoked 
and had not been near enough to a 
church to go to one for twenty years. 
There was a tradition that Ma Milman 
had been known to chaw terbacker when 
] | the smokes were short, but Larrick could 
not verify this. 


Jason Weiler & Sons 
362 Washington Street, BOSTON, MASS. 


Diamond importers since 8% Put 
Foreign Agencies: London, Amsterdam and 
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Accounting 
Course Leading 
€0 A  s.teelichien A 
RADUAT. OST AC 

DIVsP. a 
Confidence in one’s self is half the bat 
the fight for Success. The Nicholsoa 
cost accountant has that confidenceti 
he is schooled by a master in the Lever) 
—he knows exactly what to do 
doit. For that reason he 184) is ot 
in any organization—his position ®t ag 
—his income is big. The Ni a 
cost accountant is always in jemand. 
today for full particulars. 


Resident and Correspondenct 
Basie and Post-Graduate Coarse 


J. Lee Nicholson Institute of Ces 


Room 338, Transportation Bids.. ae 


It Is Simple — Easy to Master 


Let us send you, free, copy of our latest bul- 
letin. Fill out the coupon below, mark the 
course or courses that interest you, mail it to 
us today. Make this start now. You’ll never 
regret it. Every day you put it off takes 
just that much away from a splendid future. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE 
Dept. G781, Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago, U.S. A. 
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It only bewildered him to find people | 
“io seemed to think that such things had | 
=e vital connection with virtue—that 
ot to do these things was to accomplish 

t and noble life, and that heaven 
as aD exclusive club whose members 
jad never played cards, danced, dressed 
wp, seen a play, a movie, read a love- 
ory revealed more than a minimum of 
din, quatfed a liquor, or set a tobacco- 
wil on fire—or who if they had done any 
gi these things, had put themselves in a 
il of repentance and burnt out the car- 
jon in their cylinders. 
According to certain people whose dia- 
frites Larrick read and heard, the angels 
of heaven spent most of their time 
snooping, eavesdropping and _ keyholing 
gi recording the very thoughts and Loe 
whims that drifted through the souls of : Se 
the candidates for heaven. They black- “] t 
julled all of the nominees who were not F } 
liy-white or covered with ashes of regret. i 
And thete was only one other club (or at 


i 
the most two) to oe pope = If Th e di d 
: i : 
eal aembership aa grill. ts app ene on 
qm even worse than Brewster County 6 . “ ? 
Be tee psychologies were for the You r Wedding N (g ht ) 


iierife that Larrick was riding toward ; , 
@witingly. His resolve now was to get HE had gone to change into her traveling dress. A few 
tothe nearest ranch and borrow a flivver moments later he found her in her room—the woman he 
it, that he might make the rest of the had just made his wife— and his best friend — What would you 
ee Aine at a ng speed than his have done? What did he do? 

ty maintain. e was remem- : 
beng old Milman’s words: “If that Find out from the story by 
damned doctor don’t want to come, fetch 


g REE J 
inden 


; 
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lim, the way I done fotch the ba’r.” : ~ Henr 
[ ARRICK was riding over pathless @ 

territory making a short-cut from : 
the scene of the accident to the road 274 Short Stories — One Long Novel 
wrth. The quick, almost snaky motion Like the Caliph of ancient Bagdad was O. Henry. He has explored the byways of 
his horse swung him into a mood for| colorful New York. He has walked the waterfront, dropped into strange eating places on 
tm, and he howled melancholy strains} the Bowery; he has sat for hours, disguised as a tramp, on a park bench, waiting for the 


that must have discouraged the coyotes. adventure around the corner. And he always found it. The city was his world, and it 
The horse twisted through endless clumps gave him tribute of rich store of material, unfailing inspiration and 


di cactuses, slashed through the mesquite, 2: the key to that inner life which remains to most of us a sealed book, 
Bie the bayonet-plant a wide berth and His. death put an end to a life More people are reading O. 
his wits swift and sure. as V aried and romantic as one of Henry today than ever before. 

, his own tales —for he was one of They read him because he has the 

sun poured down the only rain Seameee | the lovable spirts of earth. At flavor of life as we know it, the 
been for months, and it was al- : heart he was always a vagabond, _ tang, the zest, the breathless, care- 

Mest audible as it beat on his broad hat- a wandering minstrel, telling the less haste, the ironic, happy, tragic 
: immered on the rattlesnake- ir Fe stories that just bubbled from him _irresponsibilities which go to 
skin that served for a hat band. ge 8 as he went his seeing way. make up life as it is really lived. 


Coming to a tiny pool of sweet water ; 
wmehow mislaid in that place, Larrick ) | FRE CONAN DOYLE 
disiomted and squatted at the brink, z 7 Volumes 


lis hat by the crown and using . . 
fea saucer to drink from. The ae The Only Complete Set of Sherlock Holmes Stories Ever Published 


a his side gulped with ill-man- Problems that have baffled the most vigilant of police—crimes that 
have left no slightest trace of the criminal—false clues that have led trained detectives off 


. : > ie. the scent—all these he has probed with that super-human genius that has thrilled all the 
they swung away again. Larrick See || é world. Fear, hate, love, revenge, passion — all those desperate motives which ravage 


; é could remember from the ; 2 men’s minds and women’s hearts make these mysteries eternally yours and real. 
Dance at 


the Ranch,” and grinned to If you want excitement, adventure, mystery, and the most skilful unraveling of 
recall of th J o a po tangled threads the world has ever known—if you want complete relaxation from 
some e Pp ump sage-hens he C the problems of your workaday world, get the complete series 


Tomped with. Any village big enough = of Sherlock Holmes stories that is here given you FREE — the 
for . g & ‘ g ; ae Y orly complete set that has ever been published. ? 
tances seemed like a metropolis to " f 


reg and he grew a trifle lonely for a bells ‘ FREE—Only If You Send oF Send ge om ape 


e 


é proval, charges paid 


existenc t ° by you, O. Henry's 
His ioe un ° l h ° the Coupon AT ONCE ra concn 12 volumes, 
F = . bound in silk cloth, wit 
for a love-aff: a mconscious y hungering : 5 ack ot Giving away books in these days of high priced itt Tun: Alen “the: 7 
Ww air with somebody, almost ee nities paper is giving away dollars, and wecan assure * |, volume ect of Conan Doyle's 

wa . you that if we had to buy the paper for these Sherieck Holmes” 6 
. J not a Mex. He was ieee | bookstoday we could not give them to you; but ra Berge nail pou $1 a bey Leng 
some aa im Alpine for a day on : : 4 itbappens that we did buy a limited amount @° and then $2 a mo. for 14 mos. for the 
o €Xcuse, sending the doctor back ot paper some time ago which we set 6 0. Henry set only, and keep 7 vols. of 
Without i I - 7 +P aside, and this paper isto be used for _,@° Sherlock HolmesFree. Otherwise Iwill. with- 
but he was “| t would not be quite white, 1 eter these Sherlock Holmes stories. There ° ™ 10 days, return S0ts GF FONT CEDIRER 


on 1d-aw can be no more purchased at any , ’ 
€some, Gawd-awful lone- , such price, so there can be no ra pa) 
: had had i: 2B? more given cxmy. Your chance is 9° 
7 one What he grandiosely called i ae A “MTA TION. on icccpinscehcadcnieasbipdacios 
ig 4OUS Sufficiency of the desert REF } " # The more sumptuous three-quarter Keratol binding of O. 


Henry costs only a few cents more a vol, and has prov 


eo 
eo : : ry 
2 e. Fi | binding, change 
REVIE W OF REVIEWS C0. ¢ OF +d $5.00 Tax. "and then $3.00 mo. for 12 mos, 
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/ A ‘A and on 
i dinary underwear, 
‘Diao \ ATHENA as shown in the 
| —=S\\\\\ Underwear grepnic compara- 
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‘“*Thank my ATHENA Underwear 
for the reflection of my gown’ 


He best efforts of your modiste are only 
perfect when worn over underwear that 
encourages their smoothness of fit and correct- 
ness of line—gives you contentment and 
happiness of mind and body. 

ATHENA Underwear is tailored to follow the rounded 
lines of the figure—not to stretch itself into shape over 
them, as ordinary underwear does. Hence, it lies 
smoothly, unwrinkled; it complies without a strain or 
sag to every movement of the body. 


MARSHALL FIELD & COMPANY 


NEW YORK 
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You can easily learn Modern Ballroom Danc- 
ing now in your own —no matter where 
you live—by the famous 


Peak System of 


Mail Instruction 


Fox-Trot, One-Step, Waltz, Two- 
Step and latest Ballroom dances 
taught. Courses constantly revised 
to include the newest dance ideas. 
We Guarantee the Peak System 
to teach you to be an easy, graceful 
and accomplished dancer. Equally 
successful with beginners and with 
dancers seeking to improve, and 
learn the latest society steps. 
New Diagram Method: The result 
of forty years’ pra ct'cal experience. _Y, 
Easily and quickly earned. Thou- 
sands taught successfully. I can teach you, 
Send Today for FREE Information: Write at once 
for surprisingly low offer. 

William Chandler Peak, M. B., President 
The Peak School of Dancing, Inc. Established 1880 
Room 161 821 Crescent Place Chicago 





SA Splendid Xmas Gi 


665c. Pair of 6 inch Bayberry Candies. 
Mailed with peer of Bayberry and 
Hand-Colored Gift Card they are irre- 
sistible See Cat. page 67. 

Our Big Catalog pictures thousands 
of splendid gifts—it makes your Xmas 
shopping easy—a list of your friends 
and our Gift Book are all you need 
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Have a youthfal appearance, clear com- 
plexion, magnetic eyes, pretty eyebrows 
and lashes, graceful neck and chin, luxu- 
riant hair, attractive hands, comfortable 


fol- 


ove wrinkles, lines, pi 
muse 
e ve done 


en 

ir 

d no bi 

rugs ,no big expense 


for latest ea 


GRACE 
Dest. 49, 215 


MILDRED 
No. Michigan Btvd., Chicago, 
A Branch of Susanna Cacroft's Work) 








The Red Book Mag 


The scorching wind, with its me 
aggravated by an eternal little blizz 
sharp sand, was ripping old bunches 
sage-brush from their dry roots and» 
ing them rolling and jouncing acngg 
hateful scene. Everywhere ther » 
trees blown into postures of crmb 
agony and rolling clumps of 
scattering and driven like frightened 
bits. His own life was as aimless 
driven as that of any dead sage-bng 
There was nothing but melancholy in 
heavens, the air, the earth and the proj 
ucts of the earth. It was all mi 
caricature. He ought to settle domi 
a town somewhere, be a blacksmith, 
clerk in a grocery store—eat in 4m 
boarding-house and have a girl tog 
on. He fell to singing of one heromg 
poesy : 


Biscuit-shootin’ Susie, 
She’s got us roped and tied, 
Sober men or woozy 
Look on her with pride, 
Susie’s strong and able, 
And not a one gits rash 
When she waits on the table 
And superintends the hash. 


He was reveling in a dream of fi 
women—railroad lunch-counter waitress 
who had waited on him. How he will 
love to wait on one! His ambitions d 
not climb so high as the grace of sm 


‘of the ladies who had fed the soldien 


met them at the stations with sandwits 
and coffee, or passed them dainties at 
canteens. 

One of the beauties of the Fred Hang 
system would be queen enough for lx 
rick. He was so nympholept that & 
began to compose a song of his own-tt 
next step would be sunstroke, As & 
worked it out it ran something like thi. 


There’s a little girl in Alpine — 
And I’m goin’ to ask her to be mine; 
She’s the bell of Brewster 

And I'll be a lucky rooster 

If she’ll be mine alone 

And make with me her home. 


Larrick rather liked this. It was 
makin’s of a classic—a classic being a 
thing that was not intentionally a com 

He cantered onto the second stata 


Oh, little Alpine lady 
Wilst thou be mine—oh, maybe. 


b IS afflation was interrupted # & 
frenzied rolling eye caught 4 
of a huge diamond rattler just 
moving straight and slowly toward sist 
prey. Its color and its scales wee® 
close akin to the color and textur 
the dead gray sand in the dry creek ti 
bronc’ was dipping across that 
might not have seen it if it bad 
moved. 
But it had to move. It was BE 
seven feet long, and as it whipped i 
into a coil, drew in the great breaau 
swelled it fat, and set off its clatiems 
alarm, it proffered the ugliest 2% 
poison that could sicken the 
heart. : 
Before his mind could mel 
situation, Larrick’s mgat. : 
snatched out his pistol, aimed 
fired it. The snake did mosti@e 
aiming, sending its fang: Be: 
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ight at the pistol’s one eye, and 
ee the bullet halfway. The bullet 
off the head, which glanced 
jamlessly from Larrick’s box stirrup, 
‘ng its venom as its fangs smote. 
Larrick’s horse had also coiled for a 
out of the serpent’s reach; the 
odor of the bear had made it hysterical 
beyond its worst, and it had not expected 
the report of the pistol. So it went 


feofa hooked tarpon. 
larrick did not go with it. 
words of the bard: 


Though it’s nothin’ they take pride in, 
Still, most fellers I have knowed, 
If they ever done much ridin’ 

Has at different times got throwed. 







This was one of the times when Lar- 
rick did the “hoochy-koochy dance, mop- 
pin’ up the cafion’s surface, with the 
bosom of his pants.” 

He came down in a nest of cactus in 
the shade of which a pair of amorous 
homed rattlesnakes had taken refuge 
from observation. They left immediately 
in the grotesque bias loops that have 
given them the name of “side-winder.” 
They resembled pieces of agitated lariat 
running away. 

Larrick grinned at them in spite of his 
pained amazement. He lifted himself 
from the cactus-bed with many an oath, 
the spines plunging into him wherever he 
rested an elbow or a hand to pry himself 
free. As he told Clelia: “I was as full 
of pits as a new-boughten shirt. When 
I stood up, I felt something knock my 
foot. It was that fool rattlesnake tryin’ 
to bite me without any head onto it. 

“A little ways off, the head was nippin’ 
at a rock, forgettin’ it hadn’t any body 
onto it. I noticed the place of black 
tock the snake was wastin’ its time over. 
There was a lot of red about it. 

“At first I thought it was blood. I 
looked again, and lo and behold, it was 
cinnabar!” 





E looked at her with dramatic ef- 
fect, as a child does who finally 
springs the great word of a long story. 
Clelia’s face was a blank of polite sus- 
pense, waiting for the point. He repeat- 
ed the tremendous name: 
‘I say, it was cinnabar.” 
Yes; and then?” said Clelia. “You 
W, citnabar means nothing in my fair 
young life. What is it—any relation to 
immamon b’ar that your old Pop 
nh lynched?” 
imick was disgusted. He had led up 
to his grand climax with the utmost in- 
fe and it was a hopeless fizzle. 
took a cinch in his self-control and 
violent patience explained. 
Ws ya is what mercury comes in. 
of it” ore of mercury—simply full 

















« . 
T see, like , a thermometer,” Clelia 





» and added: “Go on, stranger, 
Story interests me.” 
ell, that’s my story!” Larrick 
» Surrendering. 








iyi Sithed Clelia, “Most excit- 


“Don't you see?” Larrick pleaded. “Of 
= Jou don’t, but it’s like this: I 
Tiding Over one of the branches of 
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ee These Results 


Learn what clean teeth mean 


All statements approved by high dental authorities 


See the results of the new way of teeth 
cleaning. They are quick and decisive. 
You will know at once that they mean 
a lifetime of cleaner, safer teeth. 

Millions of people employ it. And the 
glistening teeth seen everywhere show 
what it means. See what it means to you. 


A film combatant 


Most tooth troubles are now traced 
to film—to that viscous coat you feel. 
Film clings to teeth, enters crevices and 
stays. 

The ordinary tooth paste does not end 
film. So the film remains—much of it— 
and may doa ceaseless damage. Nearly 
all people suffer from it, more or less. 

It is the film-coat that discolors, not 
the teeth. Film is the basis of tartar. 


It holds food substance which ferments 
and forms acid. It holds the acid in 
contact with the teeth to cause decay. 

Millions of germs breed init. They, 
with tartar, are the chief cause o 
pyorrhea. So, despite the tooth brush, 
all these troubles have been constantly 
increasing. 


New methods now 


Dental science, after years of seach- 
ing, has found new ways to fight film. 
All have been proved by many clinical 
tests. They are so efficient that leading 
dentists everywhere advise them. 

These methods are combined now in 
a dentifrice called Pepsodent. It has 
brought a new era in teeth cleaning. This 
is the tooth paste we urge you to try. 


Watch the new effects 


The use of Pepsodent at once reveals 
many new effects. 


One ingredient is pepsin. One mul- 
tiplies the starch digestant in the saliva, 
to digest starch deposits that cling. 
One multiplies the alkalinity of the 
saliva, to neutralize mouth acids. 


Two factors directly attack the film. 
One of them keeps the teeth so highly 
polished that film cannot easily cling. 


Pepsodent is the new-day tooth paste, 


PAT. OFF. 


Pepsadent 
The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant com- 
bined with two other modern 
requisites. Now advised by lead- 
ing dentists everywhere and sup- 
plied by all druggists in large tubes. 








complying with all modern requires 


ments. It does what never before was 
done. You should learn its benefits 
at once. 


Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. 
Note how clean the teeth feel after 
using. Mark the absence of the viscous 
film. Watch the teeth whiten as the 
film-coat disappears. 

Every one in your family needs 
Pepsodent daily, and a week will prove 
this to you. Cut out the coupon now. 


be ee | 


10-Day Tube Free | 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept. 819, 1104S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 











Only one tube to a family. 
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HIS phenomenal Saxaphone Artist and Come- 

dian has captivated thousands of music lovers 
during the past Summer Season at the Studebaker 
Theatre and Edelweiss Gardens of Chicago. Mr. 

wis #s one of the most versatile Saxaphone 
Comedians of the age. He plays a Gold Jeweled 
Conn valued at $10,000. The perfect key mech- 
anism, the construction of the bore and patent 
tuning device of this instrument have made it 
possible for Mr. Lewis to dance and act with ease 
and absolute assurance while playing intricate 
solos on the instrument. The LEWIS JAZZ BAND 
is equipped with Conn Instruments exclusively. 


a 





Extra Income 
And Pleasure 


RM an orchestra; they're in demand 
nightly for dances, theatres, enter 
tainments. ulisvate your musical 
“dump” and earn a liberal extra income 
filling this demand. 


Be sure of success; follow the world’s 
great artists and choose Conn instru- 
ments. Easy poe features brin 
quick mastery; their tone, brilliant an 
sonorous, commands instant admiration, 
Get one for free trial. 


A Guarantee Bond with Every Conn F- 


<_< 


Goi Lege 
(e-C§- {1035 Conn Bldg Elkhart Ind. 
Agencies in all large cities 
WORLDS LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF HIGH GRADE 
BAND AND ORCHESTRA INSTRUMENTS 
All Exclusive Conn 
"Features at No 
Greater Cost 














Full of musical intormae 
tion; send for it and de 
tails of free trial plan. /j 
| Mention instrument. 


ao 

Cc. G. Conn, Ltd., 
A 1035 Conn Bidg., Elkhart, Ind. 
‘ Please send me your free book. 








A new series of animal stories will begin 
in an early issue of THE RED BOOK 
MAGAZINE. 
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where the quicksilver mines are. Every- 
body in Brewster County knows cinnabar 
when he sees it, and I’d found a pocket 
of it. 

“Tf I could prove it was on land that 
hadn’t been claimed by anybody, I could 
record it in my name and work it or 
sell it. Well, it hadn’t been, and I did, 
and I got two hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars for it—sold out to a syndicate 
that everybody says is owned by the 
Rothschilds.” 

“Oh, now, you speak a language I can 
understand,” said Clelia. “I’m pleased 
to meet you, Mr. Cinnabar. So that’s 
how you became a millionaire.” 

“Weil, I’m only a quarter of one—or I 
was. But it was some jump, at that, from 
bein’ a cow-puncher on next to nothin’ 
a year and no prospects. But I owe it 
all to that poor diamond-back.” 

“And to several other animals,” said 
Clelia. “If that bear hadn’t come out of 
that mountain just at the moment that 
Pa Milman rode by; and if he hadn't 
been cruel enough—’’ 

“Oh, don’t say anything against Pop.” 

“Well, then, if he hadn’t been kind 
enough to lasso the bear and bring his 
dear old wife out to see it; and if those 
darling mules hadn’t spilled her all over 
the sweet old mountains; and if you had 
taken any other one of a million short- 
cuts except just that one past just that 
divine rattler—then you'd still be in 
Brewster County, and that snake up there 
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might have bitten me if I had chang 
to come out alone. You are a come 
cated young man; the angels myst 
sat up nights working out your career fop 
you.” 

Larrick mumbled with a sudden a 
“Maybe it wasn’t angels that did i 

“Why do you doubt that?” 

“Because my story isn’t finished yap 
and I wont know whether I’m meant for 
heaven or hell till you tell me whethem? 

“Oh, you’re not going to star thi 
again!” Clelia laughed, and rising, darted 
down the mountain-side. . 

Larrick lumbered after her, feeling Like 
a bear pursuing an antelope—one of tha 
antelope he had seen in Texas, where g 
attempt to domesticate them and cms 
them with more solid stock was being 
made. 

In his pursuit of Clelia, they cam 
suddenly upon Norry Frewm, who ms 
stealing along a trout-stream. He m 
membered how Frewin’s face lighted yw 
when he saw Clelia, and how it dak 
ened when Larrick appeared. 

And now Larrick wished that he ta 
never stepped in front of the pistol aimed 
at Frewin, had never placed his | 
against the muzzle and saved the j@ 
friend. 

But then he would never haved 
Clelia. He realized with torment i 
seems impossible to unwish one sli 
thing in the past and to keep 
else that follows it (To be 








VOICE OF THE OLD HOME TOWN 


(Continued from page 72) 








“What happened? Why, nothing hap- 
pened. Boys will be boys, you know.” 

“Well,” said Bill, “I’ve always sup- 
posed I escaped the reform-school by 
hopping the first freight.” 

“Reform school, hell! Oh, I guess they 
did parole us for ‘six months. That’s 
how I happened to get into the grocery 
They paroled me to old man 
Conners; it was his till I tapped for a 


| dollar or two, and he was sort of natural- 
ly interested, I reckon. 


He taught me 
the business, and when he got ready to re- 
tire, I bought him out.” 

Bill looked at Red Weldon. Red didn’t 
understand; Red was callous. Bill knew 
that whatever changes the years had 
brought in Mary Parker, she did not think 
of looting a summer cottage and robbing 
tills as a boy’s peccadillo. 

“What became of Butch Harris?” he 
asked abruptly. 

“Butch? Why, he’s president of the 
bank down the street. Butch’d be glad to 
see you. His people had money, and he’s 
a clever man—Butch Harris. But he’s 
never too proud to shake hands with an 
old friend. How long you going to be in 
town, anyway?” 

“Oh, an hour or two,” said Bill. 

“Come and see us again and have a 
talk about old times. I guess we were 
the real boys in those days, eh?” 

“What about Snick Tiedeman?” 

“Oh, he’s got a big farm up near Peru. 
Bought it when he sold out the old man’s 
business. Snick always hated the store.” 

Bill hurried on toward the bank and 
asked for the president. 


The cashier shook his head. 

“I’m sorry. He’s up in Chicago 
Wont be back till day after tomorrow.’ 

“I’m sorry too,” Bill said. “I used to 
know him. But maybe you can tell m 
what became of Mr. Sheldon, who kept 
a hardware-store here years ago.” 

“He’s dead—died ten years back.” 

Bill walked slowly down the street 
He wondered what had become of Mary 
Parker. She was married by now, # 
course. He had no longer any curiosity 
about the rest. He would like to # 
Mary just once. He didn’t know bt 
that in some curious psychological wa 
his memory of Mary had stood betwee 
him and Clare, as if the one re 
him of the other, so that he could am 
propose to Clare when Mary had 4 pai 
claim. It was an absurd notion; 
was nothing in it. But just the same 
would like to see Mary. 

Bill walked on toward the railway si 
tion. There was a train out at 
three; it was now a quarter of three. He 
reached the station platform, bought 
ticket. But he could not bear to la 
without asking about Mary. : 

He turned back to the ticket winddt 

“What’s the name of the local pa 
in this town?” 

“The Record.” 

“Who’s the editor?” 

“Phillips—Mark Phillips.” ik 

Bill didn’t remember the name i 
knew it wasn’t the name of the ag 
his day. But it was worth tryimg 
stepped into the telephone-booth i 
called the editorial office. 2 
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ing Out over the business district of at 
| me American cities, we sometimes wonder at the oe 
kept oi steel, concrete and stone which rise from the 
street level and tower hundreds of feet in the air. 
| What is the secret of their stability? Why does not 
the jar and vibration of traffic, the honey-combing of 
reel subways, the terrific blasts of storms and winds 
am tause them to totter and fall? 
2 But the secret lies hidden in the depths of the 
r, of metimes a hundred feet or more below the 
osity fy etlevel, When the construction of these giant sky- 
, ‘tapers began, the first thing the builders did was 
} See HH tosink great piers down to bed rock. Upon these 
het Tose the tions and finally the towering super- 
: por Only the sweeping away of the bed rock 
way Ge the very foundation of the earth itself would 
weet fall of one of these great structures. 
| , And the success of any man in the busine ld 
- inst like the stability of the skyscraper. Itdepends 
i hs or not he has built the foundation for 
prior ious cated tock. Seugee just like st 
udings. You must go to 
x to build your foundation for success, 7 7 
e, ste bea tock upon which every man must build 
tiee angent business success is specialized knowl- 
erery ming —such training as is now available 
ambitious man through the “Problem 
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Build the Foundation for Your 
Success on Bed Rock 


Method” of hometraining which has been scientific- 
ally applied to extension methods of education by 
LaSalle Extension University. 


By the LaSalle ‘‘Problem Method” of training you 
can acquire specialized business knowledge and 
training of a university grade by mail at home in 
your spare time without interference with your pres- 
ent business duties. You are not required tomemo- 
rize a multitude of business principles and rules and 
then turned loose to apply them as best you can. 
You reccive a real training—a training that is like 
being privileged to sit in a council of big business 
executives helping them to work out their daily prob- 
lems. You pon come. he work out for yourself practically 
every kind of business problem you would encounter 
if you were on the job and at the desk of the high 
salaried position you are training to fill. 


The only difference as compared with actual busi- 
ness conditions is that you are not risking your time 
or your money nor the time and money of your 
company. Youare,in effect, taken behind the scenes 
of big business and made familiar with every depart- 
ment and its relation to every other department. 
All of this training you acquire under the direct 
supervision of LaSalle’s large staff of over 450 busi- 
ness executives, bankers, traffic experts, certified 

ublic accountants, letter experts, legally trained 

usiness specialists, instructors and assistants. 


INDUSTRIAL MANAGEMENT EFFICIENCY: 
Training for Production Managers, Department 
Heads, and all those desiring training in the 48 factors 
of efficiency. 


BUSINESS LETTER WRITING: 
Training for positions as Correspondents, Mail Sales 
Directors, and all executive letter-writing positions. 


() BANKING AND FINANCE: | 
Training for Executive positions in Banks and Finan- 
cial Institutions, 


BUSINESS ENGLISH: 
Training for positi 
and Copy Writers, 


Correspond 













During and after your training you have the entire 
consulting resources of the university at your com- 
mand. Not only may you take your problems to the 
one department of which you are a member or a 
graduate, but to all of the highly specialized depart- 
ments of the University, each of which is open to you 
for consultation privileges. 

On the coupon below you will find listed the thir- 
teen specialized business-training courses taught by 


the LaSalle “‘Problem Method.” Select the one 
which will prepare you for the kind of position you 
want to fill. Mark that course with an X. Mail the 


coupon and we will send you full particulars of the 
course, the reasonable cost, the convenient method 
of payment and a copy of the famous book, “Ten 
Years’ Promotion in One”—a book which tells how 
men with the aid of LaSalle training have gained in 
one year promotion which men without the aid of this 
training have not realized in ten. 


More than 225,000 ambitious men in all walks of 
business life have already been helped to promotion, 
increased salary and greater business success b 
LaSalle training. er 50,000 are now being teamed 
peat. It is no unusual thing for LaSalle to receive 
hundreds of letters each month telling of increases 
in salary, many of them of 1004, 2004, 400¢ and more, 

Commence today to build your foundation on bed 
rock by mailing the coupon, ‘ 


EXTENSION UNIVERSITY Dept.1066-R Chicago, Illinois 


The Largest Business Training Institution in the World 





oO COMMERCIAL SPANISH: 

Training for positions as Forei 

Correspondent with Spanish- 
Pa ea / 
EXPERT BOOKKEEPING: 
Training for position of Head #777 
Bookkeeper. / 

G: | Training in 

the art of forceful, effective 
8 ‘or 
Politicians, Clubmen, etc. 
Cc. P. A. COACHING FOR ADVANCED 


ACCOUNTANTS: : 
Prepares for State Board and Institute Examinations 
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, | SHE exquisite fragrance 
of Day Dream—subtly 
refreshing as the odors 

of wild flowers, caressing as 

thesoft, soothing touch of the 
summer breeze—is presented 
to you, alike, in Day Dream 

Perfume, Face Powder, Toilet 

Water, Creme, and other Day 

Dream Boudoir Creations. 
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STEARNS Perfumer DETROIT 


aati 


‘Day Dream L’Echo- 


containing me 
miniature and face 
~~ powder sample, will 
4 be mailed you post- 
paid for 25 cents. 
cAddress 
Dept. D-1. 











| “It’s rather an odd request,” he tem- 
| Porized. 
“Can’t be any odder than some we’ve 
| had,” said the voice. 
| “Well,” said Bill, “I used to live in 
| Siloam years ago, and I knew a girl named 
Mary Parker. I’ve always wanted to 
'know what became of her.” 
| “Why, she married Harris, the banker.” 
| “Butch Harris?” said Bill involuntarily. 
| ‘“Sure—Butch MHarris. What other 
| Harris is there?” 
| “Thank you,” said Bill faintly, and 
|hung up the receiver... . . 
| Bill arrived in Park Avenue three days 
later. He had a strange new feeling of 
elation. 

“Why, Bill,” Clare said, “you look 
happy!” 

“I am happy. When are you going to 
marry me?” ; 

Clare took one look at him and began 
to walk backward. 

“I—I didn’t know you wanted me to 





marry you.” 


He caught her in his arms and held her | 
close and kissed her. “I love you,” he 
cried. “I love you, and you’re going to 
marry me, aren’t you.” 

Bill kissed her again before she could 
answer. 

“Aren’t you?” he cried. 

“Yes,” said Clare, her voice muffled 
| against his shoulder. “Yes, I suppose I 
am.” 

“Right away?” 

“Y-yes.” 

He kissed her again. 

“B-Bill!” 

“Ves, sweetheart.” 

“Let me get my breath. I want to ask 
you something. I—” 

Bill held her off at arm’s-length. 

“Ask away.” 

“What happened to you out West?” 

“What makes you think anything hap- 
| pened?” 
| “You're so different.” 

Bill shook his head slowly. 

“You knew I loved you—all the time.” 

“Yes,” said Clare, “of course I did. 
But I didn’t think you’d ever tell me so.” 

“You know,” said Bill honestly, “there 
was a time when I didn’t, either.” 

“What did it?” 

“Clare,” he said, “I’ve been back to 
my old home town.” 

He kissed her again and straightened 
himself proudly. 





| 
| 
| 
} 


“Oh, yes, you did,” cried the new Bill. | 





“Do you know, Clare I started out in 
life as a common criminal.” 

“Yep. In my old home town I was a 
burglar.” 
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WEST 
HAIR NET 


Hand-Made—Twice-Sterilized 


— strands of the finest 
selected human hai, pro- 
cessed for invisibility and 
Strength, are used in making 
West Hair Nets. Each tiny 
knot is tied by hand. A" colors, 
Cap and Fringe shape. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE 


Three Brands — Beach and Motor 1S¢ 
Tourist 3 for 50c, Gold Seal 25¢ 


West Electric Hair Curler Co, 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
Makers of West Electric Hair Curlers 
Cards ot 2 Curlers 10c — Cards of 5 Curlers 2% 
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UKULELE 


If you play quaint, dreamy Hawaiian 
music or latest s Ukulele 
you will be wanted everywhere. 
e teach by mail 20 simple les- 
f every 
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he Hawaiian institu 
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| EVERY BUSINESS MAN 


will read and ponder 
the story by Edward 
Mott Woolley in the 
November Rep Boox 
Macazine. You'll 
remember its title 
for it is familiar to 


you from experience. 


“TEN DOLLARS A DAY” 
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Gives Real Results 
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Will not rub off; no mess; coveth ry 
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Stomachs for Old 


In 48 Hours 


MAMHOUSANDS of people who suf- 
Tie for years with all sorts 
® of stomach trouble are walking 
yond today with entirely remade 
somachs—stomachs which have been 
jade in from 48 to 72 hours! They 
eajoy their meals and never have a 
t of indigestion, constipation or 
of the serious illnesses with which 
they formerly suffered and which are 
fivctly traceable to the stomach. 


And these surprising results have been 
produced not by drugs or medicines of any 
lind, not by foregoing substantial foods, not 
by cating specially prepared or patented 
joods of any kind, but by eating the plainest, 
amplest foods correctly combined! 


These facts were forcibly brought to my 
tind by Eugene Christian, the eminent Food 
Scentist, who is said to have successfully 
tated over 23,000 people with foods alone! 


As Christian says, man is what he eats. 
What we take into our stomachs today, we 
ite tomorrow. Food is the source of all 
power, yet not one person in a hundred 
knows the chemistry of foods as related to 
the chemistry of the body. The result is we 
ae a nation of “stomach sufferers.” 


Christian has -proved that to eat good, 
simple, nourishing food is not necessarily to 
tit correctly. In the first place,-many of the 

Which we have come to regard as 
good are in reality about the worst things 
We tan eat, while others that we regard as 

have the most food value. 


But pethaps the greatest harm which 
comes from eating blindly is the fact that 
vay often two perfectly good foods when 
Gin at the same meal form a chemical 
teaction in the stomach and literally explode, 
dangerous toxic poisons which are 
absorbed by the blood and circulate through- 
out the system, forming the root of all or 
waatly all sickness, the first indications of 
ith ate acidity, fermentation, gas, consti- 
pation and many other sympathetic ills lead- 
ng to most serious consequences. 


And yet just as wrong food selections 
combinations will destroy our health 
cy, so will the right foods quickly 
we and maintain bodily vigor and men- 
ai ergy. In my talk with Eugene Chris- 
tan, he told me of some of his experiences 
m the treatment of disease through food— 
me Instances out of the more than 
#000 cases he has on record. 


at cae Which interested me greatly was 


; # young business man whose effi- 

had-been practically wrecked through 
tae dity, fermentation and constipa- 
wi Tesulting in physical sluggishness which 
tis epg reflected in his ability to use 
Weht when was twenty pounds under 
and was he first went to see Christian 
thend ee’ he couldn’t sleep. Stom- 
they stinal gases were so severe that 

sised itregular heart action and often 
= eat Mental depression. As Christian 


By R. S. Thompson 


describes it, he was not 50 per cent efficient 
either mentally or physically. Yet in 24 
hours, by following Christian’s suggestions 
as to food, his constipation was relieved, al- 
though he had formerly been in the habit of 
taking large daily doses of a strong cathar- 
tic. In five weeks every abnormal symp- 
tom: had disappeared—his weight having 
increased 6 Ibs. In addition to this, he ac- 
quired a store of physical and mental en- 
ergy so great in comparison with his former 
self as to almost belie the fact that it was 
the same man. 


Another instance of what proper food 
combinations can do almost overnight was 
that of a man one hundred pounds over- 
weight whose only other discomfort was 
rheumatism, This man’s greatest pleasure 
in life was eating. Though convinced of the 
necessity, he hesitated for months to go 
under treatment, believing he would be 
deprived of the pleasures of the table. He 
finally, however, decided to try it out. Not 
only did he begin losing weight within a 
few days, regaining his normal figure in a 
matter of weeks, but all signs of rheumatism 
disappeared, and he found the new diet far 
more delicious to the taste and afforded a 
much keener quality of enjoyment than his 
old method of eating, and wrote Christian a 
letter to that effect. 


But perhaps the most interesting case that 
Christian told me of was that of a multi- 
millionaire—a man 70 years o'd, who had 
been traveling with his doctor for several 
years in a search for health. He was ex- 
tremely emaciated, had chronic constipation, 
lumbago, and rheumatism. For over twenty 
years he had suffered with stomach and in- 
testinal trouble which in reality was super- 
aciduous secretions in the stomach. The first 
menus given him were designed to remove 
the causes of acidity, which was accom- 
plished almost overnight. And after this 
was done he seemed to undergo a complete 
rejuvenation. His eyesight, hearing, taste, 
and all of his mental faculties became keener 
and more alert. He had had no organic 
trouble—but he was starving to death from 
malnutrition and decomposition—all caused 
by the wrong selection and combination of 
foods. Almost immediately after following 
Christian’s advice this man could see results, 
and after six months he was as well and 
strong as he had ever been in his life. 


These instances of the efficacy of right 
eating I have simply chosen at random from 
perhaps a dozen Eugene Christian told me 
of, every one of which was fully as interest- 
ing, and they applied to as many different 
ailments. Surely this man Christian is doing 
a great work. 


I know of several instances where rich men 
and women have been so pleased with what 
he has done for them that they have sent 
him a check for $500 or $1,000 in addition 
to the amount of the bill when paying him. 


There have been so many inquiries from 
all parts of the United States from people 
seeking the benefit of Eugene Christian’s ad- 
vice and whose cases*he is unable to handle 
personally that he has written a little course 
of lessons which tells you exactly what to 
eat for health, strength and efficiency. This 
Course is published by The Corrective Eating 
Society of New York. 


These lessons, there are 24 of them, con- 
tain actual menus for breakfast, luncheon, 
and dinner, covering every condition of health 
and sickness from infancy to old age and 
for all occupations, climates, and seasons. 


Reasons are given for every recommenda- 
tion based upon actual results secured in the 
author’s many years of practice although 
technical terms have been avoided. Every 
point is explained so clearly thdt there can 
be no possible misunderstanding. 


With these lessons at hand it is just as 
though you were in personal contact with 
the great food specialist, because every pos- 
sible point is so thoroughly covered that you 
can scarcely think of a question which isn’t 
answered. You can start eating the very 
things that will produce the increased physi- 
cal and mental energy you are seeking the 
day you receive the lessons, and you will find 
that you secure results with the first meal. 
This, of course, does not mean that compli- 
cated illnesses can be removed at one meal, 
but it does mean that real results can nearly 
always be seen in 48 hours or less. 


If you would like to examine these 24 
little Lessons in Corrective Eating, simply 
write The Corrective Eating Society, De- 
partment 12010, 43 West 16th Street, New 
York City. It is not necessary to enclose 
any money with your request. Merely ask 
them to send the lessons on five days’ trial, 
with the understanding that you will either 
return them within that time or remit $3.50, 
the small fee asked. 


The reason that the Society is willing to 
send the lessons on free examination without 
money in advance is because they want to 
remove every obstacle to putting this knowl- 
edge in the hands of the many interested 
people as soon as possible, knowing full well 
that a test of some of the menus in the 
lessons themselves is more convincing than 
anything that can possibly be said about 
them. 


Please clip out and mail the following form instead of writing a letter, as this 
is a copy of the blank adopted by the Society, and will be honored at once. 


COKRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY, 


Dept. 12010, 43 West 16th St., New York City 


You may send me prepaid a copy of Corrective Eating in 24 Lessons. 


I will either 


remail them to you within five days or send you $3.50. 
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CHILDRENS STICKS 
Clear sugar with- 
out color or flavor 


A healthful add- 
ition to the childs 
daily diet 
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S.No Paste NEEDED 
to mount all kodak 
pictures, post cards.clippings in albums 
sare . | watches, old gold, silver, platinum, War Bonds or 
Stamps—anything valuable. Cash by return mail 
Goods returned in 10 days if you’re not satisfied. 
Ohio Smelting & Refining Company, 1251 Lennox Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio- 





FR EC KL POSITIVELY 


REMOVED 


Dr. Berry’s Freckle Ointment—Yo Govayiat ot 
joe, 65c. y tes book. DR. c. H. BERR co., 
2975 Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. 


For Spot Cas 





mail false teeth, old and 
broken jewelry, diamonds, 








PORE face powder cannot injure the most 

delicate baby skin. The trouble is, too 
many powders are made the old-fashioned 
way, with rice powder. Rice powderisstarchy, 
and, like bread flour, it is quickly turned into 
a gluey paste by the moisture of the skin. This 
paste clogs the cuticle, swells in the pores, 
causing enlarged pores, blackheads and pim- 
ples. A specialist makes a harmless powder 
by using an ingredient doctors prescribe to 
heal the skin. Every time you apply this 
improved powder you give your complexion a 
real beauty treatment. There is a thousand 











dollar guarantee of purity printed on the 
box, certifying it does not contain white lead, 
rice powder or any harmful substance. This 
guaranteed pure powder is called La-may 
(French, Poudre L’Amé). Because it is 
pure and harmless, La-may is now used by 
over a million American women; it is now 
the most popular complexion powder sold in 
New York. Women who have used even 
the most expensive face powders say they can- 
not buy a better powder than La-may any- 
where at any price. There is also a La-may 
Talcum that prevents souring of perspiration. 
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(Continued from page 77) 
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officer opened the door and noddle 
he saw who was there. Weeks smug 
inside. “Chief, there is a lady with 
Where can I put her so she will hey 

fortable?” a 

The chief jerked his thumb tommy 
door, and Ledyard escorted Jane into 3 
little room where she could be along 
undisturbed. “I will leave you here" 
said. “Don’t worry.” 

The chief was waiting for him, 

“Well?” 

“They'll be along in a moment” 
“Got ’em, eh? Have word from 
and two or three other places thai 
round-up is coming through. Good hy. 

ness.” 

There was another rap at the de 
which the uniformed officer answered 
“Young man named Islip wants toe 
you, Chief.” 

“Bring him in.” 

Cleghorn entered hesitatingly, sx 
Ledyard even before he saw the chiei 
“Did Father send you?” he asked. 

“Your father? No. What are yw 
doing here?” 

Cleghorn turned to the chief. “Iv 
come to give myself up,” he said simply 

“Um! You telephoned. Thought i 
might be some josh. For the murder di 
that Clotts girl?” 


A DAUGHTER 


“Ves sir.” 

“Cleghorn!” It was a cry from la 
yard. 

“T killed Anna Clotts, Weeks.” 

“Nonsense!” 


“May I sit down?” Cleghorn said t0 
the chief. “I’m feeling—done up.” 

“Chief—may I talk to him? Hes 
friend. I work for his father.” 

The chief scowled. 

“He’s entitled to counsel,” said Le 
yard. 

A number of footsteps in the hall wil 
out interrupted, and Porter came in wil 
Ogus, the Clotts couple and two substi 
nates. 

“First batch, Chief. Uncle Sam wl 
have a houseful for you to-day. May 
you'll get some of them yourself; there’ 
been murder.” 

“Here,” said the chief, “stow away ta 
boy,”—he motioned to Cleghom—™ 
we get this off our hands.” 





AS Cleghorn was. being escorted froa 
the room, Weeks stepped 10 # 
side. “Cleghorn, be careful,” he at 
“Keep your mouth shut. Talk sare 
body till I can see you.” 
Cleghorn pressed his hand grateful 
“No use, old man,” he said. ° tole 
“Where’s your young woman? 
asked Ledyard. ) a 
“In the next room, You dout™ 
her yet.” od 
“We'll question the woman first, i 
Porter. “Hold the others outside. sya 
“Mrs. Clotts,” he said presently, 
better talk. Tell all you know. 
“Me—I should know no 
“Remember, this isn't the DOMU Ts 
ter alone. There’s the m a 
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| TheBest Diamond 
a Dargains in/) Years 


Never, in nearly 34 of a century 


in business have we offered such 
amazing bargains as against prevailing prices. 
Due to very unusual conditions, this old dia- 
mond banking house, rated at more than 
$1,000,000.00, has been making thousands 
of additional loans on high grade jewels. Hence 
we have many unpaid loans which we offer to 
sell at once away below market prices. 


ie 3 Why Pay Full Prices 


re yu Pe a We send any diamond, or watch, on 
ae: ; : approval. Try to match our most exceptional 





‘Tre values for 60% more — that’s our challenge. 


simpli : i ea Here are stronger claims than we make our- 
ught it ia 4 selves, Enthusiastic customers write: “My 
3 3: ae $45 cluster valued here at $150.00."’ “The 


der 0 - PS stone I bought of you for $75 I could not dupli- 
B : \ < cate for less than $162.00.” Hundreds of 
letters like these. Names on request. 


Send Coupon for 
Latest Bargain List 


It is radically different from the ordi- 
nary catalog. Every jewel described in detail. 
The list contains hundreds of bargains in un- 
paid loans and many other amazing values. 
Send your name and address in the coupon, or 
by letter or post card today. You will be 
under no obligation. Send the coupon now, 





Jos. De Roy & Sons, 2567 De Roy Bldg. 

Only Opposite Post Office, Pittsburgh, Pa. a . 

nese carat, Pra paseens 8 A RN 
Pitts us 


burgh, Pa. Your bank can look : a>, AY 
up in mercantile agencies. ‘ > \ Aue mys ; 
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Rt PRES ‘ a ! es 
The Door of the General Office to the 
Private Office Opens Wide to 

“ ” * 

the “NEW WAY” Typist 
Be ready to enter when your chance 
comes. Many young men and women 
who proved themselves capable stenog- 
raphers a year ago are Executives to- 
day at three or four times their former 
salaries. These young men and women 
realize that Stenographic Efficiency is 
NINE-TENTHS Typewriting Efficiency. 
They are quick to see that the EXPERT 
TYPISTS — the 80 -to- 100 - words- per - minute 
accurate operators — command the highest - 
paying positons—are sure of the big promotions, 
Think a minute! What is a stenogra owl paid 
for? Isn’t it for your finished product —the 
quantity and quality of letters or other type- 
written work you turn out in aday? No matter 
how gi you are in shorthand you can never 
expect much increase in pay until you get speed 
—real speed—and accuracy on the Typewriter. 
YOU can _typewrite 80 to 100 words per minute 
the New Way. 


EARN $25 to $40 PER WEEK 


Are your eyes chained to the keys? Do you use 
only a few fingers in operating? Is it hard work 
for you? Is your work disfigured by erasures 
and errors? If so, is it any wonder you probably 
make only an average salary —a mere living 
wage? —— and Accuracy and Ease of Opera- 
tion are absolutely guaranteed if B oe study the 
New Way. Salaries of Tulloss Graduates are 
increasing from $10, $12 and $15 per week to $25, 
$35 and $40. 


LEARN BY MAIL — ONLY 10 EASY 
LESSONS 


The secret of the New Way in Typewriting is so 
simple that you wonder why it was never thought 
of before. This new method ba on special 
Gymnastic Finger Training Exercises, will 
quickly bring you expert accuracy and speed. 


NEW WAY BOOK — FREE 


If you are ambitious to get ahead—if you want 
to make your work easier — if you want more 
money in your pay envelope — don’t wait a 
moment before sending for our booklet, telling 
all about this wonderful method and what it has 
done for thousands of others. 


TzETOULLOSS SCHOOL 


1780 COLLEGE HILL, SPRINGFIELD, OHIO 





mean dos’ men?” Her extraordinarily 
bright eyes glowed upon Porter. 
“Yes. Who were they?” 

“It iss a man Borginski, and a man 
Keenan. Yess. They are dead. The 
man Borginski, he kill my daughter 
Anna.” She nodded her head. “One day 
I hear him and the other tell Peter Ogus. 
It iss so. He kill her and t’row her in 
the lake.” 

“Hey,” exclaimed the chief, 
this? Anna Clotts?” 

“My daughter, she iss—and she iss 
dead. I wass afraid she iss dead by 
some man. Then I hear them speak of 
it, and talk long about it. So I do what 
iss right. When the time come, I put in 
their beer something, and they are dead 
also.” She spoke calmly, almost placidly, 
apparently without fear or appreciation 
of consequences. 

“Ts this the truth?” Ledyard demanded 
eagerly. “Who else knows this to be 
true?” 

“That Borginski kill Anna? Peter 
Ogus, he know also. They tell him. 
There was much talk of how they lay it 
to somebody else—to the man Anna work 
for. Yess. They lay it to him, and if 
he shall not do what they say, then they 
tell the police.” 

“What was he to do?” 
manded. 

“T do not know. I do not understand. 
Food, it wass. Yes, they make this young 
man’s father help the revolution by food. 
I do not care for the revolution now. 
. .. . Anna iss dead. Even the Elixir is 
no good. I do not care. It was all ior 
Anna—but she iss dead, and so I kill 
dos’ men.” 


“what's 


Porter de- 


attic?” 

“Bombs? I do not know.” It was a 
subject upon which she was stubbornly 
silent. About her own crime she was 











You CAN Get Out of a Rut 


— trade a job for a profession with a 
future. You lose no time, risk no money 
—learn in spare time at home, and when 
after 3 months you qualify, we guarantee 
a position at once, or your money back. 


Traffic Inspection 


is outdoor, travelling work, at home or 
over the nation. You get 


$125 To start with $ 
Advances up to 

and all expenses paid; ay meet big men; prac- 
tically your own boss. 500 Men Wanted NOW. 
Your chance is here — me. ‘cannot get men enough to 


supply the demand. Don't delay, write for complete 
story of this big chance. Ask for Free Booklet D-260. 


Standard Business Training Institute 
BUFFALO, N. Y. 

















willing, almost childishly eager, to talk, 
but there she stopped. 

“Porter,” said Ledyard, “there’s some- 
thing mighty queer here. Young Islip 
just came in to give himself up for this 
murder.” 

“Um! Bring in Ogus.” 

Peter Ogus came in, defiant, attempt- 
ing an insolent smile. ‘“Ogus,” said 
Porter, “who killed Borginski and Keen- 
an?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“You did. The woman Clotts has con- 
fessed.” 

“She lied,” said Ogus, disconcerted by 
facing a charge he had been far from an- 
ticipating. 

“The three of you were in Abner Islip’s 
office this morning,” said Porter—and 
Ledyard looked at him quickly, in sur- 
prise. “Why?” added Porter. 

Ogus stood mute. 

“Why did Borginski kill Anna Clotts?” 

“Did he?” 

“Look here—you can be tried as an 
anarchist, a plotter against the Govern- 
ment, or you can be tried for murder. In 
Illinois they hang, for murder. Come 
clean, and we give you your choice. We 
can hang you if we want to. The woman 
confessed. Do you want a rope around 
| your neck?” 

Ogus was shaken; false courage faded 
| away from him and left him clothed only 





“Oh, dos’ men in that room, you could | 





“Did your husband make bombs in his | 
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F.. A. Shick Residence 
West Bethlehem, Pa. 


Does it Cost Much 
to Build Now? 


If you build to-day and 
build throughout of NATCO 
Hollow Tile, your home will 
cost less in the end than if 
you had built of some less 
permanent material before 
the war. You will use less 
coal. Your home will be damp 
proof, vermin proof and most 
important of all, safe from 
fire— as safe as if there were 
nosuch home-destroyerasfire, 


NATCO-HOLLOW TIE 


Finally, be sure that the hollow 
tile you buy is the genuine, trade. 
marked product. Each piece of 
tile is imprinted with the name 
NATCO to insure you that you 
are getting a reliable, permanent 
and fire-safe building material. 
Ask your local building supply 
dealer for further information. 


NATIONAL FIRE: PRODFING 


- COMPANY. 
147 Federal Sty ” Pittsberg, Pa. 
PETER CLARK MACFARLANE 
has written for the next issue 


a corking story calle 


“PUSS OR BEARCAT” 


ONC REDIT 
_ DIAMONDS 


C. E. Schermerkarg 
Architect 
































Do your gift buying wide 
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SF Win HEARTS face il ond oat at 
our shopping guide ro > unusual py 
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examine the article right in your own 
CREDIT TERMS on porchases of $5 or over, 
down, balance in eight equal amounts, 
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“Find the Man!” 


| “We'll pay him $5,000 a year. Go over our list of em 
ployees— pick out those who not only have been doing 
their work well, but have been stuaying in spare time getting 
teady for advancement. That’s the kind of man we want. 
Mor this job and for all of this firm’s responsible positions.” 





| 


| 


| ’ Employers everywhere are combing their ranks for men with ambition, 
for men who really want to get ahead in the world and are willing to 


Ve it by training th lves in spare time p~=———=———; ——— — 
3 y harespong P PiNTERWATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE, SCHOOLS 
todo some one thing well. 426 B, SCRANTO 


B.... bo tin; me, bow 5 ona os ‘tor the posi- 
or in the slewing which I it 





1SALESMANSHIP 
ADVERTISING 
Window Trimmer 
Show Card Writer 
Sign Painter 
Railroad Trainmaa 


Prove that you are that kind of man! The Inter- 
national Correspondence Schools are ready and anxious 










to - : Draftsman ILLUSTRATING 
help you prepare for advancement in the work of calce caret ag 
Your choice, whatever it may be. More than two BOOKKEEPER, 








Stenographer end Typist 
Cert. Public Accountant 
TRAFFIC MANAGER 





million men and women in the last 29 years have taken 
the I.C. $. route to more money. More than 110,000 
Others are getting ready right now. Hundreds are 
Matting every month. Isn’t it about time for you to find 
ut what the I. C. S. can do for you? 


» Here is all we ask: Without cost, without obligating | Stun 


| : ; Street 
Yourself in any way, simply mark and mail this coupon. ; snd No 
. % a ” 


Railway Mail Clerk 
AUTOMORILE OPERATING 
Auto Repairing 

Navigation 

AGRICULTURE Frenes 
Pealtry Raising Italien 
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Onyx'@ Hosiery 


of Silk, with Pointex’ Hee 


“ ONYX ”— denotes quality in hosiery 
AE at -—- q 








C 
APPROVED 
FRESHMAN (just arrived, to roommate ): Aren’t they simply 
stunning! All mine are “ONYX” too!” 
Senior (from doorway): “ Well, Imust admit you two young- 
sters have good taste!” 
‘Onyx‘Hosiery Emery & Beers 
Iv all materials Company, Inc. 


Sole Owners and 
Wholesale Distributors 


New YorrR 


At the Better 
Shops Everywhere 





















HEN equipped with your preference to pieces 

Domes of Silence, furni- equipped with Domesof Silence. 
ture legs do not scratch floors By using them, the manufac- 
or tear rugs. Eventhe heavi- turer and dealer show their re- 
est pieces glide smoothly at a_ gard for quality throughout. 
touch. No straining—tugging For the furniture already in 
— scratching —screeching, or yourhome,get Domes of Silence 
wrenching open of the joints. at any hardware, department 

When buying furniture give or variety store. 


DOMES of SILENCE 


A mark of BETTER Furniture 
regardless of its cost 
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in cowardice. “It’s a lie,” he said, 4% 
a damned lie. The woman lied.” 
“Come clean or hang.” 
“If I—come clean—what do J get fe 
it?” 

“Life,” said Porter. “T'll use myj 
fluence to see you are deported as any 
desirable alien. It’s a bargain, Thy, 
the best you can hope for. Hang qj 
what you know, and we'll hang yoy » 
give you life in Leavenworth for ity 
bomb job.” 

“Tl talk,” Ogus said, licking his lips 

“You would,” said Porter with scon 
in his voice. “Who killed Anna Clot? 

“Borginski.” 

“Why did young Islip confess the my. 
der?” 


GUS hesitated, but at a frown frm 

Porter began to speak. “Borgingi 
and Keenan could prove it on young kip 
He was near the spot. Came to meet th 
girl, He had a letter from her in bs 
pocket, and they got it... . . Borgin 
killed her because he was jealous, We 
could send young Islip to the gallows, aj 
we figured we had his father in our hank 
To control the food of the county— 
His voice rose as he recalled that wonde- 
ful scheme. “We could control the foot 
we could make famines.” 

“Yes, I understand that. Go on” 

“We took young Islip to his father a 
made our proposition. -Islip gave a 
Then the damned kid—got heroic, We 
never figured on that. Thought wil 
broken him. When his father gave a, 
the kid confessed he did the killing” 

“And ruined your kettle of fish,” sil 
Porter. 

“How did that bomb and letter-get a 
Daniel Lang’s desk?” asked Ledyard. 

“Keenan—he put them there. Lay 
choked him and threw him into the stret 
It was to pay off a grudge.” 

“And then Keenan tipped the police? 

“Yes.” 

“Porter,” Weeks said, “with the chiel 
permission, can’t we have Cleghom m 
This is mighty important to him.” _ 

“I'd like to shake his hand,” si 
Porter. 

“Me too,” rumbled the chief. “Gov 
stuff, that. Took guts.” 

Cleghorn was conducted into the rom, 
ill at ease, but with a steadfast look 
his eye. a 

“Young man,” said the chief, Tt 
heard of you quite some. I got 4 ptr 
dice against you, but you camt ever 
Shake.” ; ; 

Cleghorn could only look his aston 
ment. Mechanically he extended 3 
hand to the chief, his bewilderment ® 
creasing as Ledyard pounded his 
and Porter shook the other hand. 

“Cleg—” 

“But—” J 
“Ogus has confessed, Cleg. Its 
right. Let your father know, 

There’s a phone.” 

“Yes—Dad first.” He got the mi 
reached his father. “Dad, a 
wert. ee eee gus 
.... I'll come, but— Yes, I've mtd 
go to her... ... I knew you'd sy 
Dad. I’m going to Ruth 00 stay 18 

He hung up the receiver. with it 
now?” he said, his eyes alight j 
“Now?” if 
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New Art 


is calling to people with story-ideas 


Motion picture producers and stars are searching the country for new, workable 
story-ideas, Never before in the history of the industry has such a demand for 
story-plots confronted them. New writers must be developed if the industry is 


to survive. 





Learn how you can now write for the screen. 


A Famine in Photoplays 


5,000 Motion Picture Stories Wanted 


chang in America this 
year scores of new motion picture 
writers will be developed. (For the 
motion picture industry must have a 
continuous supply of 
good, new story-ideas 
if it is to survive.) 
Most of these new 
photoplaywrights will 
be men and women 
who never wrote a 
line for publication. 
They will be people 
with good ideas for 
stories, who are will- 
ing, during spare hours, to learn how 
picture directors want their plots laid 
out. Producers will pay them $100 
to $500 each for comedies; $250 to 
$2000 for five reel dramatic scripts. 


In Two Short Years 


pede alittle over two years when the 
famine in story-plots first became acute. 

taste changed. Playgoers began 
demand real stories. Plenty of manu- 
tips were being submitted, but most 
wee unsuitable. For writers did _ not 
how to adapt their stories for the 

hay x Few could come to Los Angeles 


A plan for 
hes study had to be 


Dortea Nourse 
onany 
cess a8 0) 
wierto the Palmer 


Prederick Palmer 
ly staff writer 


e, Fox, Tri- 
‘ugle and Universal), 


fually assembled a 
ry of experts who 
se: Plan of study 
Rew writers could 6. Lerol Clarke 

corre- Formerly a minis- 
The Palmer pr ting — 

ro eM have 
te: Practically every big 
nae Producer. In two short years 


dozens of new writers. 


ee 





y TE take people with story-ideas and 
teach them by correspondence how 

to construct their plots in studio form. 

We furnish you the Palmer Handbook, 

with cross references to three scenarios as 

they were used by the directors. Also a 

glossary of studio terms and phrases. 
Our Advisory Service Bureau gives you 

personal, constructive criticisms of your 

manuscripts—free and unlimited for one 

year. Criticisms come 

only from men experi- 

enced in studio staff 

writing. Our Market- 

ing Bureau is headed 

by Mrs. Kate Corbaley, 

formerly photoplay- 

wright for Mr. and Mrs. y, 

Sidney Drew. In con- li 

stant touch with the ¢ 

studios she knows their _™rs. Caroline Sayre 

needs, so that, when our She wrote | ave 

members so desire, we Warren Kerrigan 

submit their stories in 

person for them. Thus we not wile train 

you to write photoplays; we help you to 

sell your story-ideas. 


Advisory Council 


ACK of the Palmer Plan, directing 

this work in developing new writers, 
is an advisory council composed of the 
biggest figures in the industry. It includes 
Cecil B. DeMille, Director-General of 
Famous Players-Lasky Corporation; 
Thomas H. Ince, head of the Thomas H. 
Ince Studios; Lois Weber, America’s 
greatest woman producer and director; 
Rob Wagner, well-known motion picture 
writer for the Saturday Evening Post. 


Contributors 


WELVE leading figures in the mo- 

tion picture industry have contrib- 
uted special printed lectures covering 
every phase of photoplay plot construc- 
tion. 


We Showed Her How 


LIZABETH THACHER, novice au- 
thor, whose play, “Reforming Betty,” 
was purchased by the Thos. H. Ince 
Studios, writes: “My success as a photo- 
play writer is largely due to the Palmer 
Plan and Constructive Criticisms. I 


never wrote a single line fot newspapers 
or magazines—never thought I could 
write photoplays—and never even had 
any desire to write.” She has {now writ- 
ten several more photoplays. We showed 
her how. And space forbids us naming 
dozens of other successful photoplay writ- 
ers we have taught through personal 
correspondence. 


Write for Free Book 


E have prepared an elaborate book, 
which tells’ about the Palmer 
Course and service in greater detail. If 
you will seriously consider the unusual 
opportunity in this new field of art, this 
booklet will be mailed to you free. At 
least you should investigate—if you have 
even a spark of creative 
imagination. The field 
is uncrowded. The de- 
mand for good, new 
motion picture stories is 
growing greater. 


Remember, there is one 

peculiar thing to con- -} 
sider in the Palmer 
Plan. Unlike any other 
course in_ specialized 
training, one single suc- 
cessful effort immedi- 
ately repays you for 
your work. And it is fascinating work 
that can be done in spare time. Not all 
of our members begin to sell photoplays 
at once--naturally. But most of them 
do begin to show returns within a few 
months. If seriously interested, mail the 
coupon. 


Palmer Photoplay Corporation 


as of Education 
762 I. W. Heriman Buriprne 
Los ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 


\, Please send me, without obliga- 
tion, your new book, “The 
Secret of Successful Photoplay 
Wi riting.” Also “Proof Posi- 
tive,” containing Success Stories 
of many Palmer members, etc. 


Paul Schofield 
A novice a year 
ago. Nowearning 
$10,000 a year asa 
scenario writer. 














3 a correspondence held strictly confidential) 






































“*If it’s a Steger—it’s the most 
valuable piano in the world.” 





—the finest reproducin 
phonograph in the al 


Hw: the crooning lilt of a-‘mother’s 
soft lullaby or the ensemble of a 
famous orchestra—reproduced by the 
Steger with rare faithfulness to every 
tonal value, due to its patented, almost 
human reproducer, its tone chamber of 
spruce and its adjustable tone-arm, which 
insures the proper pressure on all makes 
of records. 


The Steger plays all records correctly—no 
parts to change. 


The cabinet of the Steger is in perfect 
keeping with its excellence from an 
artistic, musical standpoint. 


See it and hear this wonderful phono- 
graph played at your Steger dealer’s. 
Period, Cabinet and Portable models, $90 
to $1,250. 


Steger Phonograph Style Brochure Free on request. 


STEGER & SONS PIANO MEG. 


COMPANY 
Steger Building, CHICAGO, ILL. 
Factories, Steger, Illinois, where the **Lincoln'’ and 
Dizie'’ Highways meet. 











A MASTER OF CRIME AND THE LAW 
That’s what the extraordinary man is, about whom Mrs. Wilson 
Woodrow is writing. When you read “Green Glass” in this issue 
you will want to read “Counsel for the Defense” in November 


/ 


HER Eis no food like Nestlé’s 
Milk Food because it is pure 
cow’s milk in powdered form, 
already modified. It is easy to 
repare and the easiest of all 
oods to digest. For three gen- 
erations Nestlé’s Food has been 
building strong, healthy, vigor- 
ous babies. Like breast-fed ba- 
bies, Nestlé babies gain in weight 
in a natural, normal manner. 
FREE TO MOTHERS 


Atrial package, enough for 12 feed- 
ings, and a valuable book for mothers 
Address Department K11 


NESTLE’S FOOD COMPANY 
New York] 


NESTLE’S / 


= .< 
ta 
Walker 
: Youngstown, Ohio 

NEsTLE’s Foop COMPANY 

Please find photo enclosed of Baby John 
Walker, age 6 months, weight 21 pounds. 
We started feeding him on Nestle’s Food at 
2 months old when he weighed less than 9 
pounds. At 3 months he weigh 
so you can see how Nestle’s 
fited him. He ie still taking Nestle’s Food, 
and at the present time (age 10 months) he 
weighs 29 pounds and is still gaining. e 
cannot speak too highly of Nestle’s Food. 

Yours truly, 


115 Maple Ave. JoHN WALEER 
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“Run along, sonny,” said the du 
“And if you get pinched for gspe— 
the way to that girl, just refer 
to me.” ae 

“Now that young woman yoy jam 


| in,” said Porter. 


“Daniel Lang’s daughter.” 
told the story briefly. “I wantiee 


| her home. I hope you wont neem 


~ : Mt 
“Got enough without her @ ‘oe 
Gosh, you never can tell what a ame 
will fetch in.” 


IVE minutes later a cab wag 

Jane Lang and _ Ledyard 
Evanston. This was no time for 

Jane was dazed. But an howe 
the future had seemed so hottie 
make life impossible. Now shew 
—her father was innocent. Of 
good, good! Ledyard was fame 
dubious. He had done much fora 
he loved—but she did not love hima 
not love him. He knew her g 
of life. She had expounded ita 
He loved her—and despised hentia 


| things made for silence, but love dam 


bear long with silences, 
“Miss Lang—” he said. 
“You called me Jane a little whileag 
“Did I? I wanted to say that Fam 


| always be happy to think I have beg 


—some assistance to you.” 

“T haven’t thanked you.” 

“Don’t. It wasn’t that I was think 
of. It was if I had earned th 
privilege of—” he hesitated. 

as Ts 

“Of speaking to you about somelhij 
that is none of my affair.” 

“Mr. Ledyard, you have earnei 
you have earned more than I cae 
hope to pay.” 

“I wouldn’t anger you. I dont mal 
to make you hate me for a meddle. 

“If I were inclined to be angy,! 
should always remember how you 
dled in this matter.” 

“You told me once—do you remenit 
—that you did not believe in love. ¥ 
said—I can’t repeat your words, but lf 
idea back of them was that—that 
would only marry a man who could gt 
you wealth—and the things wealth om 
buy. You—were willing to trade j@# 
beauty for—such things.” 

“Yes. I said that.” E 

“T know it is—meddling, but— 

“You want to tell me I was Wm 
You want to tell me I was 4 fod 
many times worse than a fool. You 
to say something to make me # 
I would have to give in paymeiuas 
you needn’t tell me. I know. 
learned that. I’m older—and wee 
I was, Mr. Ledyard. I’ve seen loved 
learned that it exists. ...+ 
looked into the very eyes of Hemme 
would have paid for—money, 
were horrible Oh, love Gomi 
happiness exists; faithfulness 
Marriage is not a bargain, a 4% 
Marriage is—oh, a sort of sale 9% 
for love to voyage in. That 8% 
ship, even if it were carved from 
precious stone, would be 4 ” P 
—if love were absent wt 
these things, and I know them Res 
doubt.” al e 

Again there was silence, 
was Ledyard who broke it 
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Her Beauty 
Draws Them All 


ER beauty compels them—her lovely color attracts. 

Wherever she goes she is followed by the admiring 
glances of men and women. Her face is radiant with 
happiness— for she knows the secret of Instant Beauty 
=the complete ‘‘ Pompeian Beauty Toilette.’’ 


First, a touch of fragrant Pompeian DAY Cream 
vanishing), to soften the skin and hold the powder. 
The apply Pompeian BEAUTY Powder. It makes the 
skin beautifully fair and adds the charm of delicate 
fagrance. Now a touch of Pompeian BLOOM. Do 
you know that a bit of color in the cheeks 
makes the eyes sparkle? 


These three preparations may be used separately 
or together (as above) as the complete “ Pompeian 
Beauty Toilette.” At all druggists, 60c each. Guar- 
anteed by the makers of Pompeian MASSAGE 
Cream, Pompeian NIGHT Cream, and Pompeian 
FRAGRANCE (a 30c talcum with an exquisite 
hew odor). 


Marguerite Clark Art Panel and Samples 
Miss Marguerite Clark posed especially for this 
em Pompeian Beauty Art Panel, entitled, “Absence poe ae a ee ee eww eee 
annot Hearts Divide.” The rare beauty and charm : 
of Miss Clark are faithfully reproduced in dainty “Don’t Envy Beauty | re Se ee seca est peta ee: es 
J colors in this Art Panel, Size, 28x7%4 inches. | —Use Pompeian”” ' ,,Gztlemen: 1 enclose « due for 1921 Marguerke 
Samples of the three Instant Beauty preparations GUARANTEE , Divide.” Also Instant Beauty samples and sample 
Named above sent with the Art Panel. Also samples The name Pompeianon any @ of Night Cream and Fragrance (a talcum). 
2 Pompeian Night Cream and Pompeian Fragrance a ae oe 
of quality an Safety. 
3 talcum). All fora dime (in coin). Please clip Shedid Sou th Oe teens 
ie now. pletely satisfied, the pur- 
5 chase price will be gladly 
HE POMPEIAN CO., 2019 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio sofended by The Pasweinn 
Also Made in Canada Co., at Cleveland, Ohio, 
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Su Some On 
ered You $2 










to complete a practical 
course of study in your 
spare hours? You would 
jump at the offer. 


But do a little figuring. 
What income could you ex- 
pect from a safe investment 
of $25,000? Perhaps $1,500 a 
year. 


Now, the truth is that thou- 
sands of men have found a 
practical education in some 
specialty to be worth $1,500 or 
more a year to them. 


Some investments can be 
quickly lost. You can’t lose 
an investment that you put 
into your head. It is a per- 
manent asset. 


The United Y.M.C.A. Schools 


teach the subject that you 
ought to study in order to get 
ahead — to increase your 
power, your usefulness, your 
salary. If the subject is not 
taught in the classes of your 
local Y. M. C. A., write to the 
address below for full | in- 
formation. 

The coupon lists some of the 
courses taught through the mails by 
the Extension Division of the United 
Y.M.C.A.Schools. These afford the 
best correspondence instruction ob- 
tainable at the lowest possible cost. 
Our organization stands for service 
rather than for profits. Thousands 
of students are now studying these 
courses successfully. 


Mark the subject that interests 

you and let our earnest staff 

of instructors advise you how 

to prepare for bigger things. 

emsenemeSEND THIS INQUIRY COUPON «eeceeen 
Extension Dept., 
UNITED Y. M. C. A. SCHOOLS 

Dept. 5, 347 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Please give full information about the position 
or home-study course I have marked. 








Auto Mechanic Steam Engineer 

Stenogr apher Radio Operator Machine-ShopPractice 
Business Law Concrete Engineer Toolmaking 

Business English Banking Plumber 

factory M. ment Bookkeeper Farm Motor Mechanic 
Mechanical Engineer Civil Engineer Architect 
Seartioe Man Electrical Engi hevieute yd 

r Neer cultural Courses 

Accountant Electrician 


(The Y. M. C. A. offers more than 100 other courses) 


(J Mark this for special information if you are 
an ex-service man. 
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“Jane,” he said, “I love you—like | 
that.” 

She bowed her head. “I—I hoped so.” 

“You—do you mean?” 

“That I love you, Weeks? I dont 
know. I hope so, oh, I hope so. You 
are the kind of man I want to love. I 
—maybe I love you. But I must be 
sure. I want to love—how I want to 
love—as I know love can be!” 

“T will—wait. But—it will not be 
patiently.” 

“Weeks,” she said queerly, “will you 
take me in your arms—as if you loved 
me—loved me? And kiss me? Now.” | 

His arms were about her, his lips upon 
her lips. She waited, frightened, appre- | 
hensive of what might come, terrified lest 
she should thrust him away as she had 
thrust away Peter Ogus, terrified !est she 








Investment Opportunites| 
and 


Our Twenty Payment Pla 


These publications tell of good invest. 
ment stocks, which can be Purchased on 
small payments, extending over a Period 
of twenty months. This plan was Originated 
by us in 1908. You can secure both free 

} 


Write for 17-RB 


SLATTERY 2G 








(inc) : 
Investment Securities 


40 Exchange Place, New York 
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should be heated white by a blast of dis- 
gust. His lips pressed her lips; she could 
feel the beating of his heart 
was the test. She had dared the test. 

“Weeks,” she whispered, “Weeks—” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“You needn’t wait—for my love 
It is yours—now.” 

He held her close, and she surrendered 
to the moment and its peace. Her heart 
told her, then, that she had not alone 
found love, but finding it, had salvaged 
her threatened soul. 

THE END 


| STOCKS IN A YEAR 





"OWN YOUR own [a4 


: 





Begin To-day 
| Invest Wisely. Obtain Growing Income, Bay| 
| only high grade stocks paying substantial dm. | 
dends. First payment 20% of p pice, | 
Balance equal monthly payments during year, 
Write today for Booklet “R"” 


FRANCIS & CO, 


Investment Securities 











| Cor. Broadway and Wall St., New York Gy 
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COMMUNISM IN 
SHADOW VALLEY 


(Continued from page 82) 





the storekeeper. But his resolution went 
on the rocks early. 

About half the members of the saviet 
was broke, and they didn’t care who was 
boycotted. But the other half had saved 
over some funds from balmier days, and 
they didn’t propose to have their source 
of supplies cut off by any boycott. The 


Rose20 a" 


You can buy high class dividend pay- 
ing stocks - any number of shares- 
by making moderate initial deposit- 
balance 19 small monthly payments 
Prorits Can Be TAKEN AT Any Time. 


NO MARGIN CALLS 
L__ WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET No. RB 
HOW YOU CAN BECOME FINANCIALLY 


Rose & COMPANY 


50 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK 
TELEPHONES: BROAD 6360-636! 














argument got kind of personal pretty 








—— 





soon, and then Bill French and Max 
Stander and Port Fleming organized a 
little game of seven-up, and the subject 
before the house began to languish. Bird 
Branscom made a speech in which he 
washed his hands of the whole mess of 


PUSS OR BEAR CAI| 


That is ihe quaint title of a new story by 


Peter Clark MacFarlane _| 


in the next issue, wherein he tells what befell politic | 


when a certain woman went into it, 


shade 





them. He went outside. 

It was a spiritless looking congregation 
of hands that was left. Seven-up didn’t 
seem to revive em much. The ones that 
had tobacco had got tired of lending it to 
the ones that didn’t have, and was now 
asking I. O. U.’s for every ounce they 
gave up—at fifty per cent increase in 
price. This was bound to make hard 
feelings after a while, especially when 
somebody found out that Gus Ware, the 
man that started all that dairy-herd and 
hog trouble on the night of the first rain, 
had cached away about four pounds of 
cigarette makin’s and wanted to charge 
fifty cents a sack for it. It looked to me 
as if Gus had the market cornered and 
as if he’d get his price, too, by being 
patient. But it made feelings, as I say. 

Then, along about ten o’clock, we heard 
a whoop outside. It was Bird Branscom, 
giving a regular Texas yell. We looked 
out, and there was Bird running down 
the road waving his hat; and there, in 
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Hicuer Epucatio 


Courses in English, Spanish, 
Mathematics, Chemistry, Daw 
ing, Education, a 
35 other subjects we re 
respondence. any 


onDhe Buiversity of ¢ rt 
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Gettin¢ 


is the sto Peter Perkins and 
cumulat 0,000 in ten years b; 


25 a month in high-grade I 
bonds, on a novel plan. “Getting 
as interesting as anything you 
Thousands have read it and are now f 
ahead” financially on the same plan. A 
it. But better still, & " 
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Knott Fogarty’s buckboard, come Major 


141Y South La SalleSt.Chieee ) 
bows ays 











Pee 


Loe 


ke 





a 








Red Book Magazine 


Pace 199 


You tell ’em, Camels, 
you've got 


the quality ! 
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Camels flavor fits in right! 
It rings true—just like it 
rings the bell all day long 
and all the evening! 


Camels never tire your taste! They 
refresh it—and make you keen for 
another Camel! 


You can bank on Camels because 
they have the quality. And, because 
Camels expert blend of choice Turkish 
and choice Domestic tobaccos is a rev- 
elation—it gives Camels their won- 
derful mellow mild body ! 


And, man alive, how you will prefer 
Camels to either kind of tobacco 
smoked straight! 


When you flash a deck of 
Camels you tell the world 
you’re smoke-wise! 


Camels are sold everywhere in scientifically 
sealed packages of 20 cigarettes for 20 cents. 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C, 
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Yorvodora: 


Girl Kelies on the Star’ 


Miss Madeleine Richers, one of the members of the famous Florodora Sextette 
says: “I find the Star Vibrator an indispensable health and beauty adjunct and 
heartily recommend it to any girl who wants to keep herself fresh and youthful.” 


Home electric massage removes blem- 
ishes, blackheads, thoroughly cleans the 
skin and makes it smooth, fresh and 
colorful. A facial massage treatment 
with the Star Vibrator, using the vac- 
uum applicator with an upward move- 
ment, strengthens the muscles of the 
face, eliminates crow’s feet, wrinkles, 
flabbiness and sagging corners of the 
mouth, 


Women who are inclined to put on 
flesh easily are especially prone to have 
their features marred by double chins. 


By applying the lignum vitaeapplicator— 
Rig a eT a Star athe 
sagging tissues of the face are reduced 
day by day and are turned into firm, 
healthy flesh—all of this being due to 


the normal circulation of the blood 


which inevitably follows the consistent 
use of home electric massage. We all 
know that beauty of face and figure 
depends very largely, if notentirely, on 
proper circulation of the blood. The 
effect of electric massage on the body 
causes the blood to flow to the places 
where it should normally circulate and 
thus relieves congestion, assists the 
elimination of poisons and stimulates 
the whole system. 


Get a Star Vibratortoday. Demonstrated free 
of charge at all leading drug, department and 
electrical-goods stores, or sent direct to you on 
receipt of $5. (Canadian price $7.50 com- 
plete.) Fitzgerald Mfg. Company, Dept. 219, 
Torrington, Conn. Also makers of the Star 
Massage Shower Spray, the first real combina- 
tion shower, shampoo, massage and rub-down, 
all in one. $5 complete. 


STAR Visititor 











eyes, 
one can adjust it.” thousand sold. 


“LT hear you. I can hear 
now as well as anybody. 
How?” With the 
MORLEY PHONE. I've 
@ pair in my ears now, but they 
ate invisible. MS would ad re 
t . ° 
thiat I hear all night.” The 
Morley Phone 


is to the ears what glasses are to the 


Sstahl . 
ny- 


Invisible, 





WRITE FOR BOOKLET AND TESTIMONIALS 


THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 778, 26 S. 15th. St., Phila. 





You Can Easily Get a 


BIG PAYING HOTEL JOB 


Hotels need hundreds of men and 
women with training—positions wait- 
ing. We train you by ‘or high-salaried 

osition. No previous experience . 

‘ay big, fine living, interesting work, quick 

ncement. free meals and apartment. 
Free book explains all, Send for it today! 


9 
‘ LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL 
Dept. 1510 Washington, D. C. 


EASIEST SHORTHAND 


easy. Approved b: experts. 
dictation, wes. ete. 


Brofession ony 
your career. rm: 

mercial schools; 4 ubiie and’ 
graphers, teachers. ht cost. 


inclodi . Refund Guar- 
‘Address: 


—for bus le, including you. Proof Lessons, 
ant ‘d fi ‘3 ith_Testimonial id. 
ee a rochure w a imonials | postpaid 
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Brush and Miss Letty. The sau 
journed sine die. When the had 
pulled up, the hands closed in ap 
and the Major couldn't get g 
neither could Fogarty’s boy, g 
Letty. Those hands were so gla 
the boss that some of them alma 
And when the Major passed og 
to Chalky Brode, who had bee 
smoking for five days, I thought 
was going to try to kiss him, # 

Pretty soon the Major could 
self think, and then he laughed a 
“Well, boys, I caught the limit 
and I found Sam Li running aroug 
at Kernville, and I talked him i 
ing back, and he’ll be here any 
with a barrel of fish, caught and 
down three days ago. Is the 
chance,” he says, “for me to j 
Soviet of Exalted and Independent 
rustlers of the Shadow Valley R 
isn’t there?” 

The hands let out a yell that 
scared Fogarty’s mule-teams intoth 

“There aint no more saviet he 
there is nine-course dinners, 
Bird Branscom says. “The gq 
busted up, all in, deceased, pi 
balmed and buried. We're ready 
back to work, if you'll take us, @ 
can start paying wages from now 
you want to.” F 

The Major looked around, 
solemn, “I don’t know about 
says. “I was thinking of getting 
bership in the organization and thé 
to China and Japan for a trp 
share of the proceeds. That's” 
was thinking of,” he says. 

Max Stander snorted. “Ching 
jor!” he says. “China! Why, si 
could take your share of the pm 
this here saviet, the way Bird Bim 
has ran it, and you could stick ® 
your eye and walk into the Mi 
you wouldn’t have enough when yf 
there to buy nails for a canarys) 
Profits! Come on, Major,” he sa 
come on back and let’s get to Wom 
sick of industrial liberty, I am = 
want any more economic ind@ 
Not for me. How about it, boys 

Well, they said how about it, @ 
And the Major laughed and # 
come back. But when he asi 
Branscom to come in and talk i 
with him, that night, Bird said ® 
to be excused. He was reading ai 


‘on bee-culture, he said, and he 


idea that he might quit being #4 
hand and go into the aviary busilé 
had, too— that night. But the ae 
when he began to talk to the othe 
about bees, while they were sadg@ 
to go over into the West Fork for 
of dry cows, Billy French spoke 
he says: 

“Was you thinking, now, 2 
running the bees along Russian Hm 
Because if you was, I thought I'd. 
you that them industrious: little } 
peds has a _ strong prejudice 
democracy, as you might say. | 

“How’s that?” Bird asks. @ 

“Well,” Billy says, reaching) 
rear cinch, “if I aint forgotten a 
they stick up pretty strong i 
still. Whoa, cow-hawses, ef 4% 
use a little sabotage on you WH 
chain!” 








Ped Book Magazine 


y 


’ 


} 
Cc i>] ( 


©, { 2 















<a 
a“ 





IN MANY STYLES 
AND FINISHES 


va i 
=. ¥ ¥ 
? 
| : 
+ 4 Pa] €  f 


New Tone 
Betterments 


Demand your consideration 


of The Brunswick 


HE Brunswick Method of Reproduction, although it 
has many advantages, primarily brings better tone. 


All its features combine toward that coveted achievement. 


Suppressed or muffled tones are absent. There is a 
roundness or fullness of expression that is quickly noted, 
the first time you hear The Brunswick. . 


The Ultona, the all-record reproducer obtained only on 
The Brunswick, obtains the utmost from the record. It 
brings out intonations often slighted. It plays each type 
of record exactly as intended, being adjustable at the turn 
of a hand. 


Furthermore, it practically eliminates so-called “surface 
noises.” For it is the only counter-balanced reproducer. 
It travels a cushioned path around the infinitesimal 
grooves of the record, its suspension so perfect that the 
needle follows every undulation. 


The Tone Amplifier, built to conform to acoustic laws, 
is another feature of the Brunswick Method of Reproduc- 
tion. Here again tone waves, having been reproduced 
perfectly, are allowed to amplify and develop naturally. 





This Tone Amplifier is built entirely of moulded wood, 
so shaped as to permit proper vibration of tone waves. 
There is no clashing caused by imprisoned tone waves. 


In every particular and considered as a unit, the Bruns- 
wick Method of Reproduction is one of the greatest ad- 
vancements in the phonographic art. It brings final 
perfections, new refinements. 


Your ear will quickly detect the superiority of The 
Brunswick. A comparison will award The Brunswick 
first choice. 


So if you seek the utmost in a phonograph, be sure to 
hear The Brunswick first. Visit a Brunswick Dealer. 
Ask also to hear Brunswick Records, which can be played 
on any phonograph with steel or fibre needles. 


THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER COMPANY 
General Offices: 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 


Branch Houses in Principal Cities of United States, Mexico and Canada 
Canadian Distributors: Musical Merchandise Sales Co.,819 Yonge St., Toronto 
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rr” a certainly] 
EPs little machi 
| have ever seen” 


~e S the story goes, the players ‘‘on location” 
is<¢ i waited while the director telephoned 

ae help; and Van Loan came many miles on a motif 
— « @ cycle, his Corona slung from his shoulder, tor 
IE Sec tictes en evtein write the scenes or produce new ones. Later 
he said to a cameraman: ‘‘Corona is certainly? 


This is how Mr. Van Loan, a lead- 


i hoto playwright—author of ° ° e 
"The Virgin of Stamboul””—impro the handiest little machine I have ever seen!” 


The Virgin of Stamboul’’—impro- 
vises whole scenes when emergency 
demands quick thinking and while 


Ge dents exe Ge “uate” Thus in unexpected ways is seen the extraord- 7 
nary impetus Corona has given the general | 
practice of typing. It has swept aside limitations 
of weight and bulk and made typed corte 7 
spondence, manuscripts, memoranda and reports 
universal. Not only can it be used amywher, 
but its fifty-dollar price, coupled with its sur 
prising scope of operation, has rendered its us 
as economical as it is satisfactory. 


Consult Your Telephone Book for Nearest Corona Dealer 


$50, with carrying case 
Built by 


CORONA TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Ine. 
GROTON, NEW YORK 


CorRoné/ 


The Personal Writi ng Machi 


TRADE MARK 











fold it up — Take it with you —Typewrite ani 








Mrs. Fox was bragging one day about the large number of 
her cubs. 


“How many cubs do you bring into the world at one 
time?” she asked the Lioness. 


“Only.ONE,” replied the Lioness —“but it’s a LION.” 


MURADS COST 20 CENTS for a BOX 
of 10—BUT THEY’RE MURADS! 


MURADS would be lower priced if we left out all or part 
of the 100% Turkish tobaccos of the purest and best varieties 
gtown—or if we substituted inferior grades of Turkish tobacco. 


But they wouldn’t be MURADS—they’d only be Foxes! 


ee 99 
Judge for Yourself—! 
Special attention is called Mngrgyos Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
Murad 205 in Tin Boxes and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 








Sleep nights 


Keep awake days 
J drink 


INSTANT POSTUW 
‘ Instead of Coffee 














